
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 23 (Sunday – week 4 Part 1 of 3)

	Her dreams were different this time. In a way, far more serious than they had ever been before – not that she would remember any of them though. She had dreamed many times before of love, but this time it was different. This time, in her dreams, she was in the arms of the man she loved. At least she loved him. And that was why she felt so distressed in her dreams, because she knew that the one she loved didn’t return her affection.

	In her dream, she writhed, over and over again, in wild turgid love sessions with her man. Yet through it all, she was aware of the coldness of his heart. She tried over and over again to show him her love – yet he still distained her. His total distain causing her to try harder and harder to win him. Yet her efforts earned her nothing but heartache.

	Later in the night, her dreams became nothing but a quest for the unobtainable – the unobtainable love she yearned to feel from the man. And maybe because it was unobtainable, she was fixated on it. She had to have it. There was no way around it. She loved him desperately. She would do anything in the world for him, just to feel him loving her in return. But dream after dream ended badly, till she could take it no more.

	She awoke and looked at her clock. It was a bit earlier than she wanted it to be, but not by that much. She still felt the emotions from some of her last dream slightly lingering within her. Coffee. She must need coffee. By the time she had slipped out of bed, and slipped into her robe, she had forgotten even the last lingering emotions from her dreams. Fortunately.

	As she stood in front of her coffee maker and smelled the aroma of fresh coffee dripping down into the pot, she breathed in deeply and started to feel much happier. She thought about the way Sissy had made love to her the night before. It had been great – better than great – it had been fabulous! Hopefully, tonight, she would do it again with him.

	But then she remembered his seeming distain of her when she had kissed him after what she had done to him. In a way, she understood it, yet in a way she couldn’t. Wasn’t everything she was doing to him part of his own demented fantasies? Why couldn’t he appreciate that? Why couldn’t he seem to appreciate anything she was doing for him? Why, why, why?

	Or did he appreciate it and just didn’t show it? He had been cold during her final kiss last night – yet he hadn’t been… before. She supposed she understood why he had been so cold, yet she was very surprised that she felt hurt by it. She hadn’t even realized she felt hurt till just then. Why? Why should she care? There was no good reason for it.

	She pulled a clean mug out of her cabinet and poured herself a cup of the freshly made coffee. She took a small sip. Mmmm. She closed her eyes for a moment and took another big breath. She took a bigger sip of coffee and immediately felt better. It was the coffee, nothing more. She had just needed her morning cup. She smiled as she headed out to her living room to sit in one of her big comfortable chairs… and dream about Sissy making love to her.

	Strange and unfamiliar pressures bothered him, even in his sleep. He had so few comfortable ways to lay in bed, now he seemed to have even less. Fortunately, he was used to not laying on his stomach anymore because the damn chastity device she had locked onto him was too uncomfortable to lay on that way. Yet the bra he was wearing now and the breast forms inside of it were new and different… and they bothered him.

	He woke up, but didn’t open his eyes. Instead, his brain was fixated on all the different sensations his entire body was feeling. The newest sensation of course was the bra and the pressure from the breast forms. He still couldn’t believe he was wearing them – even to bed. The bra felt like it was irritating his skin wherever it touched him. He couldn’t wait to get it off and take a shower. The breast forms in it were heavy too and he was tired of the constant pressure. He couldn’t wait to remove them with the bra. He wanted nothing more than to scratch his chest under it all. It would feel so good!

	His pacifier was in his mouth again. He barely remembered grabbing it last night after he had finished his last bottle. He was sucking on it without really realizing he was doing it. He had barely even registered that the thing was in his mouth. Yet it felt good and comforting to have it there.

	He wanted so much to make a fist with his hands, even a light one, but the nails on his fingers were so long he couldn’t even come close. He constantly felt his long nails dragging against his covers, getting in his way, even while he was sleeping. Basically, they were just irritating and a nuisance. He wished desperately that he could get rid of them. They forced him to keep moving his hands in ways he’d rather not. Ways he wasn’t used to. Ways that he knew for sure were all too feminine.

	Below the bra, further down, forcing his legs to remain splayed apart, were his diapers – a huge, thick, massive ball now because he had again wet and messed himself heavily during the night. It still troubled him that he had slept soundly through it all and didn’t remember doing anything at all in them. Yet he now loved the way the huge diaper mass felt as it surrounded him and encased him. The huge bulk of his diapers was warm and very wet inside… and comforting… and stimulating.

	He felt the pricks again from the new wicked teeth she had mounted in his chastity device last night. Teeth that were far worse than what had been there before. He had been surprised last night before he fell asleep how often he felt those teeth. They seemed to start hurting him long before the previous ones did anything at all. If he didn’t stay absolutely calm and even less stimulated than normal, they dug into him. Even in his normal un-stimulated state, they seemed to hurt him. His only refuge from the pain seemed to be in becoming smaller than he normally was. Smaller even than in his everyday un-stimulated state. He had no idea how he could stay that way, but the darn teeth were certainly making him try – already. It was very frustrating… well, another very frustrating thing to add to his long list of other frustrations.

	The growing irritation from the teeth made him open his eyes and get up from his blow-up mattress. He had to get his mind on other things and away from anything that might sexually stimulate him. Yet everything in his entire world stimulated him now. There would be no winning. How could he stop the pain?

	His pink alarm clock suddenly began blaring loud music and he quickly reached over to turn it off. Another day. Another damn day. Another day for Mel to humiliate and hurt him more than she already had. He was sick of it and wasn’t looking forward to it. Why had he entered into this damn bet in the first place?

	He forced his legs to waddle his body out to the kitchen to read whatever note she had left there. He saw the cookbook on his counter before he saw the note. That figured. It was Sunday… grocery shopping day. Ugh!

	Sissy,

	First bottle.

	Get cleaned up and into a fresh uniform – I will inspect as usual.

	Wear a bra and one of your waist cinchers but no girdle.

	Try to get the breast forms where they belong!

	Second bottle.

	Go get breakfast on your own.

	Put together your grocery list – Cassie and Sandy will be having dinner with us tonight!

	Third bottle

	Be here at ten o’clock sharp!

	He grunted softly. Wear a bra and a damn waist cincher. He well remembered how tight the thing had been the night before. Still a bit wooly headed, he opened his refrigerator and pulled out a baby bottle. The refrigerator that had been so empty yesterday seemed to be all too full of the bottles now. Not really caring, he grabbed the cookbook from his counter as he went past and sat in the only chair he owned. He pulled the pacifier out of his mouth and replaced it with the nipple from the bottle. The cool liquid going down his throat felt wet and refreshing. The wetness reminded him of how nice and wet his diapers felt… which stimulated his overly suppressed sexual need slightly… which in turn made his chastity device quickly start hurting again. Damn!

	To get his mind off of the pain where he didn’t want any pain, he got up and found a pen and some paper to write his grocery list on. He sat back in his chair with his bottle and opened the cookbook. He flipped a few pages with his super long red nails, a task that strangely the nails seemed to be well suited for. He read through one of the recipes and awkwardly picked up the pen and paper and started writing down some of the ingredients he would need to make the dish. A lot of ingredients it seemed. No matter, Mel would be paying for them anyway. Who would have ever thought that diet cooking could be so interesting?

	By the time he was done with his grocery list, his bottle was long finished. He looked over the list. It was a long one. It surprised him how quickly he was getting a lot better at writing with a pen with his long fingernails. It was all just a matter of how you held the pen… and of course getting used to holding it that way while you were writing.

	He got up and put the empty bottle onto his kitchen counter along with his list and the cookbook. He picked up his pacifier and put it back into his mouth. Then he headed for his bedroom, not wanting to wait any longer to get the uncomfortable bra off of his chest!

	He had less trouble than he thought unfastening the bra behind him. Maybe he was getting used to the long nails now. He really wasn’t sure about that though and mostly doubted it. Very slowly, because of the breast forms the darn thing was holding up, he pulled the bra away from his body, leaning forward slightly so the breast forms would stay in the bra cups as they came off of him. But the forms didn’t come off with the bra, they stayed right where they were on his chest. Startled a bit, he bumped one of them slightly with his arm, expecting it to pop off and land in the bra he was still holding under it. But it didn’t pop off.

	He stood up straight and threw the bra onto the floor. He grabbed one of the forms. The moment he touched it, he realized that it was stuck to him fairly firmly. He grabbed it as well as the nails on his hands would allow him to, and he pulled. Then he pulled harder. Then he let go entirely as shock ran through his whole body. He grabbed the other breast form with both hands and tried to pull it off, but it too wouldn’t budge. Not a bit.

	Panicking now, he began digging at the edges with his long nails. At last he had found something his nails should be really good for. But he couldn’t find any place around any of the edges that would let even the tips of his nails to get under. He stood there in shock, his body shaking from the realization. He couldn’t get the damn things off!

	He didn’t know what to do. In desperation he ran for his phone and called Mel.

	Mel was just about to get into her shower when she heard her phone ring. Shit! Wasn’t that always the case? She just hoped it wasn’t another emergency from work. She wasn’t really in the mood just then to run out to get somebody out of jail.

	Stark naked, she picked up her phone. “Hello?”

	“Mmss, ow kap paa eaa awww!”

	It was Sissy’s voice she heard. She also heard how panicked he was, but she couldn’t understand anything he was saying. “Sissy? Is that you? What’s wrong?” But again she couldn’t really understand much more than she had the first time. “Sissy, are you trying to talk with your pacifier in your mouth?”

	Chad was startled. He was still panicked, but he at last had the sense to remove the pacifier that had mumbled his desperate words beyond Mel’s ability to understand them. “Mistress,” he began again. “I can’t get them off… They’re stuck!”

	“What are you talking about?” Mel asked, glad that she could finally make some sense form his words.

	“The breast forms. They’re stuck. I can’t remove them!”

	Mel blinked in surprise. Then she blinked again. They were stuck? The glue had worked? It certainly hadn’t seemed like it would hold last night. “Really?” she asked, still not believing it.

	“Really?” Chad echoed in disbelief. “They’re stuck!” he shouted angrily into the phone. “I can’t budge them!”

	Mel giggled. This she really had to see. “Ok,” she said, “calm down. I’ll be there in a minute.” She hung up her phone and giggled again. They were stuck on him and she guessed that he couldn’t them off. She giggled once again as she ran for her robe and wrapped it around her.

	Chad opened his door carefully the moment Mel knocked, looking around the edge as he opened it to make sure it was Mel who had knocked. He also kept his body hidden behind the door till she was all the way in. Then he closed it tightly. “I can’t get them off!” he hissed angrily the moment the door was firmly shut. “Look at this.” He pulled on one of them with both hands. The breast form seemed to elongate as it stretched a bit, but it stayed firmly stuck to his chest.

	Wide-eyed with disbelief, Mel put her hand over her mouth and laughed. Then she reached out with her own hands and grabbed them, pulling down on them a bit. She could see the skin around the forms pulling out just a bit and Chad was trying to pull back at the same time, but obviously, the forms were stuck on him but good. She giggled once again. “It worked!”

	“What do you mean it worked?” he demanded angrily. He was now getting angry just because Mel seemed to be enjoying his predicament so much.

	“The glue,” she replied. “It’s holding.”

	“Yeah. Too damn well!” He pulled once again at the breast forms that were all too well stuck to his chest, but again it did no good.

	“How do I get them off?” he demanded.

	She giggled again. “You don’t.”

	“What?”

	She was openly laughing now. “At least not without something to dissolve the glue first. You’re supposed to use some kind of solvent.”

	“What solvent? Do you have any?”

	“No,” she said as more laughter escaped her lips.

	He stared at her. Damn the woman. She was really enjoying this. Damn! Damn! Damn! “So what am I supposed to do?” he demanded.

	“Wear them,” she replied as more laughter escaped her lips.

	Chad threw his arms up in the air in exasperation. The damn woman was loving this! He angrily waddled past her and back into his bedroom.

	Mel followed after him, enjoying the sight of him too much. His diapers were so full she couldn’t believe it. Not just full, they were huge. She stood leaning against his bedroom door jam, watching him as he tried to get one of his fingernails underneath one of the forms, but obviously, he couldn’t even do that much. She let out still another giggle.

	“It’s not funny,” he said angrily.

	“No? I think it is,” she said as still more laughter came out. “It looks like you’re going to have to live with those things now – just like any other woman.”

	The look he gave her was mean and angry. Yet she laughed at him again. “Awww,” she cooed, “is the poor little baby feeling like even less of a man?”

	Once again he threw his arms up in complete exasperation. Damn the woman! He suddenly grabbed the front of his diaper as the teeth inside of his chastity device bit cruelly into his very tender flesh.

	“Aw, what’s the matter baby?” she asked as she saw him dancing a bit around the room in pain. She knew very well what that something was, but she was just enjoying herself too much now.

	“Did you have to put those new teeth into that thing? They hurt! They never stop hurting!”

	“Good,” she replied mischievously. “I guess now you’re going to have to stay even softer and smaller than before.” She broke out laughing loudly once again. “Which should go very well with your new breasts.” Mel doubled over in laughter at her own joke. “Tell me something, am I doing a good job yet of destroying your masculinity?” Once again, she went back to her doubled over laughter.

	Chad wanted to punch the walls in frustration, but of course he could no longer make a fist. Instead, he was forced to bend over and grab the front of his all too wet diapers as the pain from his chastity device instantly doubled. He cursed loudly as he danced a few steps and tried to calm the pain. The darn woman was crazy. Certifiably crazy! He finally shook his head and turned away from her so he wouldn’t have to see her laughing anymore. What was he going to do? In frustration, he reached out again with both hands and pulled on both breasts, but as usual, they weren’t going anywhere. He sighed in total disappointment. He was going to have to live with the darn things for a while… like it or not.

	“I have to get a shower now,” he said with more than an ounce of annoyance, wanting her to leave.

	“Don’t let me stop you,” she replied in a very mock tone. “I’ll just stay here and watch for a bit. I’m enjoying this too much to leave right now.”

	Damn the woman! With a great deal of effort, Chad got his plastic panties off from around his too bulky diapers and pulled them off of his legs. As soon as he did, he found Mel right by his side, examining his bulky diapers closely. “What?” he asked, still very angry and annoyed.

	“Nothing,” she replied with a small giggle. His diapers were so huge. She couldn’t believe it. She wondered how he felt having that much bulk trapped around him. But it really didn’t matter, he was stuck with the problem so she didn’t bother to ask. She was just fascinated, that was all.

	She watched as he removed the diapers and made a quick bee-line for his shower. She was betting that he moved so quickly just in case he might have to pee and he didn’t want it to wind up on the floor. She giggled at that thought once again.

	With nothing left to watch, she went back to her own apartment. She was still giggling at his plight as she climbed into her own shower to wash off. If there was one thing she could definitely say about this bet, it was certainly providing her with lots of amusement!

	 


Chapter 23 (Sunday – week 4 Part 2 of 3)

	Chad glanced at the watch that he had struggled to fasten around his wrist. Damn, he didn’t have much time. And he still hadn’t been out for breakfast yet. Trying to get rid of his new breasts had taken way too much time. He finally decided to forget going out for breakfast, Mel would probably never know anyway.

	He grabbed his grocery list that he had already put together and went over it as he drank his third bottle of the morning. He added yet a few more items that he remembered that Mel was running low on. When his bottle was finished, he put it, along with his other empty bottles from last night and this morning into a plastic bag to take with him to Mel’s apartment. He glanced at his watch again. It was almost time – close enough anyway.

	With the bag of bottles in one hand, he slung his diaper bag over his shoulder, then slung his purse down into the crook of his arm. Fully loaded, he faced his front door and took another deep breath. It was time to go. Time to be her maid again. Time to face yet more humiliation. Why couldn’t he have just one day that was easy? He couldn’t remember a single day since the bet had started that had been easy for him. Not one! And now he was going out wearing a damn maid’s dress again. This would be his third day in a row without wearing pants. It still surprised him that he was actually doing it. With one more big breath for courage, he opened his door and went out.

	He knocked on her door and took half a step back. As soon as the door opened he dropped a curtsey and said, “Good morning, Mistress.”

	Mel smiled and let him in. “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied.

	Chad dropped his diaper bag and purse on the floor next to the table near her door and handed her his bag of empty bottles. He saw her look into the bag and smile before she took put it in her kitchen for later.

	“Do you have your shopping list?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied dropping yet another curtsey. “I’m afraid it’s a long one today. Some of the recipes I chose take a lot of ingredients.”

	“That’s fine,” Mel replied only half caring as she quickly checked her hair and makeup in the mirror. She grabbed her purse to go out, then turned directly toward Sissy. She looked him over more carefully than she had before – and smiled. “You’re looking better and better,” she declared as she turned toward the door. “Time to go.”

	Chad paused as he watched Mel opening the door and going out. He was dressed as a maid again and would once again be going out shopping as her maid. Would the humiliations never end? No, he knew the answer all to clearly to that question. With Mel, everything would be total humiliation. Taking a quick big breath for courage, he grabbed his purse and diaper bag and followed her down to her car.

	The parking lot at the grocery store didn’t seem to be quite as crowded as it had been before, but that did nothing to ease his nervousness. He thought back to two weeks ago, the first time she had made him wear a skirt in public – she had actually called the police to get him out of the car. Now, he was not only wearing a dress, but a maid’s dress at that… and he was getting out of the car and following her inside like it was something he did everyday. Like there was nothing out of the ordinary about it at all. Mentally, he was screaming inside, but on the outside, he did his very best to look calm and confident – praying that people would see him as more of a woman than the sissy that was really inside the maid’s dress he was wearing.

	As he pushed the cart around the store, Mel talked mostly about what foods she liked and also about what she liked about the dishes he had already prepared. He was grabbing item after item from the shelves and putting them into the cart while Mel put almost nothing in. Mostly, she grabbed a few snacks for herself but as far as Chad could tell, she wasn’t interested in shopping for anything else. Yet he needed so many things that their cart was filling up.

	Mel felt good and relaxed as she walked with Sissy up and down the aisles of the store. It was good to be out with her maid. It made her feel good – important – powerful. She was making a man do her shopping for her, while dressed as her maid. The thrill she felt over it was electrifying. She let him do all the work, after all, he would be doing the cooking and he was the one who knew what would be needed. There were very few little things that she added to the grocery cart, mostly things that just kind of caught her fancy – that is till they got to the aisle where the baby food was. Then she stopped and looked at it all carefully.

	Chad stopped and watched as Mel looked over all the baby food. His nervousness about that grew by leaps and bounds. He didn’t want her to buy any baby food, yet he now knew that she would – without a doubt. And he wasn’t the least bit surprised when she started to pick up jar after jar from the shelves and put them into the cart. She also picked up two more boxes of the baby cereal he hated to eat every morning. So much baby food in the cart. Way more than he wanted to see, yet the sight of it, knowing it was all for him, brought instant pain from his chastity device. Damn he needed some relief! It was all he could do to not show too many outward signs that he was in pain.

	He watched in horror as she came across a display of baby bibs and started looking carefully though them. She pulled out a large plastic one and held it up, then with a smile, she turned and showed it to him before throwing it into the cart. Ugh! Another bib. At least this one just had pictures of farm animals on it and didn’t actually say sissy. He was so glad that Mel finally moved on.

	The checkout line wasn’t bad at all, only one other person in front of them. Chad was all too aware though of the close scrutiny of all the people around him – especially while he was loading the groceries onto the conveyor belt – but there was nothing he could do about any of it. He was – in reality now – her damn maid. Her damn sissy maid. As he stood back and watched the purchases being rung up, that was the one thing that kept going through his mind. He actually was her sissy maid now. There was certainly no denying it. He was dressing the part and totally acting the part now. And he saw no way out – except eventually winning the bet. That thought reminded him of something – would Mel ask him if he needed to wet his diapers? He realized then that he had already been holding back without knowing he was. Total control. That was what was going to win the bet for him – especially since Mel knew nothing about that.

	As she was about to pay for everything, Chad saw Mel turning toward him. He knew then that she was going to ask. “Do you need to wet yet?” Mel asked.

	Chad desperately searched for an answer that wouldn’t get him in trouble. “No Mistress, I’m already wet,” he replied. It was a total lie. He was completely dry – for now. But Mel had no idea of the real truth. However, as he pushed the groceries out to the car, he allowed himself to thoroughly wet his diapers, reveling completely in how wonderful the sensation felt as he did it. Wet diapers were really so much better than dry ones! He should have wet them sooner – just so he could enjoy it more.

	Once they were back at Mel’s apartment, Chad made trip after trip, carrying the groceries up to her apartment. The more he was out in public dressed as her maid, the more he felt like he actually was her maid. A point driven home again and again with each trip up and down the steps while wearing his maid’s dress.

	He actually spent a quiet and fairly nice few hours with Mel after that. He put all the groceries up and made them each a salad for lunch – although he had to eat his with his fingers while sitting in his highchair. After which he lightly cleaned her entire apartment again – which didn’t need much cleaning and he washed what few clothes she had that were dirty. As he was doing that though, just as usual for that time of day, he once again felt the dire need to mess himself. Even though he hadn’t had any suppositories shoved up him that day, he knew that there was still enough of their chemical still in him to make it impossible to hold back so he didn’t even try. Besides what would have been the point?

	But this time, he wasn’t wearing one of his girdles over top of everything and fairly soon the smell from what he had done was all too evident. He noticed it first, but there was nothing he could do about it. Mel noticed it though a few minutes later. “Sissy, it smells like you’ve got a very messy diaper!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied dropping a quick curtsey, then going right back to work on her laundry.

	Mel got up from her seat to take a closer look. The closer she got to him though, the more she could smell him. She smiled at him as she approached, “And we didn’t even give you another suppository earlier.”

	Chad stopped what he was doing. “Yeah,” he replied, “but there’s still so much of them up inside of me that it doesn’t matter. Until more of it get’s out of my system, I doubt I’ll be able to control it at all.”

	Mel smiled again and lightly brushed his face. “Good baby. But then I’m sure a big sissy baby like you doesn’t really want to control it anyway.”

	Chad didn’t really know how to answer that. As far as this bet went, yes he did want to control it, but otherwise…

	“I’ll change you in a little while,” Mel said as she walked off again. Chad had to endure his wet messy diapers for another half-hour before Mel finally couldn’t stand the smell anymore and changed him. Then she handed him a can of air freshener and made him spray her whole apartment with it.

	Chad did what he could around her apartment after that, including as much pre-preparation as he could for dinner. But eventually, he had nothing left that he could do. He approached Mel who had been sitting and reading a book. “Excuse me, Mistress,” he said dropping his usual curtsey.

	She looked up, “Yes?”

	“I’ve done about everything I can for now. Is there something you need me to do?”

	“You’ve done everything?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he said as he dropped another curtsey without even thinking about it.

	Mel smiled. She loved to see him curtsey that way to her. But he had nothing to do? That wasn’t really good, yet she suspected that just might be true. Her apartment wasn’t that big after all. “What time do you need to start dinner?”

	“Probably about five,” he replied.

	She nodded. “Ok, Sissy. Go stand in your corner then till I tell you to come out.”

	Chad’s eyes went wide. In the corner! Why? He searched for any sign that she might not really mean it, but he quickly realized that she had really meant it. He sullenly walked over to his corner and spied the perch that was on the ground there. He turned back to her. “Do I have to…”

	“Yes!” she said, already knowing what he was going to ask. “I want you standing on that thing whenever you’re in your corner – from now on!”

	Dreading it even more, Chad climbed onto the darn perch. His feet were pushed close together and held at an awkward angle, as if he were wearing really high heels. He half fell into the corner with his arms dangling at his sides. He closed his eyes because there was nothing there to see. Stuck in his corner again! And once again standing on the damn bar. The stupid bar made it almost impossible to move his feet, denying him even that tiny bit of relief.

	He stood there, and stood there. Boring! Boring! Boring! When he felt the need to pee, he held it for just a few minutes, but he was too bored. He let it out just for the pure joy of the sensation. Then he went back to standing there – totally bored!

	He heard no sound from Mel at all and knew she was engrossed in her book. Why couldn’t he be allowed to read something instead of standing in the corner? But he wasn’t allowed to do anything except what he was doing – which was nothing! His feet ached horribly, more and more as he stood there. His legs ached more and more too. He suddenly wished he had his pacifier. He thought about putting his thumb into his mouth to suck on, but Mel wouldn’t allow him that much movement – besides, the damn long nails on his hands made sucking his thumb almost impossible anyway.

	Why was she making him stand there so much? Just because there was no work to do? It was like putting him out of the way when he wasn’t needed – like a damn vacuum cleaner. Is that what she was doing? Putting him away like an appliance that she didn’t need just then. The more he thought about it, the more likely it sounded.

	And then his bored mind realized something else – usually, children were made to stand in the corner for a reason – to teach them something. But he certainly wasn’t learning anything – except perhaps what a total sissy he really was. Standing in the corner like a complete child! Certainly not like the man he thought he was. He was a sissy baby, standing in the corner like a little child. Not a man at all. Not a man! A baby! A big sissy baby! He probably deserved to be treated this way. He was such a sissy. And then his chastity device started hurting him once again – damn! He probably deserved that too.

	Mel looked up from her book occasionally to watch him. As far as she could tell, he hadn’t moved hardly at all since she had sent him to the corner. She wondered what he thought about as he stood there. He certainly couldn’t do anything else except to think. He had been there for a long time now – much longer than she had ever kept him there before. Yet the perch he was standing on seemed to be working perfectly. She hadn’t seen him move his feet even once – that she noticed. She really had been enjoying the book she was reading. She glanced at her clock. It still wasn’t five yet. She put her book down and went over to him. “Are you enjoying standing in your corner, Sissy?”

	Chad was startled and a bit scared as he felt Mel approaching him. Would she release him? He could only hope. He was more surprised at her question. “No, Mistress. I don’t enjoy it at all.”

	“Ummm. Too bad. I’ll bet you’re getting very used to it now though, aren’t you?”

	Unfortunately, Chad knew the answer to that one. “Yes, Mistress.”

	She laughed a bit. “Your perch is helping too. I haven’t seen you move your feet even once.”

	His perch? Is that how she thought of the bar he had to stand on? He thought about her question. “I can’t move them,” he replied.

	She giggled a bit once again. “Do you like how it keeps you standing there, as if you’re wearing very high heels?” she asked. “I already know you’d love for me to train you that way.”

	He thought carefully for a moment before he answered. “My feet really hurt,” he finally replied.

	“I’ll bet they do,” she said with yet another giggle. “Maybe I should have had you wear your highest heels today, so that when you finally get off of that thing, your feet will hardly know the difference. I’ll bet you would really like that.”

	He thought briefly about what she had said, then shuddered. His feet really did ache horribly. Having to wear high heels after this would only keep them hurting. Yet at the same time, the thought did appeal to him – very much! “I’m not sure,” he finally admitted. “I think my feet hurt too much.”

	“Maybe that’s just because you’re not used to it yet. Give it time, Sissy. Give it time.” She laughed again. “Ok, Sissy. You can leave your corner now. Go start dinner.”

	Chad let out a huge sigh of relief and very carefully got off his perch and out of the corner. Even though he was wearing one inch heels, stretching his feet even that flat was difficult. His calf muscles ached horribly too. It took him a few moments of stretching before he felt confident enough to go into the kitchen to work.

	“Get yourself another bottle while you’re fixing dinner,” Mel ordered. “You probably need it now.”

	Chad thought about it and agreed. He really did need the drink!

	 


Chapter 23 (Sunday – week 4 Part 3 of 3)

	Dinner was nearly ready, there was very little left to do, but Chad wasn’t about to admit that since he didn’t want to wind up in the corner again. He kept busy in the kitchen anyway. But shortly before Cassie and Sandy were due to arrive, Mel wandered into the kitchen to see how he was doing. “Are you almost finished?” she asked.

	Chad looked around him. Everything was really ready, as much as he wanted it to be anyway. “Everything is going perfectly,” he replied.

	“Good,” Mel said. “Can you stop for a few minutes?”

	Chad looked around, then nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Good. Follow me. Let’s get you changed.”

	Getting into a fresh diaper for the rest of the evening sounded good to Chad, even though he was surprised at the offer, so he quickly followed her back to her bedroom where she ordered him to get undressed. He immediately went to work removing the apron that was tied around his waist. Mel pulled down the zipper of his dress so he wouldn’t have to struggle with that and eventually she stripped him of everything except his bra and his waist cincher. Then she put him into some super thick cloth diapers with fresh plastic panties on top.

	Chad was about to reach for his pantyhose to put back on again but she stopped him. “Not this time,” she said. “I have something else for you to wear tonight.” Chad was instantly a bit wary.

	Mel went into her closet and came out with a pair of white socks that she put onto his feet. The socks were turned down at the top and had row after row of baby blue lace stitched all around them for decoration. Chad didn’t quite know what to make of them. Why the socks? But then Mel went back to her closet, this time bringing out the new blue shoes. Chad stared at them in disbelief as he let her strap them onto his feet. They were blue Mary Jane style shoes with tiny colorful flowers on the toes. Talk about humiliating.

	Mel went back to her closet one more time, stopping at the entrance to turn back toward him with a quick wicked smile. Chad suddenly inwardly gulped. He just knew she had something very humiliating in there for him to wear. It took her a moment to come back out again, but when she did, she proudly held up the baby blue dress so he could see it. She still had that same wicked smile on her face as she said, “Don’t you just love it? Isn’t it just… you?”

	Chad couldn’t believe what he saw. It was yet another little-girl style party dress, only this time in blue and white. And again this one had a super full skirt and tons of lace and ruffles. The chastity device on his cock suddenly began stinging wildly again as Mel walked towards him with the dress – the dress that he couldn’t take his eyes off of.

	Mel turned it around in her hands and he saw that the back was already unzipped as she held it out for him to take. Slowly and gingerly, he took it in his hands. He lowered it to the floor and stepped into the back. Slowly, he dragged it up his body. The super full skirt was awfully short and all too soon his bare legs were exposed again. The netting under the skirt wasn’t nearly as sensual as what had been under the last dress, yet its very stiffness let him know that it was always there – always fluffing out his skirt.

	He put his arms into the dress as Mel walked around behind him and zipped it up. It fit very tightly around his new breasts, but not too bad. He stood still as Mel tied the white sash tightly around his waist. He took a step and heard the soft rustle of the netting under his skirt. His chastity device instantly sent him another warning. As he turned around toward Mel and felt the dress moving a fraction of a second behind him, he knew without a doubt that this was going to be another very difficult and embarrassing evening.

	Mel stood back laughing as she just looked at him. He looked adorable… no wait! He needed something else! “Come with me,” she ordered as she quickly headed for her bathroom.

	Chad dutifully did as he was told, although he didn’t move nearly as fast as Mel was going. At least the shoes were very comfortable… and he decided that the dress was actually comfortable too. It was just going to be impossible to work in with that huge full skirt surrounding him. And the diapers she had put on him were so thick that even dry, he was already mostly waddling. As he looked down, he realized he couldn’t see his feet at all because of the skirt. It was just as well, he didn’t want the sight of his sissy shoes to cause him any more pain from his chastity device. He was having enough trouble with that as it was.

	Mel dug through her makeup stash as quickly as she could, finding the things she decided she would need. Then she grabbed a washcloth and began cleaning Sissy’s face with it. “You need something different with this outfit,” she explained, but she didn’t say anything else. Then she went to work on him.

	A little while later, Chad stared at his reflection in the bathroom mirror. Mel had finished with him a few minutes ago but he was still too much in shock to leave the bathroom. His face… yes it was definitely his face – it just didn’t look like his face. The foundation she had put heavily all over him was far lighter in color, very pale. He had two very prominently red cheeks where she had put the blush almost in a circle on each cheek. His lips were bright red and somehow shaped to make them look a bit more pouting. And his eyes… He now had very, very long black eyelashes and the blue eye-shadow that she had put on him nearly matched his dress. The first impression that really crossed his mind was “a doll.” She had somehow made him look like a damn doll!

	And then the doorbell rang. Damn! “Sissy, you better get that!” he heard Mel calling. Sighing, he tore his gaze from the mirror and went out to open the door and greet their guests.

	“Aaaahhhh!” Sandy squealed the moment he opened the door. “Don’t you look precious!”

	Chad dropped a curtsey as he said “Hello, Sandy.”

	“Darling! Absolutely darling!” Cassie added as she stood looking at him too.

	Chad dropped a second curtsey. “Hello, Cassie.”

	Mel walked up as Chad stood out of the way, for the two women to come into the apartment. “Doesn’t she look good?” she asked.

	“Fabulous!” Sandy declared, still not taking her eyes off of him. “He’s just so… precious!”

	“I can tell right now that this is going to be even more fun than last week,” Cassie declared.

	Mel looked at Chad. “Aren’t you supposed to be getting dinner ready?”

	Chad hurried back to the kitchen. “I just love the way you can see his diapers and plastic panties under that dress!” Sandy declared as he headed away from them. Chad’s chastity device suddenly went into pain mode as he realized what Sandy had just said. Damn! His diapers showed! How much more humiliating can things get? And there was nothing he could do about it!

	Chad dished the meal out onto three plates. There was plenty of extra for him, but he wasn’t at all sure that he’d get to eat any of it. He was hoping he would though. He poured the wine and told Mel that everything was ready for them. Then he stood back out of the way in the kitchen in case they wanted anything. But a few moments after the women sat down to eat, Mel looked over at him. “Where do you belong, Sissy?” Reluctantly, he headed to his corner once again.

	He wasn’t sure if he could stand on that bar with the shoes he had on, but even the small heel of the shoes was enough to catch over the top of it. So he was once again thoroughly stuck there, unable to move, scrunched into his corner – boring, boring, boring! All he could hear from the women was occasional laugher and nothing else. He couldn’t put his arms all the way down at his sides because of the stiff skirt he was wearing, so he left his hands folded together in front of him – resting on the top of the skirt. Still, he couldn’t move – well, he wasn’t supposed to move anyway.

	Oh, this is another good dish,” Cassie declared about the food they were eating. “He really is a dream. Isn’t he?”

	“That he is!” Mel agreed.

	“I just wish I could see him better while we’re eating,” Sandy complained. He’s too far away to really appreciate.

	Mel looked at her for a moment then stared back at Sissy. Finally, she had an idea. “Sissy,” she called. “Come here.”

	Chad was startled to hear Mel calling him – already. Did he do something wrong? He quickly got himself out of the corner and went back to her table. “Yes, Mistress?” he asked as he dropped a small curtsey.

	Mel looked over at Sandy with a bit of a mischievous look in her eye, then she looked back at Chad. “Sissy, go get your perch out of the corner and put it right in the middle of the floor behind you.”

	Chad blinked. Get his perch? Not having a choice in the matter, he did as he was told. As he picked it up out of the corner, he was surprised at how heavy the thing was. He turned it over as he carried it and saw the heads of two heavy duty steel bolts sticking up through the base. He realized it was so heavy because it was so well built. “Here, Mistress?” he asked as he set it on the floor of the kitchen.

	“That’s good,” Mel said and watched as Chad set the thing down. “Now stand on it right there.”

	Chad was surprised. “Here? Without any walls?”

	“Right there. See if you can do it.”

	Very carefully, Chad placed one foot over the bar, then the other one. He almost lost his balance for a moment, but once he found his footing he was safe enough.

	“Good,” Mel declared with some satisfaction. “We couldn’t see you well enough where you were.”

	Chad stood there as best he could while the women began eating and talking again, but all too soon, he saw Mel looking at him with a disapproving look on her face. “Where’s your pacifier?” she asked sternly.

	Chad tried to drop a curtsey while standing on his perch and almost fell over. He heard Sandy laughing. “It’s in my purse,” he replied.

	Mel got quickly up from the table and went in search of his pacifier. She was back a few moments later and shoved it forcibly into his mouth. “Much better!” she declared as she stood back to survey the difference. Both Cassie and Sandy were giggling noticeably as she sat back down to finish her dinner.

	Chad had to stand there and endure all three women watching him very closely as they ate. But a few moments later, Cassie asked Mel if she could make a small adjustment on him.

	Mel had no idea what Cassie had in mind but of course she agreed. Cassie got up from the table and walked over to Chad. “Your arms are all wrong,” she declared. She grabbed his left arm and had him put his elbow up against his waist, then she extended the rest of that arm out to the side and up at a slight angle. His wrist she bent down. “Do the same with your other arm now.” Chad dutifully did as he was told, feeling like a super sissy now with the limp-wristed way she had him posed.

	Cassie smiled. “Much better.” She turned around and stood out of the way. “What do you think?”

	Sandy was laughing. “I love it. He looks like a little Dresden doll.”

	“You mean a big Dresden doll,” Mel corrected her as they all laughed.

	Chad had no choice but to stand there in his super sissy pose while the women continued eating and enjoying more wine and conversation. His arms got tired but he did his best to keep them where they should be. His feet and legs ached from standing on the bar too, but his damn perch didn’t let him move his feet at all. He did feel a bit like a doll stuck standing there like that – not allowed to move.

	As the women continued to drink their wine and talk, he started having more and more trouble not moving. There were no walls around him to help keep him still. Eventually, he began swaying slightly from side to side as he got more tired and his balance began to fail. He expected Mel to yell at him whenever it happened, but instead, the women laughed at him instead. He could tell they were all starting to get a bit buzzed already.

	Mel sat back and took another sip of her wine. “Watch him,” she said as he swayed just a bit once again, then caught his balance and corrected his pose. “It almost looks like he’s dancing for us.” Cassie and Sandy both laughed. “Dance for us, Sissy. Can you do that? Can you stand there on that thing and dance for us?”

	Chad was horrified. Dance? While standing on the bar? No way! But he tried anyway. He couldn’t move his feet, so he swayed his body ever so slightly and moved his arms around. It was all he could do. He was surprised that it felt good to be able to move his body at least that much – much better than having to stand perfectly still. But moving his body now had another unanticipated affect on him, he suddenly felt the need to pee again. Not wanting to hold back this time, he let it out while he tried to dance. It felt so good. He unconsciously closed his eyes to enjoy it and spread his knees ever so slightly. Oh wow did it feel wonderful.

	“What’s he doing?” Sandy asked.

	Mel giggled. “I think he’s peeing.” All three women burst into laughter.

	Chad heard Mel’s comment and snapped back to reality. His face went red with shame. He hadn’t thought about them realizing what he was doing. It had just felt so darn good. He continued to try to dance while standing on the bar.

	“Get off that thing now and keep dancing for us,” Mel ordered.

	Chad was surprised by her order, but he was also ever so glad to get off of his perch. As quickly as he could, he got down and kept dancing, now moving more and more around the kitchen as the women watched.

	Mel got up from her seat and went into the living room while he was dancing in the kitchen. A few moments later, Chad heard music coming from the living room. Not his style at all, it sounded very classical. Mel came back. “Show us what a pretty ballerina you can be again,” Mel said as she sat back down to watch him.

	Ballerina? Chad realized that the music she put on must have been from some ballet. She had strange taste in music, but he wasn’t exactly in any position to argue. Once again, he did his best to imitate a ballet dancer – while the women all laughed.

	“I think he needs some lessons,” he heard Cassie say at one point.

	“Definitely!” Sandy agreed through her laughing.

	“Maybe,” Mel replied, “but he’s funny as hell!”

	Chad was trying, but he didn’t really know anything about ballet dancing – why should he? Besides, his diapers were so thick that they made moving a lot harder. And the damn dress he was wearing was impossible. He moved one way, and the skirt took a few seconds to catch up with him, then it rustled back and forth while he didn’t want it to. The result was that the damn skirt was constantly moving and he constantly felt it tickling the very tops of his legs. At least the netting didn’t feel as sensual as the last dress had, but it still was bad enough.

	He was tiring now, getting very tired. So much so that he was ever so glad when Mel finally told him he could stop. “Ok, Sissy. Clean up the table now.” Chad was very glad to do some “normal” work while the women all went into the living room to talk. Mel grabbed his perch from the floor and carried it herself back to his corner. He had visions of himself standing on it once again later. He heard the music being turned down, but not off as he cleared the table.

	He was loading the dishwasher when the three women came back into the kitchen again. Mel went straight to his highchair and removed the tray. “Dinner time, Sissy,” she declared. “Hop up.” Chad looked at her, then at Cassie and Sandy standing nearby. He turned the water off in the sink and quickly dried his hands before slowly waddling over to his highchair and climbing into it. He held his arms out of the way and Mel put the tray down onto the chair, semi-crushing his wild skirt in the process. At least she didn’t buckle him in. Sitting down made him all that much more conscious of his thick wet diapers – and how much he enjoyed how they felt. Bulky and lovely. If he could just get some relief! But he couldn’t dwell on them for more than a quick moment.

	“Here Cassie,” Mel said as she took his bib out of a drawer and threw it onto the counter in Cassie’s direction. All too quickly, Chad had to put up with Cassie fastening the thing around his neck, making him feel even more babyish than he already did. But as Cassie finished, he saw Mel and Sandy staring into one of her cabinets, discussing what to feed him. Unfortunately, the cabinet they were standing in front of held all the baby food she had bought earlier. Yuck!

	Minutes later, Sandy was giggling as she spoon fed him some kind of orange glop off of the babyish plate they had dumped it all out onto. He would much rather have been fed some of the meal he had just cooked, but obviously, that was not to be. What surprised him though, was how much Sandy seemed to be enjoying feeding him and playing all the baby games. She was really getting into it as she made choo-choo train noises or airplane noises, getting him to open his mouth so she could shove more and more of the awful tasting baby food into his mouth. She was actually being entertaining. So much so, that he hardly thought about how lousy the stuff tasted as he paid more and more attention to her babying him. And dare he think it?… He was enjoying it. It almost seemed all too soon before Cassie was wiping his face and hands with a wet cloth and Mel was taking the tray off to release him again. And once again, Mel set him to cleaning up the kitchen.

	He was very surprised a short time later to hear Mel saying goodbye to her guests as he heard her ushering them out of her apartment. With Cassie and Sandy gone, Mel turned off the background music. The apartment suddenly felt quiet and almost peaceful. Chad breathed a slight sigh of relief. Hopefully, his humiliation for the day was over.

	He was a bit surprised to see Mel come back into the kitchen and sit down at the table to watch him cleaning up. “We enjoyed your dancing,” she giggled as he started wiping the counters down.

	He blushed a bit. “I’m afraid I’m not very good at it,” he admitted.

	Mel giggled again. “No, but we enjoyed it anyway.”

	Was she a bit drunk? Definitely. “I’m sure you did,” he replied as he put a bit more elbow grease into cleaning a spot on one of the counters. The skirt of his dress shook back and forth. He heard Mel laughing at him.

	“Do you like your new dress?” she asked.

	He stood back from the counter and looked down at himself. Did he like the dress? Just thinking about it sent a small wave of pain from his chastity device. And the skirt drove him crazy as it swished back and forth… and it didn’t even cover his diapers! Did he like it? What a question! “Yes, Mistress,” he replied with a small sigh. He looked up at her and smiled. “I love it – unfortunately.”

	Mel laughed again. “You really are a sissy, aren’t you?”

	One more smile to himself… one more look down at the dress he was wearing. “Yes, Mistress,” he agreed.

	Mel got up from her seat. “Well then, come along Sissy. It’s time to see what else you can be good for tonight!”

	Chad dropped what he was doing and dutifully followed her into her bedroom, easily guessing what she had in mind. His suspicions were confirmed fairly quickly as she pulled his dress off of him along with his new shoes and socks and then blindfolded him. He knew better than to try to remove the blindfold as he stood there listening to her moving around him. She was humming softly to herself.

	Mel was slightly buzzed from all the wine, but fortunately, not too far gone. Watching Sissy all night had left her feeling a huge need for his attentions. And now the time had arrived for him to take care of those needs. She looked at him, bra and breast forms, waist cincher molding his figure, and of course his bulky diapers and plastic panties. Diapers that she could see were already soaked. She figured the wet diapers would only add to his inability to get any pleasure from what she was about to do.

	She laid down on the bed, still staring at him – naked except for his diapers. “Ok, Sissy, come to me. I’m here waiting for you on the bed.”

	Chad moved forward, searching with his hands till he found the bed. He climbed up and moved forward till he found her. He put his hand on her and gently massaged one of her breasts as he kneeled next to her on the bed. But he made no other move yet to do anything else. “I know why you won’t let me see you,” he said suddenly, as he continued to knead that one breast.

	Mel was startled. She placed her hand over top of the hand he was touching her with, holding it in place. “You do?” She herself didn’t know that answer to that one. “Why is that, Sissy?”

	His voice was almost flat. “It’s because I’m nothing but a sissy. I’m not worthy to see you naked… and I know it. But don’t think that I don’t know how beautiful you are. Because I can tell. I’ve touched you all over. I know every inch of you from touching you. You’re beautiful. All over. And I know it… Just like I know that I’m not worthy to even be near you.”

	Even slightly buzzed from the wine, she was totally taken aback. He sounded so sad. Yet he was also being so honest. And his words had touched her to the core. She didn’t think she had ever been told that she was beautiful in nicer or more touching words. She got to her knees and hugged him. Then she planted a huge kiss on his lips. “Thank you, Sissy,” she said softly. “Thank you for that.”

	She laid back down again like she was and grabbed that hand that had been touching her again. She pulled it back over the breast that he had been playing with earlier. She kept her own hand over top of his as she guided it round and round over that breast while she looked up into his blindfolded face. He was wrong of course… his reasons for her not wanting him to see her naked. But she couldn’t tell him that. She couldn’t tell him because she didn’t understand it herself. And part of the problem was that he was a sissy. A flake. And she wasn’t going to allow him to make love to her in any way that would be meaningful – to him. Even now, she didn’t want to tell him that she derived so much of her pleasure from denying him everything… because denying him fueled the power that she felt. The unmistakable sexual thrill of power. And she was quickly becoming addicted to it. “Love me,” she said as she suddenly pulled him down on top of her. “Love me completely.”

	It was harder for Chad to feel her wonderful body under his as he laid on top of her. His huge breasts inside the bra he was wearing got in the way. The waist cincher that made it hard for him to breathe got in the way. The huge bulk of his wet diapers got in the way. And more than that, the little chastity device inside of those diapers got in the way. He was doomed to being able to just go through the motions and nothing else.

	Yet he did feel her. He felt her with his hands and his arms and his legs. And later, he felt how wet and hungry her private sex spot was as his tongue brought her to orgasm after orgasm… while he remained frustrated and denied. Sexless. He hardly cared any more. Although she was enjoying herself, his efforts were at most, half-hearted. Why should he bother? He could receive nothing from any of it. He was a sissy. Unworthy to even see her naked. He understood that. He understood that it was his lot in life. Doomed forever.

	And somewhere in the back of his brain, just before her final orgasm, a few remembered words seeped into his consciousness. “Self-respect. Friends. And a life!”

	 


Chapter 24 (Monday – week 4 Part 1 of 5)

	Her dreams were fuzzy… mixed up… colliding. She was successful – she wasn’t successful. She had everything – she had nothing. She was loved – she was scorned. None of her dreams made sense. None of her dreams were fulfilling. And when her alarm clock woke her up, that’s exactly how she felt – unfulfilled. Not to mention feeling cotton headed and having a bad taste in her mouth once again from the wine the night before. Ugh!

	She rolled out of bed and turned her alarm clock off. She found the courage to grab her robe and went directly into the bathroom to brush her teeth. Better… somewhat. She went into her kitchen to start the coffee and stared at the machine for a few moments before she actually did anything with it. Why did she feel so lousy? Must have been the wine last night. No, it wasn’t that she really felt lousy, well, she did, but it was more than that, she felt a bit depressed. Why?

	She stood there and watched the coffee dripping down into the pot. When it finished, she took a mug and filled it. She took a sip. Mmmm. Liquid. Hot and wet. She took another sip and headed into her living room to curl up into a chair and enjoy her drink. Why should she be depressed? There was no reason. None at all. And if there was no reason, why was she dwelling on it? Dumb!

	She thought about Sissy. He had been so good last night – again. She thought again about the way he had told her last night that her body was beautiful – while blindfolded. Just thinking about it sent warm fuzzy waves through her. She smiled. He could be so nice.

	He had brought her to orgasm after orgasm again last night. But was it her imagination, or did he seem to be colder about it this time… just going through the motions? She wasn’t sure. But he had told her she was beautiful. And he had never even seen her body naked. Never.

	She smiled again as she took another sip of her coffee. If only he were someone else. If only he were a real man instead of… whatever it was that he was. She supposed that the word “sissy” really summed it all up for him. He was a damn sissy! And as such, he craved… no, he really deserved… everything she was doing to him. Damn him! Why couldn’t he have been… normal!

	Chad stared up at his blank white ceiling. His alarm clock hadn’t gone off yet. The morning dawn was just now starting to send tiny tendrils of light around the shades at his windows. It was Monday. Another day. A work day. It would be another day of humiliation for sure. Just like all the rest of his days. Ugh!

	His pink alarm clock suddenly began blaring loud rock music into his room and he forced himself up off of his blow-up mattress to turn it off. Blessed silence. It felt like a relief.

	His whole body felt weighted down. The bra and breast forms that were stuck to his chest felt heavy. His overly bloated diapers felt heavy, and wet, and messy… and warm, and sensuous, and wonderful. Oh how he wished he didn’t have that miserable chastity device locked onto him! Oh how wonderful it would feel to finally be able to get hard again. And if he could get hard… oh what he would do! He thought about that for a moment. What would he do? He needed relief, that was for sure! But he didn’t want to just shoot his load and be done with it all at once. A need as great as his deserved to be acknowledged… savored… used… rewarded. What would he do if he had the freedom to get hard and get the relief he so craved? Damn. His brain couldn’t even begin to wrap itself around that question. He smiled. But it sure would be fun to think about all day.

	He slowly waddled his way into the kitchen to see if she had left him a note. He was glad to see that she had.

	Sissy,

	First bottle.

	Get cleaned up.

	Second bottle.

	Get dressed. No waist cincher or bra, but wear one of your new girdles. You know the rest.

	Third bottle.

	That was it. Nothing really out of the ordinary. He was glad he didn’t have to wear one of the waist cinchers, but those new girdles… They were a size smaller than his old ones and he had no doubt that just getting one of the darn things on was going to be difficult.

	He went to his refrigerator and pulled out one of the many baby bottles of her tea mixture and went into his living room to sit in his only chair to drink it… and to think about what he might do if he could get hard again. He felt the first tiny stings of pain from the teeth in his chastity device, yet he couldn’t stop examining his interesting question of the day. When his bottle was finally empty, he was ever so glad to realize that the stings from the chastity device had never gotten any worse… they hadn’t gotten any better either, but at least they hadn’t gotten any worse. His only real problem was, that he had never come up with any decent ideas – none at all. Troubling!

	Mel dressed in one of her more conservative suits. One that she thought made her look more professional than some of her others. She would be spending a lot of time in court today and this judge seemed to be overly interested in professionalism. Well, she could certainly show him that. What she wasn’t sure was how this case would come out. But she would do her best.

	As she looked at herself in the mirror, she once again remembered Sissy telling her that he knew she was beautiful. What would he think about her when he saw her wearing this suit? Would he care? He was a sissy after all. Maybe he didn’t care. But deep down, she had a feeling that he did care… she hoped anyway.

	Chad struggled to pull his girdle up his body. The task was made all that much more difficult because of the extreme nails on his fingers, he couldn’t grab anything the way he really needed to. But he persevered because he had to. He finally got the thing up and over the breast forms that were stuck to his chest, then he pulled the straps over his shoulders and breathed a small, quick sigh of relief… sort of… the damn girdle was way too tight! Ugh! And he’d have to wear it all day! Double ugh!

	He felt how tightly it compressed his whole body – especially around the thickness of his diapers. And the straps… he had adjusted them to their longest setting, but they were still too small and the entire thing seemed to pull on him too much. It was going to be a long day – a very long day – as usual.

	He turned to his closet. Finally, he could wear some pants again – even if they were women’s pants. He had worn nothing but skirts for the last three days in a row! Three horrible… humiliating… days! What a luxury it felt to pull the pants on. Except that with the new girdle, he noticed that the waist of the pants was a bit looser now than usual and the pants kept falling down to ride further down on his hips.

	He selected one of his blouses to wear with the slacks. It fit tighter over his new breasts than he was used to, but it did fit.

	He grabbed the low-heeled shoes he usually wore and slipped them on. Comfortable. But then he noticed that the bottom cuffs of his pants were too long because they had slipped down so far. He pulled them up, and they slipped down again. The smooth fabric of the girdle wasn’t going to let them stay all the way up. His girdle was too small… and because of it, his pants were now too big. Not quite knowing what to do about it, he took his shoes off and selected another pair with a slightly higher heel. At least his pants wouldn’t be dragging on the ground now.

	He stood in front of his full length mirror for a few moments to see the overall affect of how he looked. His hair was ok. His makeup he thought was ok too. The new breasts definitely made a difference in his shape as did the tighter girdle. He thought about the waist cincher he had worn yesterday… that had really made a difference. Too much of a difference. He was just glad he didn’t have to wear the damn device today to work. The girdle was bad enough! Overall… he supposed he looked ok. From a distance – a long distance – someone might even think he was a woman. But the closer he looked, the more he saw a man underneath. Ok, maybe not a real man… a sissy. But that’s what he was… wasn’t he?

	He walked back to his kitchen and grabbed his third baby bottle for the morning. The tape wrapped tightly around the top made sure that he couldn’t remove the nipple and pour it out or even drink it any way except through the nipple. He sat once again in his only chair and thought about what he would do if he could get hard. A dream. He knew it. He wanted it so badly… but what would he do? That was the question. He wasn’t coming up with any ideas at all. He only knew that he wanted… badly… to get hard!

	He did know that he’d like to shove his long hard cock into something… something exciting… but what? And then what would he do? He wanted to prolong the experience, he was definitely sure of that, but if he got to shove himself into something, he had no doubt that he’d cum immediately, which was what he didn’t want. And shove his cock into what? His first thought was Mel. Yeah, that would definitely be nice. But he wasn’t fooling himself, she’d never allow that and he knew it.

	He remembered making love to his wife – make that ex-wife. It really had never been all that fulfilling for him. He had gotten through their love making by fantasizing about sissy things – every single time. Their two and a half years of marriage were over now… well, it would be officially over later this week. The thought of that made him feel bad. He was a failure! Without a doubt, a failure. All because he was a damn sissy. And what could he do about it? Nothing! For that matter, what did he really want to do about it? Nothing! Nothing, except perhaps embrace his sissyness even more now that he was single again. But wasn’t that what he was doing right now with Mel? Definitely. It just wasn’t working out exactly the way he wanted it to. Things were far more difficult and humiliating than he ever believed they could be. Mel had taken everything way too far. It was this damn bet! She didn’t want to lose. He thought about it for a moment while he finished his bottle. She didn’t want to lose, but then, neither did he. He would win this bet in the end… no matter what he had to do! “Self-respect. Friends. And a life!”

	He glanced at the tiny dial on his watch. It was almost time. He quickly found a plastic bag and put all his empty bottles into it to take to Mel. He checked his hair and makeup one more time, then grabbed his purse and slung his diaper bag over his shoulder. He was ready. It was time to get humiliated again.

	The knock on her door came right on time. Mel opened it and smiled.

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

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back out of the way, allowing him to enter. It had quickly become a morning routine… one that she absolutely delighted in. It was good to see what he had already become. And it was especially pleasing to see him curtsey so often. What immense fun!

	She took the bag of bottles from him and examined it quickly while he put his purse and diaper bag on the floor by her table. Perfect as usual. He was standing still now, waiting for her to inspect him. She began looking him over carefully. She was mildly disappointed to see that he had worn slacks instead of a skirt, but after not being able to wear slacks for the last few days she had no doubt that he’d choose slacks today. She walked all around him. Yes, he looked good… except for one tiny thing. “Sissy! Where’s your pacifier?”

	He couldn’t believe it! He had forgotten it again! “I’m sorry, Mistress, I forgot it again. I don’t believe it!”

	“Go get it!” she ordered. “And quickly!”

	He grabbed his keys out of his purse and made a rush back to his own apartment to get the darn thing. He stuck it into his mouth, not even thinking about not sucking on it and rushed back to her apartment. She was standing there with the door still open, waiting for him. “Sorry, Mistress,” he mumbled past the pacifier in his mouth as he reentered her apartment.

	“Don’t forget it again!” she warned as she turned her back to him and headed to her kitchen. “Come along now, it’s breakfast time.”

	Ugh! The last thing he wanted just then was more of the baby cereal that she fixed him every morning. Yuck! But as with everything else, what he wanted made no difference. Very quickly, he was trapped into the big highchair and was attempting to feed himself the tasteless mush that she called cereal with the tiny baby spoon. And as usual, all too much of it dripped straight off of the spoon, onto his chin, then down onto his bib. He cared, but he didn’t care. He was becoming too used to it now. It was just part of his typical humiliating morning routine.

	 


Chapter 24 (Monday – week 4 Part 2 of 5)

	As Chad drove to work, his thoughts once again turned to his upcoming divorce. It would be final on Friday. Everything would be over completely. Irreversibly over. Yet wasn’t it really that way right now? And would he go back even if he could? He knew the answer to that one easily… no. A great big no! And how could he even think about going back – locked in this battle of the bet. What would his wife – make that ex-wife – think if she could see him now? He wasn’t wearing a single thread of male clothing at all… to work no less… and then there were the diapers he was wearing under everything else. No, going back to his ex-wife wasn’t an option he would even consider… especially not now.

	He was probably better off anyway. He was a sissy. He had to accept that. And Mel was hammering that fact into him more and more every single day. He hated it… but he loved it too. It was because he was a sissy that his marriage hadn’t lasted – so there would be no going back. He was a failure as a man. A very depressing thought. Very depressing! Actually, he was a failure because he wasn’t a man… not really. He was a sissy instead. A damn sissy! And a failure! Failure! Failure!

	Felling very depressed about himself, he turned into his company’s parking lot and found his usual parking space. He turned his engine off and just sat there for a few moments. Failure! All because he wasn’t a real man. All because he was a sissy. He hated it… and yet, he didn’t really want to do anything about it either. All the things he loved most in life… were the sissy things. Even all the humiliations. Deep down, he loved them. Only the sissy things made him really feel alive. Why? Why? Why? There was no answer. No solution. And because of that, he was a failure.

	He was startled by a knock on his car window. He looked up to see Robin standing there. He finally opened his car door as she stood out of the way. “Good morning, Chad,” she said as soon as he opened his door.

	“Morning, Robin,” he replied as he stuffed his keys into his purse before picking it up.

	“Are you alright?” she asked. “I saw you just sitting there.”

	He looked up at her briefly before he got out of the car. “Yeah,” he replied. “Just feeling a bit sorry for myself today. That’s all.”

	“Why?” she asked as he climbed out of his car. “Because of something you’re wearing today?”

	He thought about that for a moment as he closed and locked his door. “No. Not really. I think it’s just that my divorce will be final later this week. It’s just a bit depressing.”

	“Ohhhh. You poor thing,” she said. “Yeah, I guess that would get me down too.” Before Chad could take a step toward the building, she linked her arm through his as if to give him whatever support she possibly could and together they walked, arm in arm, toward the building. “You look nice today,” she said as they walked.

	“Thanks,” he replied. “I guess.”

	“What do you mean… you guess?”

	“I guess… I’m not used to people telling me I look nice. Especially not while dressed like this.”

	“Oh. Then I guess I understand. But you do look nice. I see you’ve got bigger breasts today. Much bigger.”

	He looked down as he walked. What could he say about that? It wasn’t by his choice. “Yeah,” he replied, “they’re breast forms this time.” He didn’t want to say anything else about them, but a funny thought struck him a moment later and he couldn’t resist mentioning it. “I’m getting very attached to them.” He actually chuckled a bit.

	Robin took his comment totally different since she didn’t know his forms were glued on. “Well, I guess that’s good then. They do look good on you. Much better than whatever you were doing before. So are you starting to come out of your funk now?”

	He smiled. “Yeah, I guess so. Somewhat anyway.”

	“Good,” she replied as she finally dropped his arm. “Because we’ve got to finish this proposal today. Not that I know how you’re going to be able to do anything with those whopper nails you’re wearing! Why the heck did you get them so long? How are you going to type?”

	Chad held up his nails to look at them. They still looked like huge claws to him. “Robin, I don’t know what I’m going to do with them today. I’ll just have to do the best I can.” He stopped at the entrance to his cubicle, still staring at the super long nails on his hands and shook his head. “You wouldn’t believe what a nuisance they are!”

	“Yes I would believe it! Why the heck did you get them then? You had to know they’d be difficult to work with.”

	He nodded and dropped his hands. “They weren’t my idea. Not my choice.” He turned into his cubicle, leaving her behind him.

	“Mel? Your makeup lady?” she asked.

	He use one of his long nails to punch the button that started up his computer and half turned around. “Mm hmm,” he acknowledged. Then he sat down with his back to her, wanting nothing more just then but to end a conversation he didn’t want to get any further into. He was glad to hear Robin leaving for her own cubicle.

	Boring! Boring! Boring! Mel sat primly and tried to look like she was paying strict attention, but there wasn’t much to pay attention to. The judge was spending a lot of time reading everything over and was wasting everybody’s time. Typical of this judge. While she sat and waited, her mind wandered back to last night and how Chad had told her that she was beautiful. Then she wondered once again if his love making had been colder. He had honestly said she was beautiful… but was he colder about making love? Was that possible? She really had to wonder.

	Logically, the bottom line for her was that she had gotten all the orgasms she wanted. But was that really the bottom line? He had said she was beautiful… well, he had said that he knew her body was beautiful… same thing! Every woman wants to be told that she is beautiful. But somehow, he had really touched her with the way he had said it.

	And why should she care so much? He was a sissy! A damn sissy! It made no sense. She had gotten everything she wanted from him last night… physically. And him telling her she was beautiful was an added bonus. A big plus. But did he seem colder afterwards? Less into it? Did he try less than usual? She wasn’t sure. The more she thought about it, the more she thought that it just might be the case. Or was she wrong? She just didn’t know. And if he didn’t try as hard, should she do anything about it? And what did it matter anyway? She had gotten what she wanted… or did she? The fact that she was wondering about it now made her think seriously that she hadn’t gotten what she needed… even though she certainly thought so last night. It didn’t really make sense on any logical plane, yet to her, from her female perspective, it made perfect sense.

	She glanced over at the opposing attorney and saw her roll her eyes over the judge’s slowness. She nodded ever so slightly in agreement. This was stupid, waiting all this time like this. She had better things to be doing. Her mind went back to Chad once again. She was suddenly convinced that he hadn’t been paying as much attention to her last night as he should have been. She would have to find some way to correct that. Because of this bet, ‘she’ was supposed to be the most important thing in his life. His needs and thoughts didn’t matter!

	As she sat there brooding about that, she started getting angrier and angrier… even though she knew that it made no sense. She knew she probably wouldn’t have, if the judge wasn’t wasting so much of her time. She knew she was mentally taking her frustrations out on Chad, but then, wasn’t that something else he could be good for?

	She hadn’t punished him in a long time now. Everything she had seen about him lately had been perfect… well, nearly… good enough anyway. Or was he? Was she being too lenient? Yeah, she was sure she was. Maybe what he needed was a good reminder of exactly who was the boss and exactly where all his attention should be! Tonight! Tonight, whether he liked it or not, he would get that little reminder. In fact, she hoped he wouldn’t like it! But then, he was a sissy. He’d probably get off on it. Well, mentally anyway. She had fixed him so anything more was completely out of the question. That thought sent a small wave of pleasure throughout her. He was a sissy! Nothing but a damn sissy! And she controlled him – completely! Tonight!

	“Well, what do you think?” Robin asked.

	Chad smiled. “It’s ready. More than most proposals we send. Let’s see what they think.”

	Robin smiled. “That’s kind of what I thought. You want to do the honors?”

	Chad opened his email program and with the tips of his long nails, awkwardly typed in Tom Robinson’s address – his nails making strange clicking noises with every key that he touched. Then he added a short note telling him that the proposal was ready for the client’s opinion. Then he hit the send button. “That’s it,” Chad said as he sat back.

	“I just hope they don’t come back with too many changes to this thing.”

	“They better not. This is one of the best sites we’ve ever done.”

	“I agree,” she replied. She stared at his computer screen for a minute, then she looked down a him. “Now what do we do? We can’t do any more work on this till they approve it. I don’t have anything else on my desk right now either.”

	Chad stared up at her. She was right. Neither of them had anything to work on. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “Strange, isn’t it?”

	“Yeah.” A moment later, she brightened. “So, let’s go get some coffee and celebrate.”

	Chad’s face brightened. “Good idea,” he replied as he started to get out of his chair. But then he quickly checked his watch and sat back down again. “Uh… It’s a bit too close to break time for me. I think I’ll stay here instead.”

	Robin looked at him totally surprised. “So what? All the women there have seen you already. In fact, last week they saw you in a dress! What are you worried about? Come on, live a little!”

	He shook his head. “No. I just can’t. Not yet.”

	Robin shook her head and let out a loud grunt. “You’re just too stubborn for your own good! When are you going to get over this?”

	He shook his head. “Not yet, I’m afraid.”

	She shook her head and walked out. “Suit yourself!”

	As soon as she was gone, Chad opened up the spreadsheet that he was using to track his progress in the bet. He really wasn’t all that sure about how long he had held things back over the weekend. For the most part he either hadn’t bothered to time himself, or he wasn’t able to time himself. Under yesterday’s date, he put down a conservative thirty minutes. He was sure he had lasted at least that long… at least at some point.

	This morning was still another matter. He looked at the number of days to go… thirty nine. Thirty nine horrible days. The only good thing he could see about that number was that it was finally less than forty. For all the good it did… which was none. Because of all the baby bottles of her tea he had already drank that morning, he hadn’t been able to hold things back for more than ten minutes yet. But he knew that the time would improve as the day went on and more of her nasty tea got out of his system. He closed the spreadsheet, still disappointed with himself. He had to win this bet!

	But now what could he do with himself? He had nothing to work on. Coffee did sound like a good idea, but everybody would soon be heading to the break room. There was no way he was going to expose himself to all the women there again. All they wanted to do was to humiliate him. He had enough of that in his life. He opened one of his desk drawers and spotted the magazines that someone had left on his desk last week. He pulled them out and began looking thorough one of them closely. Very closely. He swore as he looked through some of the pictures. Damn. He really wished he had a better looking body. He would love to wear some of the clothes these models had on. Women… how do they know what clothes to put together to make their outfits look so good? He really didn’t have a clue.

	He read some of the articles. With nobody around to see him doing it, it felt like a distinct wonderful freedom. He not only found the articles interesting, he was really enjoying himself.

	“Oh, that was a good issue,” Robin said from the entrance to his cubicle. “Did you get this week’s yet?”

	Chad looked up with a sense of horror on his face. Robin had caught him looking at the magazine. Yet she knew about the magazines. There was no way to really lie to her about what he was doing. And she didn’t really seem to be teasing him at all – not yet anyway. “Ummm… No, I haven’t been shopping for magazines,” he said. “I was just board and found these in my desk.”

	Robin disappeared for a moment but she was back very quickly, pushing her own desk chair into his cubicle. “Move over,” she said. “Have you seen the article in there on the new colors they’re coming out with? It’s really good. I love them. I can’t wait to see what actually makes it into the stores.”

	“No, I haven’t gotten that far yet,” he replied as he moved his chair over a bit to let Robin put her chair right next to his. Actually, she didn’t seem to be giving him any choice.

	She pulled the magazine out of his hands and began thumbing through it till she found the article she was looking for. “Here. Look at this.” She opened the magazine out wide where he could see the pictures she was talking about. “Aren’t they gorgeous? Most of these fall perfectly into my color pallet.”

	Chad looked at the magazine and saw a whole page of lipsticks in many different colors. But what did he know about what he was looking at? Nothing! So he said nothing.

	“What are you, an autumn?” she asked as she still looked intently at the lipstick picture in front of her.

	“I don’t know.”

	“You don’t? You’ve never had your colors done?”

	“No.”

	“Geez,” she replied as she went back to staring at the picture. “You really aught to consider having someone analyze your skin tones really soon.”

	Chad sat back. Analyze his skin tones? It was something he had never really thought about before. He had heard about it of course, but had never seriously considered having it done. It was always something that would be too embarrassing. But now? Now that he was dressing as a woman? No. He still wasn’t ready for even that little step yet.

	Robin turned a few pages in the magazine. “Oh. Did you see these?” she asked pointing at one of the pictures. “I just love those earrings. I wish I could afford them.”

	Chad dutifully leaned over and looked. Diamonds. What else? Of course Robin loved them. He thought briefly about his own wife. She had loved anything with diamonds in them!

	“Hey Chad. Why haven’t you had your ears pierced yet? I mean, you’ve done just about everything else. You don’t even wear clip-ons. And earrings would add a lot to the way you look. You’ve got to accessorize Honey.”

	“I do?” Chad replied, more than a bit surprised.

	“Of course, silly.”

	He did? That was news to him. But then he wasn’t a woman. Not really anyway. He was a damn sissy - and even at that, it was obvious that he was still in the infancy stages of being a sissy. Speaking of infancy, the thought led him to thinking about his diapers. He almost chuckled. If she only knew! “Uhhh… I guess I never thought about it,” he replied.

	Robin never even looked up from her magazine. “Well you should.”

	While Robin looked through the magazine on her lap, Chad grabbed another one from his desk and opened it. What did he know about the things in these magazines… nothing! He wasn’t raised as a girl. He didn’t know anything about makeup or fashion or hairstyles. And how could he learn? And did he want to learn? He supposed he could ask Robin to teach him a few things. But the honest truth was that he was still too afraid… too embarrassed to talk about those things. At what point in a sissy’s life is it finally ok to talk about things like that? At what point is it finally ok to really open up and embrace it all? He really wondered about that. Unfortunately, he also knew that he still hadn’t reached that point where he would be comfortable doing it yet. Unfortunately.

	He was a sissy. He was very interested in knowing. But he was still too embarrassed and scared to discuss it.

	 


Chapter 24 (Monday – week 4 Part 3 of 5)

	“He’s here,” the receptionist said to Cassie as she was coming out of the locker room. “Or maybe I should be saying “It’s here.”

	Cassie smiled. She knew the problem. It was a bit hard to call Sissy a “him” since he was always dressed completely as a woman. Yet he wasn’t a woman either so the pronoun “her” didn’t apply at all. “I know what you mean,” she replied as she headed toward the front of the gym. “Nothing really sounds right.”

	She spotted Sissy as she was half-way through the main part of the gym. He dropped a curtsey and greeted her formally as soon as she got all the way up front. Oh, he was a real joy sometimes. “Ok, Sissy. Let’s take you back there,” she said as she turned around and led the way back through the room full of exercising women.

	She once again led him into the little office they always used and lowered the shade on the door. “How are you today?” she asked as he started to get undressed.

	“Ok, I guess,” he replied.

	She pulled his bottle out of his diaper bag and waited till he was down to just his diapers and plastic panties. She handed it to him as soon as he had laid down on the floor in front of her. She watched as he put it to his mouth and began sucking on it. She smiled. Such a joy to watch. Unbelievable! But still such a joy. And the damn guy could cook too! She really envied Mel just then. Maybe she could find someone like Sissy here. But then she thought of Sandy. No, Sandy more than fulfilled all the missing pieces in her life. She didn’t really need anyone else. As she pulled Sissy’s plastic panties off of him, she mentally wished Mel luck with her toy. She only hoped that together they would find the happiness that she had with Sandy.

	She unfastened his diaper and put a fresh one underneath him. Then she grabbed the bottle of baby lotion and warmed a generous portion in her hands. “Ready?” she asked. He looked up at her. Only the slight crease between his eyebrows gave any indication that he was concerned. She began spreading the baby lotion all over the front of his groin… the parts that weren’t covered by his chastity device anyway. As she massaged him, she noticed that he seemed to be looking away somewhere in the distance, as if he wasn’t really thinking about what she was doing at all.

	Chad sucked on his baby bottle without hardly thinking about it. His mind was on other things. Cassie was massaging him, trying to get a reaction that would be all too painful, but he was way past that point with what she was doing to worry about it. In fact, even with the new, bigger teeth in the device, the thing wasn’t even bothering him just then. Fortunately! As she rubbed him, his mind wandered back to this morning. He and Robin had sat and read women’s magazines together for most of the morning. They had even talked some. And he had done it as if it was the most normal thing in the world for a man to do. Ok, maybe he didn’t usually have a clue what she was talking about, but still… it had been kind of enjoyable. She hadn’t made fun of him or teased him in any way all morning. She hadn’t even called him Sissy all morning. It had been… really nice. How strange.

	“Well, I can see that this is getting us nowhere!” Cassie said, interrupting his train of thought. “Roll over. Time for the other side.”

	This was the part that Chad was more worried about… now. He put his bottle down and rolled over with his knees up under him and his head down… putting his backside up as a perfect target for her attentions. And as much as he hated the idea of it, he also was looking forward to it. If only he wasn’t wearing that damn chastity device! He felt her hands begin massaging his backside. He closed his eyes and gave into the wonderful sensations.

	After a minute, he felt her finger begin to linger closer and closer around his tiny asshole. The very spot that now seemed to hold most of his sexual feelings. Why? It was another question he had no answer to. Because he was a sissy? Was there some physical reason for it just because he was a sissy? Again, no answer. But he thrilled the moment she began increasing the pressure with her finger on his asshole and began to press her finger inside. Yes! More! More! More!

	Cassie added more baby lotion lubrication to her finger and slipped it back inside of him up to her knuckle. Then she started pumping him with it in just that far. She could see his back arch a bit from the pleasure. He was trying to push back against her now, trying to get more and more of her finger into him. After another minute, she allowed it… as far as her finger could go. Back and forth, over and over again he rocked and moaned slightly as he fucked himself against her finger.

	Chad pumped over and over again, rocking his body as far as he could. Trying ever so hard to get more and more of her finger into him. He wanted it harder – her finger anyway. He wanted to feel more pressure. What he didn’t want was any pain from his chastity device. But so far, the only pain he was feeling from it was fairly mild… fairly anyway. At least he was able to control it somewhat. His bigger problem was that as usual, he wanted more from the feelings in his backside, but he wasn’t getting enough. Those feeling by themselves weren’t enough to get him any kind of orgasm. He needed to get hard in the one place that was now totally denied to him.

	As he pumped more and more, faster and faster, his frustration grew greater and greater. More, he needed more! But there was no more. He felt Cassie pull her finger out completely, then fuss with something next to him, then put it back in again. The suppository. Yuck! He wished he didn’t have to have them, but Mel was still insisting. At least he wasn’t getting them all the time anymore, only at night and whenever Cassie diapered him.

	He rolled over again as soon as he felt her removing her finger again.

	“You did real well again,” Cassie said.

	He shook his head. “I still wish I didn’t like that so much,” he replied.

	“Why? There’s nothing wrong with that.”

	“I don’t know. It’s just not right!” He stuck his bottle back into his mouth so he could finish it.

	“But you love it.”

	“I know.” He sighed dejectedly around the nipple in his mouth.

	She smiled down at him. “I think you’d like it if I brought one of my toys to use on you instead of just my finger.”

	He suddenly felt a lot more pain from his chastity device as he remembered what that would be like. He shook his head. “I don’t think so. It might hurt too much.”

	She just smiled and finished diapering him. Maybe she would bring something with her tomorrow… if she remembered.

	Mel trudged into her office late in the afternoon. It had been a miserable day at court… all day! And worse, nothing had really been accomplished there. But then that was the legal system. It usually moved at a snail’s pace.

	She was glad to see there were no clients in her office as she walked in, just Andrea sitting at her desk. She plopped her legal case down on Andrea’s desk and gave her one of those looks to let her know how bad things went.

	“You look like you’ve had a miserable day,” Andrea offered.

	“You have no idea! That judge! He’s absolutely the worst! We got nowhere!”

	Andrea smiled, although she was trying to repress a chuckle. “You’ve said that about him before.”

	“Well, it’s true!”

	“You just need something to brighten your day.”

	“Like what?” Mel replied a bit more testily than she meant to.

	“Like another little surprise came for you today. I put it in your office.”

	“Another surprise?” Mel asked. Not really sure what she was talking about.

	“Another package…” Andrea prompted.

	“Oh!” Mel replied as she suddenly realized. “Something for Sissy?”

	“At least that’s what I’m assuming it is.”

	Mel finally smiled as she walked back toward her office. Andrea followed her. The box was on Mel’s desk. It wasn’t nearly as big as the other ones she had received so far, but she immediately attacked it with a pair of scissors to open it. She lifted the lid and stared. It was wrapped in plastic – naturally, but she could still see it perfectly. “Oh,” she said out loud, “it’s adorable!” She pulled the dress out of the box and held it up so Andrea could see it too. It was a very short dress in a pale pink and white check pattern. Mostly anyway. There were two white bows on the front of the dress at the waistline. The top was made to look like a frilly white under blouse, but it was actually attached. The whole think looked so babyish she couldn’t believe it.

	“Oh,” Andrea exclaimed. “It is adorable! And it’s so short! Are you sure it will fit him?”

	Mel looked at the dress. The shoulders and waist seemed more than wide enough since it wasn’t a fitted design. It just appeared to be very short. She smiled at Andrea. “Yeah, I think it will… although I’m betting his diapers will show under it for sure.”

	Andrea laughed… and Mel joined her.

	Chad couldn’t believe it. Not that he really minded, but Robin was back in his cubicle again and they were looking at more magazines. She had stopped and bought some new ones during lunch and now they were looking through them together. “What else are we going to do?” she had explained. He had to admit, she had a point. And as long as nobody else saw him, deep down, he was really enjoying looking through the magazines – as if he was getting away with something forbidden. And it was sort of nice to have somebody there that he could talk to about them… even if he was really too afraid and embarrassed to talk much.

	But as they sat there looking through the magazines, just as it usually happened around that time of the afternoon, Chad felt the suppository that Cassie had put up inside of him starting to do its thing. Damn. And he knew very well that there would be no way at all to stop it. He was extra worried because sometimes it made a bit of noise and Robin was sitting right next to him. He needed to get rid of her, but how? And did he have enough time to get rid of her? That question was answered almost immediately as he felt the first bits of whatever was inside of him coming out and into his diapers. Yuck! Fortunately it was silent. As he continued to feel it coming out of him and spreading around his bottom, he prayed it would stay silent… not to mention that he prayed his new long-legged girdle would contain the smell as well as his old ones did. He squirmed several times as it kept happening. Fortunately, Robin was totally engrossed in the magazine she was reading.

	“Hey Chad,” she suddenly spoke up as she turned to him.

	Damn! She had sensed something.

	“What do you think of this outfit? Do you think I could get away with wearing anything like this to work?”

	Maybe she didn’t realize yet. He squirmed a bit more as he leaned forward to see what she was talking about, giving the mess on his backside more room to spread out. He looked carefully at the picture, but his mind was mostly on what was still coming out of him than on anything else. The picture showed a model in a very short print dress. How should he know if she could wear that to work? “Why not?” he replied. “You’d probably look good in it.”

	“That’s what I thought,” she answered, as she sat back with the book again. “I just love all the clothes they have in this book.”

	Was he safe? Had he gotten away with it? He hoped. A few minutes later, his problems with his backend seemed to be mostly over – finally. He was glad that he had eaten only a small lunch once again. It really did make his messes a lot smaller. He squirmed again in his chair, trying not to show what he was doing as a tiny bit more came out of him. A little while later, the mess inside his diapers had worked its way around as it usually did and was no different than on any other day. Robin was still engrossed in her magazine… and Chad breathed a mental sigh of relief. Thank God for the tight girdle and pantyhose that contained everything… especially the smell! He might be a bit more uncomfortable for the rest of the afternoon, but nobody would know… hopefully.

	Chad hurried home after work. Mel had sent him a message telling him to be in uniform and to have dinner ready once again. She had also taken the time to add that there would be no visitors tonight… good! He cleaned himself up, taking a quick shower in the process to rid himself of the awful mess on his backside, then he rediapered himself as usual in two disposables. Somehow, just getting back into the diapers once again felt comforting. He just preferred them to be a bit wet though and almost couldn’t wait to wet himself again. The diapers might be miserable when he was messy, but he really loved them when they were wet. They felt so much more… interesting!

	Why didn’t he wear diapers more often before this bet? His marriage! That was probably the main reason. If it wasn’t for his marriage then he might have learned the true pleasures of being in diapers a lot sooner. For the first time all day, he had a small reason to be glad about his upcoming divorce.

	He fixed his makeup, fixed his hair, dressed quickly in his uniform, and quickly buffed his shoes to a gleaming shine. Since he didn’t wear them to work earlier, the shoes still looked very good to start with, so polishing them was almost no work at all. Another reason to smile. He went out the door to Mel’s apartment to start dinner.

	 


Chapter 24 (Monday – week 4 Part 4 of 5)

	Mel pulled into her parking space with only one thing on her mind – Chad. What was she going to do with him? Was she really going to punish him? Did he deserve to be punished? Not that it really mattered. According to the rules of the bet, she could punish him whenever she felt like it for no reason at all. But would that be a good thing? She trudged up the stairs and opened her door. The first thing she saw was Sissy coming quickly out of the kitchen in his maid’s uniform, large wooden spoon in hand. He dropped a quick curtsey and greeted her formally with a big smile on his face. Her entire mood brightened. Oh she loved this! Knowing that he was quickly becoming her greatest fantasy… and that he was doing so well really made her feel good. Punish him? Maybe not. She saw him motioning with the big spoon toward the kitchen. “Go!” she commanded. “Take care of it.” She smiled. Life was good!

	The air in her apartment was filled with a rather pungent but interesting aroma as she put her things down on the table by the door. She wrinkled her nose a bit at the smell and wandered into the kitchen. “What’s cooking?” she asked.

	Chad was just taking a tiny taste from the contents of one of the pans on the stove as she asked her question. The mixture was a bit stronger than he anticipated it would be. Not bad at all, just spicy. And it was hot! Way too hot! He opened his mouth and waved his hand to cool his tongue as tears formed in his eyes. Instead of answering her, he pointed at the cookbook on the counter.

	Mel glanced down to look at the picture of the dish in the book. It certainly looked good. Colorful too. She glanced back up at Chad. He had reached into the refrigerator and grabbed a baby bottle full of tea and was drinking it quickly. He finally took the bottle out of his mouth with a huge sigh of relief. “Too hot,” he gasped.

	She giggled. “How soon till it’s ready?” she asked.

	“Just a few minutes. It’s taking a bit longer than I anticipated.”

	“No problem.” She replied as she walked out on him. Having someone there every night to fix her meals and take care of her home was so nice. So wonderful. So great! Sissy might be a total flake, but he was just what she needed. Perfect! And the power that she felt from what she was forcing him to do was almost mind-blowing! Punish him? Why? It would only ruin her evening.

	Chad dished the meal he had just prepared out onto two plates, his plate he stuck straight into the refrigerator as usual. Between how hot the food had been and his now burned tongue, he was actually glad to cool off his food for once. He put Mel’s dish, still steaming, on the table for her. He poured her a cold diet drink to go with it. Since he had needed a drink from his bottle to cool his mouth, then he had no doubt that she might need a cold drink too. He walked to the entrance to the living room. “Dinner is ready, Mistress,” he proclaimed.

	Mel sauntered into the kitchen with a smile. “Please be careful,” Chad cautioned, “it’s still a bit hot.”

	“Thank you, Sissy,” she said as she sat down. The food in front of her did look colorful. It smelled a bit stronger than she was used to, but not too bad. It looked like Sissy had been right about how hot it still was, she could see the steam still rising from it. She looked up at him and just stared.

	Chad saw her staring at him and sighed. He knew what she wanted. He turned and wandered directly to his corner where he placed his feet over the bar and stood crammed into the two walls once again. Ugh! Just once he’d like to get away from this corner! Just once!

	He couldn’t hear anything. Of course Mel was eating and wasn’t saying anything to hear. He couldn’t see anything either, except the two blank walls right in front of his eyes. He had to close his eyes to keep from going cross-eyed. He wasn’t supposed to move, so the only touching sensation he could feel was the two walls around him… and the growing ache in his legs and feet from having to stand on the miserable bar. He could still smell the dinner he had prepared. His stomach growled a bit. He realized he was hungry. He played for a moment with his slightly burned tongue. It felt a bit numb at the tip. He should have been more careful when he tasted the food. Bored, bored, bored! Stuck in his corner with no stimulation. Again! Ugh!

	With nothing else to think about, his mind turned back to the topic that had occupied him happily for a while early in the morning. What would he do if he could finally get hard? A very interesting question. The problem was, he still had no real answers. No ideas at all. Oh he wanted relief for sure! But he wasn’t really sure he wanted to blow the experience too fast. He was to the point now where just getting hard would be an experience to savor. He supposed he would play with himself some, enjoying the pleasures… then he would stop and let things calm down again so as not to go too far. He figured he’d do something like that over and over again. It was a very wonderful thought. Very wonderful! In his imagination, he could almost feel it! Yeah, so nice!

	But oddly, within his imaginary feelings, he suddenly found another part of his anatomy feeling some stimulation too – his backside. He found that very strange as his imagination went astray while he stood in his corner… His imagination was feeling stimulation from both his cock and his anus at the same time. Why? It troubled him a bit, yet it was only a dream – a pleasant dream, but a dream none the less. In the end, he was just thankful that even the imaginary stimulation and pleasure wasn’t making him get hard at all. He didn’t want to feel any pain from the teeth in his chastity device.

	“Sissy! Get over here!”

	Chad was startled by Mel’s voice. Quickly he climbed off of the bar he was standing on and allowed his dreaming to fade. But what an interesting dream it had been. He’d have to try dreaming about it again the next time he was stuck there. “Yes, Mistress?” he asked as he hurried toward the kitchen.

	Mel was just getting up from the table. “Dinner was ok,” she said, “but not as good as the other things you’ve made so far. Cross this dish off your list.”

	“Sorry, Mistress,” he apologized. “I didn’t have any way of knowing.”

	“I know. Just don’t make it again. I know we can’t expect everything to be good. Get your dinner out now.”

	Chad hurried to the refrigerator, very glad that for once he was going to get to taste something he had prepared – even if it wasn’t as good as some of the other dishes. He was also glad that Mel had been very understanding that he didn’t know how the recipe would taste. He saw Mel taking the tray off of his highchair as he pulled his dinner out. “Put it on the counter,” Mel instructed as she waited for him with the tray still in her hands. He did as he was told, then climbed up into the chair and held his arms out of the way as Mel put the tray back into place, trapping him in the chair. At least she didn’t bother with the seatbelt again. Of course there wasn’t much sense in the seatbelt anyway.

	The fact that dinner hadn’t been as good as she had hoped had spoiled Mel’s mood a bit, but really, she did understand. Everything he was cooking was something out of a book and was new – to both of them. Even still, it was a bit of a disappointment after the other things he had made so far. She grabbed a bib out of her drawer and fastened it around his neck, then she placed his dinner on the tray in front of him. Having nothing but his fingers to eat with, he began picking up bits of the food and putting them into his mouth.

	Mel pulled out another one of the chairs at her table to sit and watch him eat. She giggled just a bit. The food was covered with sauce and was a bit messy, and since he had to eat it with just his fingers, his face and hands were quickly becoming a mess… just like a baby. God, she loved making him behave so ridiculously! She couldn’t help it, it was just plain fun! “So how was your day today?” she finally asked.

	Chad was a bit surprised at the question as he tried to shove a long thin piece of vegetable into his mouth. The vegetables were covered in a sauce, most of which wound up on his face. He had to stop to consider her question. “Strange,” he finally answered.

	That surprised her a bit. “Why?”

	Chad shook his head as he selected yet another long piece of vegetable. “Well, we got our project to the point where we sent it for the client’s approval, then we both discovered that we had nothing else to work on.”

	“You and…”

	“Robin, of course.”

	The damn Robin woman again. Mel was suddenly sorry she had asked about his day. She knew it wasn’t right, but she still felt very annoyed every time he mentioned her. She bit back her irritation and asked, “So what did you do with your free time?”

	He shrugged. “You wouldn’t believe it. We sat and read women’s magazines together for most of the day.”

	Mel blinked, then stared. She wanted to laugh, but the fact that he had been doing it with Robin sent more irritation though her. “You read women’s magazines together?”

	“Mm hmmm,” he replied as he chewed on a messy piece of meat.

	“I didn’t know you liked to read women’s magazines… although since you’re a sissy, I’m not a bit surprised. Do you do that often?”

	He shook his head as he picked up another piece of messy meat. “First time. I’ve never really bought any before.”

	“But you bought some today?”

	“No, these were some that someone had stuck on my desk for me last week. Then this afternoon Robin bought some more.”

	Robin again! And what else was he doing with her? Her irritation had gown just a bit once again. She carefully tried to control her temper. “And did you enjoy reading the magazines?”

	He shoved yet another piece of meat into his mouth as he considered the question. “It was ok, I guess. To be honest, I didn’t really understand most of it that well. I mean, I want to, but I just don’t have much experience with makeup and clothes and stuff. It was nice to have Robin there to answer a few questions. And at least she didn’t make me feel like I was doing anything wrong.”

	Mel took in his answer. Fully. Especially the part about Robin. And the more she thought about it, the less she liked it. It sounded like he was far too comfortable with his friend Robin. And worse, Robin was getting to do things with him that she herself couldn’t do. She was missing out on too many things that she’d like to be seeing first hand with Sissy. First there had been Cassie, watching him lose control of himself right in front of her. Then Cassie had learned about his growing fascination with his back end. Then Sandy had done something with him in that regard that must have been fairly intense when she had babysat with him. And now Robin was continuing to make further inroads and was getting closer and closer to him. It wasn’t fair! He belonged to her… not any of the others. His mind and focus should be only on her and nobody else. She was his Mistress, not Robin! In her mind, she could just see him, dressed as he had been that morning, locked in the arms of a beautiful younger woman.

	Her anger suddenly flared and she got quickly up from the table. She found her small collection of ropes and threw them all down onto her coffee table, then she went back into the kitchen. He still hadn’t finished his dinner yet, but she didn’t care. She quickly removed the plate from in front of him and put it onto the counter. His face and hands were such a mess that she didn’t want to touch him yet, so she grabbed a wash cloth and roughly wiped him clean. Then she removed the tray that had locked him in and pulled him into the living room.

	 


Chapter 24 (Monday – week 4 Part 5 of 5)

	Chad was taken completely by surprised. Had he said something wrong? If so, he didn’t know what. He found himself being roughly dragged by the arm into the living room. Why was Mel suddenly so angry? What had he done wrong? He felt her roughly pulling at his apron strings to untie them, then she quickly unzipped his maid’s dress. He stepped out of it as he let it fall to the floor. Faster than she had ever done it before, she stripped him completely, till he was standing in front of her in nothing but the breast forms that were thoroughly stuck to his chest – with no way to remove them, and his chastity device that was locked onto his penis – with no way for him to remove it either. He was totally in shock.

	He was further surprised when she roughly dragged him around behind one of her living room chairs and shoved him so that he was bent over the thing. “What’s wrong?” he finally asked as she bent him over it.

	“Shut up!” she commanded in a voice that left him no doubt that she was upset about something. Fear suddenly began to creep into him… especially when she quickly tied some rope to one wrist and fastened it tightly to the chair leg in front. The other wrist was soon just as securely fastened to the other leg. Bent over the back of the chair as he was, he couldn’t straighten up at all. But Mel wasn’t satisfied yet. She spread his legs further and tied his ankles to the legs behind the chair. He wasn’t going anywhere, that was for sure. His fear quickly grew stronger… and she still hadn’t told him what he had done wrong.

	She left him for a few moments, then he heard her come back again. “Damn you!” she yelled. But before he could react to what she had said, he felt the burning pain from her yardstick as she brought it swiftly down on his completely exposed backside.

	“Ouch!” he cried out with pain and surprise. But before he could ask again what was wrong, he felt the burning sting from her yardstick again… and again… and again!

	“Damn you!” she yelled once again as she again brought down her yardstick with all the force she could muster. His entire backside was already a bright rosy red color. “You belong to me! Not to anyone else… me!” Again she swung her yardstick as hard as she could… and again… and again! “I’m your mistress! Nobody else! You should be focusing ALL your attention on me!” Again she brought down her yardstick three more times. “Damn you! I’m the only thing that should matter in your life. Not anybody or anything else!” Again she hit him as hard as she could, over and over again.

	Chad was in pain and shock. What had he done? He still didn’t understand. Not one bit. The only thing he clearly understood was the beating she was giving him… and the fact that she was very angry. But exactly what had he done wrong? And underneath, because she was angry with him, he felt really bad about it. He had somehow disappointed her greatly… even though he didn’t really know why. Something about her being his mistress? And not focusing all his attention on her? He thought he was! So she was punishing him – and because she was angry at him, deep down, he felt really bad.

	Early on, he felt the first few blubberings of grief escape his lips. Those few faint cries quickly grew more intense till he was weeping openly. He couldn’t help it. Not only was he in pain from her spanking him, but he inwardly felt so bad because she was somehow so disappointed with him. But what had he done? And he cried because he didn’t know the answer to that question either. He would do anything for her if only she would be happy with him once again.

	Mel’s sudden anger had run its course and she finally stopped hitting him. Fortunately, her anger had been fairly brief. She knew she probably shouldn’t have punished him like this, but damn it, all she could see was him paying attention to everybody else more than he paid to her! It wasn’t right! Besides, the contract for the bet gave her the right to punish him whenever she wanted to… for no reason at all. That was one of her rights. He… he had no rights as far as the bet was concerned. None at all! She was thoroughly justified in what she had just done.

	She put her hand over his backside. It was bright red and warm and bruised. She had hit him as hard as she could with her yardstick. She knew she should be feeling more remorse for him just then than she did, but damn it! She was still a bit angry at him. Besides, he probably needed this reminder of just who was the boss here! Certainly not him!

	And what did he feel about it? For the first time since she started, she took a big enough breath to pay attention to his reaction… and she was amazed to hear him crying into the back of the chair. He was crying? Actually crying?

	She threw her yardstick down on the floor pulled his head up a bit so she could see him. There were big tears rolling out of his eyes and he was blubbering like a little baby… make that a big baby. She stared in disbelief. He was actually crying… for real! Finally! She didn’t know if it was all from Gloria’s hypnotic suggestions or the severe beating she had just given him… or more likely from both. But none of that mattered. For the first time he was actually showing the remorse she wanted him to feel when she punished him. And she felt elated inside. Not because he was finally crying… but because finally, she had been the one to see him doing something new… making another breakthrough. Not some other woman. She, his mistress, the one who was supposed to see these little steps of progress, had finally been the one to see it.

	“I don’t understand!” Chad blubbered through his tears. “Why?”

	“Shut up!” she commanded with more anger than she really felt. She heard his crying intensifying once again as she released his face to bury itself once again in the chair back. He didn’t understand? He didn’t realize he was paying more attention to those other women than to her? Typical of a man! Typical! And stupid!

	“Ok, maybe she wasn’t being fair. Maybe it was all just nothing… and a lot of coincidence. But damn it, it had still made her angry. She listened to him crying – still, and her heart melted a bit. “I’ll be right back,” she said with a bit more kindness.

	Chad felt so bad. He still had no idea what he had done wrong. And it didn’t really sound like she was going to tell him. Why? And it felt so bad to cry like this. He hadn’t done that since he was a child. But it just felt so bad and he couldn’t help it. He pulled at the ropes holding his arms stretch tightly over the chair. They wouldn’t budge. He pulled again. Still no relief. He sobbed in frustration once again.

	He heard Mel come back. He heard her doing something behind him. Then, suddenly, he felt a warm washcloth cleaning his backside for him. He would rather it had been cold, but he was grateful for what she was doing… except that her attention was hurting his bruised skin. He felt her running the cloth as far under him as she could, trying to clean around his chastity device too. Then she was done and the cool air washing over his damp skin felt wonderful. He finally stopped crying completely.

	Unfortunately, between the warm wet washcloth and now the cool air running over him, he suddenly had to pee, really badly. But he didn’t really want to pee all over her floor or the back of her chair. He clamped down tightly to hold it back. “Mistress,” he cried.

	“Hush!” she commanded as she began untying his legs.

	He was startled. But he had to warn her that he needed to pee… or she might be punishing him a lot worse. “Please…” he started to say.

	“I said hush!” she commanded once again as she started working on his other leg.

	Chad was in shock. He had to pee so badly that he didn’t think he could hold it very long at all. And Mel wasn’t letting him even warn her! What was he going to do? She was taking an awful long time getting the rope off of his second ankle. He continued to try as hard as he could to hold back. Mel finally went around to the front of the chair to start releasing his wrists, but not fast enough for his need. In his fear of wetting all over her floor and furniture, he was pulling back on the ropes too hard, making them harder to untie than they should have been.

	Finally, she got the last of the ropes off of him and he stood up quickly. As he did, he felt a few drops of pee that had leaked out, running down his leg. But standing up and changing position only seemed to make his need to pee worse. “Mistress,” he began once again as he tried to grab his penis with his hands to stop the flow. But the hard plastic encasing him didn’t allow him any contact with that part of his body at all. His hands couldn’t squeeze his penis closed at all and yet more of his pee escaped.

	Mel was about to yell at him to be quiet once again when she saw him grabbing himself. She instantly realized his problem, especially when she saw a bit of pee squirting out of the chastity device to land on the floor. “I laid out a diaper on the floor for you. Lay down on it,” she commanded quickly.

	Chad finally noticed the diaper she had put down and as fast as he could, laid down on it and brought it up between his legs and held it there. With a small grunt of relief, he let himself pee into the diaper – thoroughly. He sighed. He knew he had wet her floor a bit, but fortunately, the vast bulk of it was going into the diaper she had put out. He had just barely made it.

	Mel watched him fascinated. He obviously still had some control, but also just as obviously, not very much. She was kind of glad that he had managed to not pee all over her chair, but at the same time, she was disappointed too. If he were truly incontinent then he would not have been able to help himself. Obviously, he still had a ways to go… but just as obviously she was making pretty good progress. In the future, she’d have to be a bit more careful about that if she punished him again… or rather, when she punished him again – because she had no doubt that eventually she would do just that. “Stay there,” she commanded as she walked off to get another fresh diaper for him.

	Chad still wanted to know why she had punished him, and severely at that. His backside felt like it was on fire as he laid on it. Not comfortable at all. In fact, very painful. He really wanted to rub it… but not with a wet diaper. For once, he was looking forward to being dry for a while. Hopefully, she would put some baby lotion on it and that would make it feel better. He hoped anyway.

	Mel finally came back with a fresh diaper and put it under him. “Mistress…”

	“I don’t want to talk about it!”

	He was startled once again. He wanted to ask her why not… along with a host of other questions. But she didn’t seem to want to talk. Did she think that her reasons should be obvious to him? Because they certainly weren’t!

	He was rather disappointed when she shoved two suppositories up inside of him and then began pinning him into the thick layers of his night diapers – without putting any baby lotion on him at all. None in fact. Was she being purposely cruel? Or had she just forgotten? He couldn’t be sure either way. But what could he do about it? She wasn’t letting him answer any questions at all.

	A few minutes later, dressed in just his super thick diapers and plastic panties, she led him out her door to his own apartment. He had never even started to clean the dishes from dinner. Her kitchen was still a mess. She also hadn’t asked him to clean up where he had peed on her floor a bit. That surprised him too. And now she was obviously getting rid of him for the night. What had he done wrong? But she still wouldn’t talk about it.

	She led him into his bedroom and put one of his onesies on him for the night over everything else he was wearing. The falsies stuck to his chest inside of it now made it look even stranger on him than it ever had before. She almost laughed… but she wasn’t really in the mood. She made him lay down on his blow up mattress, putting him to bed much earlier than usual while she went into his kitchen and pulled four baby bottles of her tea mixture out of his refrigerator.

	Chad was surprised to see her bringing four bottles instead of the usual two or three. “Four?” he asked tentatively.

	“You’ve got plenty of time,” she replied.

	Chad wasn’t sure, but he thought there was still a hint of anger in her voice. He put one of the bottles to his lips and began sucking on it as he laid his head back against his pillow.

	Mel walked back to the entrance to his bedroom and turned off the light. The room was instantly plunged into odd shadows as the light from outside cast a strange glow across everything. She looked back at him and paused. Should she have punished him? Did she really have a valid reason? Deep inside, she knew she didn’t. Yet she had thought so at the time and she had done it. Why? Why should it matter so much to her?

	She watched him suckling on his bottle, watching her watching him. Almost as an afterthought she walked back to him and knelt down next to him. She kissed him lightly on the forehead. “Goodnight baby. Sleep well.”

	 


Chapter 25 (Tuesday – week 4 Part 1 of 6)

	Her dreams were not peaceful. It’s hard to dream peacefully when you’re worried that you may have done something you shouldn’t have. But did she?

	In some dreams her life was ripped, mercilessly apart, by unknown forces – she was condemned and punished, again and again, for deeds she shouldn’t have done. Yet in other dreams, she was proven justified in the end and felt exalted. Dreams of vindication, that were followed by dreams of doubt once again. Over and over again, in her dreams, she was fighting in a court of law over the actions of her life – constantly being judged by unknown judges and juries that always seemed against her.

	And in the background of every dream, Sissy stood silently – always unspeaking, always unmoving. He was the only one, never trying to condemn her. Over and over again she tried to tell him she was sorry, yet he never showed any reaction to her words and feelings. He was just there. Like a statue.

	She tossed and turned all night long, till she could take it no more. She woke up and sat up in bed, tossing her hair and running her hands through it again and again as the dreams faded gradually, leaving her to finally wonder what it was that she had been dreaming about. She sat there staring at nothing for a long time, her mind not yet ready to deal with anything at all. Finally, her brain began to gain some semblance of thinking. Her eyes focused somewhat. Her room was mostly dark, lit only by the faint glow from her clock radio and the tiny bit of light seeping in through her curtains from the parking lot outside. She groaned, it was early… way too early.

	Unwilling to even try to go back to sleep, she pulled her legs out from under the covers and sat on the edge of her bed. She turned off her alarm so it wouldn’t go off later, and got to her feet. She slipped into her robe as she walked toward her kitchen.

	Her kitchen was a mess… her fault she knew. She hated that. Why didn’t she have Sissy clean it up before she sent him home last night? Because she felt guilty for punishing him… that’s why! She didn’t want to have to face him for one moment more than she had to. Had she been right in punishing him? Or had she been wrong?

	Damn it! She had the right to do it whenever she wanted to! There was no doubt about it. It was spelled out in writing and hanging on his living room wall as part of their contract! She was thoroughly justified! So why did she feel that it was so wrong? Damn it! It wasn’t wrong! She had the right! But did she have the valid reason she had thought she had?

	Angrily, she picked up a pan off of the stove and stuck it into the sink. She turned the water on to start it soaking, then stopped. This was his job, not hers! She should let him deal with this mess. Could she wake him up now to get started on it? She could phone him and wake him up, as early as it still was, to come over and clean up her apartment… completely! Yes! A great idea!

	But instead, she put some coffee into her coffee maker, filled it with water, and turned it on. She watched it dripping into the pot, slower than she’d like it to. She needed some coffee. While it was dripping, she suddenly moved off and found her purse in the living room. She pulled her cell phone out and stared at it. Should she really call him? At this hour? She had the right. But should she? It really wasn’t a very nice thing to do… But damn it, she was his mistress. She could make him do anything she wanted him to do. Hadn’t she proved that with him over and over again? She was his mistress… totally. She had the right!

	Throwing all concerns aside, she quickly punched his number.

	Chad also tossed and turned in his sleep… as much as all the stuff he was wearing would let him. Yet he didn’t sleep comfortably… or as comfortably as he possibly could have given his circumstances. Not only did the breast forms bother him, but so did his chastity device and his super long fingernails, and his now super-thick, wet and messy diapers. And worse, there also seemed to be a lot of irritation across his entire backside where she had punished him – and then not put any baby lotion on him afterwards.

	An odd, insistent buzzing brought him out of his sleep. It took him a moment to figure out what it was… his cell phone! Who would be calling him at this hour? It wasn’t even light yet! But the buzzing of his phone wouldn’t stop and he felt compelled to get up and answer it immediately.

	As he got to his feet, he was made immediately aware of just how thick and wet his diapers were… more than usual he thought. But he didn’t have time to dwell on that, his phone was still buzzing. He waddled, very wide-legged, as fast as he could to his living room and followed the sound to his purse. He fumbled to dig the phone out with his super long nails and quickly glanced to see who it was… Mel. What did she want at this hour?

	“Yes Mistress,” he said, mumbling breathlessly into his phone around the pacifier that he forgot was still in his mouth. His brain still wasn’t awake enough to comprehend much yet.

	“Get over here right now!” Mel ordered.

	He was a bit shocked. It was so early. Was she still mad about something? He couldn’t tell. “I’ll change as fast as I can,” he replied through his pacifier, “then I’ll be right there.”

	“Don’t change! Just walk out your door and over here now!”

	She did seem angry still. “Yes, Mistress,” he said with a mental sigh. He closed his phone and dropped it back into his purse. He stood still, just staring at his purse for a moment while he collected his thoughts. Go now? Damn. He wasn’t even awake yet. He grabbed his purse and opened his front door, praying that nobody would be outside at that hour to see him. As he waddled toward her apartment, he became more and more aware of the irritation on his backside. Damn. After the beating she had given him last night, he figured he was developing a diaper rash on top of it. And it didn’t feel like it was going to be fun!

	He knocked softly on her door because of the early hour and stood back half a step. Mel opened it a minute later with a cup of coffee in her hand. “Good morning, Mistress,” he greeted her as he usually did. But this time, Mel didn’t return the greeting, she just stood back and waved him in as she took a sip of her coffee. He entered and set his purse down in his usual spot next to the table by her door. He turned to ask what she wanted him so early for, but she was walking away.

	“Clean up the kitchen,” she said as she walked off, completely indifferent to anything else as she headed to her bedroom.

	Chad stood where he was, staring after her for a few moments before he moved. Clean the kitchen. He couldn’t believe it! No, he could believe it. Shaking his head, he waddled awkwardly into her kitchen and stared around. It was still a mess from his cooking last night… a meal she had been less than happy with.

	The light on her coffee maker caught his attention. She wasn’t around just now. A cup of coffee would be really good just then to help wake him up. He was very tempted to pour himself some, but he didn’t. If she came in while he was drinking it… from a cup… he knew he’d be in trouble for sure. He went to her refrigerator and pulled out one of his baby bottles instead and exchanged it in his mouth for his pacifier. It wasn’t coffee, but the cold liquid felt good going down his throat. With his bottle in one hand, he picked up a pot with his other hand and carried it to the sink to start cleaning up.

	Mel stepped out of her shower and dried herself off. She felt a lot better. She quickly threw on some panties and a bra, followed by some jeans and a t-shirt. Then she picked up her empty coffee cup from the bathroom counter and wandered back out to the kitchen to check on Sissy.

	She poured herself another cup of coffee before she sat down, noticing as she did so that the kitchen looked much better now. The dishes were all done, and he was just starting to wipe all the counters down. He was almost finished… already.

	She watched him as he worked. The diapers inside his onesie were so huge that they wagged widely back and forth as he scrubbed the counters. She wanted to laugh. How did he walk in those things? Not her problem though. In fact, she was delighted to watch him in them. “You’re almost done already,” she finally said.

	Chad turned and curtseyed to her. “Yes, Mistress. It wasn’t that much.”

	Wasn’t much? It sure had seemed like a lot to her. At least a lot more than she wanted to deal with… which was why she wanted Sissy in the first place. Such a joy! “I noticed your diapers are… incredibly thick again this morning.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied once again. “They’re like this every morning,” he said with a small sigh. “Although I do think they may be a bit worse today than usual.”

	She smiled although she really wanted to laugh instead. “I think it’s hilarious watching you try to work when they’re that bloated. Maybe I should keep you like that more often… a lot more.”

	Chad said nothing in reply. But his face turned a bit red as he looked sheepishly down at the floor. But before he could look up again, he felt some very slight stings from the teeth inside of his chastity device beginning to make their presence known.

	“Ok, Sissy. Go make my bed, then you can go home and get cleaned up.”

	Chad waddled as fast as he could into her bedroom to make up her bed. Mel followed him and watched him with a huge smile on her face the whole time. He looked so humorous waddling around in his baby onesie with his breast forms jiggling around on top and his super bloated diapers stretching the seat of his onesie on the bottom, causing him to walk with nothing but a very wide-legged waddle.

	When he finished, he dropped an awkward curtsey. “Will there be anything else before I get ready for work?” he asked.

	Mel glanced at her clock. Things were running a bit late now. “No Sissy. I’ll see you back here in a little while. You’d better hurry now.”

	Chad attempted to run toward his purse by the door, but all his thick diapers would allow him to do was a faster version of the waddling he had been doing. Since he had gotten up, he had wet himself two more times while he was cleaning her apartment and now his diapers were even thicker than before. He was more than ready to go home and get into the shower, especially since the itching on his backside seemed to be getting worse from all the moving around he had been doing. Dropping one more quick curtsey toward his mistress as he paused briefly by her door, he hurried out to get changed.

	His alarm clock was blaring loud rock music throughout his apartment when he got home. He chided himself for not turning it off before he left… but really, Mel had just called so early that he didn’t think of it. Plus, he didn’t know he would be gone so long. He just hoped the neighbors wouldn’t complain.

	He went to his kitchen to check for her note and found it as usual on his counter. It was very much like always, but this time it held one item that he wasn’t too happy about. Mel had left strict instructions that he was to wear one of his waist cinchers under his girdle to work. Oh joy! As he stepped into his shower, his mind clearly remembered how tight and uncomfortable his new girdle had been all day yesterday. Now he was supposed to wear the waist cincher – and the girdle? Ugh! He wasn’t looking forward to it at all.

	A while later, his hair and makeup were done. He was dressed in two diapers with plastic panties, one of his new waist cinchers, and his girdle was strenuously pulled up over everything he was wearing and stretched tightly over his breast forms and shoulders. He grabbed a pair of pantyhose and found himself struggling more than usual to get them on. Way more than usual! Between his super-long fingernails and now the waist cincher under his girdle, the job was nearly impossible. He was so tempted to leave the damn pantyhose off, but he kept at it because it was another layer of protection to keep anyone from smelling his diapers. He struggled to bend far enough to get them onto his feet, but then grabbing and pulling them – without ruining them due to his long nails presented another challenge. The waist cincher plus the girdle made it hard to breathe and he had to stop twice just to catch his breath. But finally he got them pulled into place. Next time, he decided, he would chance not having the extra protection against the smell. Struggling to get them on wasn’t worth it… as long as Mel didn’t mind.

	As he walked toward his closet to select his clothes for the day, he felt the added pressure against his backside from the pantyhose he had just put on. Between the girdle pressing on his diapers and now the tight pantyhose too, the raw area seemed to be even more sensitive. He wanted to scratch it but he didn’t dare. He tried to rub it a bit, but through the thick diapers and everything else, the rubbing did no good at all. He only hoped that all the baby lotion he had spread over the area would help… but so far, it wasn’t doing anything. As he opened his closet door, he wondered how long it usually took to clear up a diaper rash.

	He stared for a few moments at the clothes in his closet… only female clothes now. The thought sent a minor wave of sexual thrill throughout his body… he was trapped now into only having women’s clothes to wear – once a major fantasy for him. But the reality was mostly fear and humiliation.

	He quickly selected a pair of slacks and a blouse he had worn before and put them on. Just as it had been yesterday, his slacks rode down a lot further on his hips because of his new tighter girdle. But this time, because of the waist cincher, the problem was even greater. He had to select a pair of shoes with even higher heels to compensate for how much lower his slacks were. What would he do when he had to wear the one pair of longer length slacks he had? He didn’t have any heels that would be high enough. It was a problem he’d have to take to Mel for sure.

	He added what little jewelry he had and stared at his reflection in his bathroom mirror. Robin had suggested that he get his ears pierced and start wearing earrings. Should he? Could he? It was another fantasy that sent minor waves of sexual thrill through him. He decided he better watch himself, he didn’t want any pain from his chastity device to make his day any worse.

	He finally stood in front of his full length mirror and looked at himself fully. He immediately noticed his smaller, more constricted stomach. Did the waist cincher really make that much of a difference? Obviously it did. Did he look even more like a woman? Maybe. Only maybe.

	He sat and drank yet another baby bottle of Mel’s foul tea. He was becoming very used to the drink now – so used to it that he hardly noticed the taste anymore. As he sat drinking his bottle, staring at his blank wall, his mind began wandering once again to his penis trapped inside of the chastity device… trapped inside of his diapers… trapped under the girdle and the pantyhose. Trapped where he couldn’t ever get hard or even have a prayer of touching it. What would he do if he could finally get hard? As he sucked on his bottle, he closed his eyes and dreamed about it.

	In his imagination, he was touching it… pulling it… massaging it – and it felt wonderful. In his imagination, he could see it growing hard and powerful in his hands. It would feel so good. He tried to remember what it felt like to put his raging cock into his wife – make that ex-wife – when they had sex. He knew it had felt wonderful, but for some reason he couldn’t quite remember exactly how it had felt. He opened his eyes once again, still concentrating on his trapped cock. He wanted to feel something there again. He could almost imagine feeling something. He could definitely feel all the sexual desires he had raging through him – but all those feelings seemed to reside, spread out through his entire body now, no longer centered solely in his cock. In fact, his cock was probably the one place that felt those desires the least now, almost numb. He had no doubt that the reason for that was the chastity device… the damn chastity device… the damn device that prevented him from feeling anything at all. Oh how he wished he could remove it. And oh how he wished he could get some relief!

	 


Chapter 25 (Tuesday – week 4 Part 2 of 6)

	Mel watched the clock. It was just about time. His knock came at her door a minute early. She opened it and smiled.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” he said with his usual curtsy.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she said as usual, stepping back to let him inside. She noticed immediately that he had decided on wearing slacks once again. Not a problem. But one day this week she knew that he would be forced to wear a skirt to work again. Probably Friday. She had a feeling he would try to put it off as long as possible.

	She took his bag of empty bottles from him, but she didn’t bother to look at them – there was really no need. They were always perfect. She stared at him carefully, looking him over critically. His shape was really much better today. She remembered putting the instruction in his note for him to wear the waist cincher and there was no doubt that he had it on. She smiled – yes, he was really looking good now. She noticed that he was wearing high heels once again instead of the low heeled shoes he usually wore, but his slacks didn’t seem as short as they should have. She was puzzled. “I don’t remember those slacks being that long,” she stated.

	He seemed to sigh with frustration before he replied. “They’re not. It’s because of the girdle and the waist cincher. The pants ride down too far on my hips now.” He grabbed the waistband of his pants and pulled them up, then released them to show her his problem. The pants fell right back down where they were before. They obviously wouldn’t stay up as high as he wanted them to. “I have to wear the heels or the pants drag too much on the ground. They don’t fit right with the waist cincher.”

	She nodded as she suppressed a small giggle. The waist cincher was giving him a much more feminine shaped waist. But she was glad he had found a way to deal with the problem of his pants. “They look good with those shoes though,” she finally replied, letting him know that she approved of his solution.

	Chad stood there for a moment, then he finally asked. “Mistress, what should I do when I have to wear the longer slacks though? I don’t have any heels that would be high enough.”

	Mel shrugged. “Don’t wear them.”

	“But I need them. I only have four pairs of pants.”

	Mel smiled. “You’ll just have to wear something else.” She turned and walked off toward her kitchen with a devilish smile on her face. “Come along now, Sissy. I’ve got your breakfast ready.” As she led him into the kitchen though, her mind was concentrating on only one thing. If Chad couldn’t wear the new, longer length slacks, then he was now going to have to wear skirts to work more than once a week. She giggled slightly again as she wondered when the next day would be. Thursday? Probably.

	Chad’s mind was on the same thing as he followed her into the kitchen. It would mean yet another day in skirts – at work! Damn! It wasn’t something he was looking forward to – at all! As he climbed up into the highchair, he asked. “Is there any chance I can buy some more slacks that fit better?”

	Mel paused before she put the tray into place. “Maybe, Sissy. I’ll have to think about it.”

	Chad never looked forward to her baby food breakfasts, but he had no choice in the matter. In just a few minutes, he had a bib around his neck and was shoveling baby cereal into his mouth… as much as he was able to get into his mouth without it dripping off of the tiny baby spoon he was using. Maybe he should try to put less on the spoon so it wouldn’t drip so much. Of course, then it would take him all that much longer to eat… not to mention that more of the foul cereal would wind up in his stomach. That was the only good thing about trying to eat with the tiny spoon - much of the cereal wound up on his bib or the chair and he didn’t have to eat it.

	Mel sipped at her coffee as she watched him struggling to eat his breakfast. Yes, he was a real joy to watch. It certainly brightened her morning every day. But that reminded her, he was going to probably have an interesting evening later, something he didn’t know about yet. Which reminded her of something else… What was he going to be doing with the rest of his day today – while he was at work? Thoughts of him spending yet more time with his friend Robin filled her head. “Are you going to be working today, or reading magazines again?”

	He shook his head. “I don’t know. It depends on how soon the client lets us know what he wants.”

	Mel wasn’t exactly happy about that, but what could she do about it? “How long does that usually take?”

	“Usually a few days at most. But this time we’re hoping to know right away. We really did some super work for them. I can’t see where they wouldn’t like anything we’ve got.”

	Mel knew there was no help for it and it was silly, but she couldn’t help it. She was jealous of Robin and the time she spent with him. But he worked with Robin… it was part of his job. Was there any way she could limit the time he was spending with her at work? It was something she’d have to think about.

	Chad shifted uncomfortably in his seat as he drove to work. He had wet himself a few minutes ago and now the wetness had worked its way toward the bottom of his diapers a bit… and for some reason, it was irritating his backside. He hadn’t expected that. He did coat his backside liberally this morning with the baby lotion, but it seemed that it wasn’t working very well yet. He had only wet his diapers once so far today. He was now a bit concerned over wetting them even more.

	He pulled into a parking space and got out, forcing himself to ignore the urge to rub his padded and irritated backside as he walked into the building. He turned his computer on and sat down, a bit more carefully than usual. Not too bad, just a bit itchy on his bottom. As he checked his emails, the irritation faded to a more tolerable level that he hardly noticed.

	“Hi Chad,” Robin called as she walked past his cubicle.

	Chad looked up from his monitor but Robin had already passed. “Hi Robin,” he returned over the cubicle wall.

	Two minutes later, Robin was at the entrance to his cubicle again. “Any word yet on the project?”

	Chad turned his chair around to face her. “Not yet. I just checked the email. Although it is a bit early yet.”

	“Yeah, I was just hoping. That’s all. So what are we supposed to do again today?”

	He shrugged. “No clue! I’m not sure I want to read anymore magazines again though.”

	Robin nodded. “Ok. Let me know if you do though. I’ll see if I can round up some more.”

	Chad watched as Robin left and went back to her own cubicle. He turned around and opened up the spreadsheet he kept for the bet. Next to the date for yesterday, he entered twenty five minutes. He stared at the number. Geez! He was going backwards. But really, yesterday had been a bit tough in a few ways. He supposed that he probably could have tried harder while Robin had been sitting with him yesterday afternoon. Why hadn’t he? He vowed that today he would do better… well, he’d do better this afternoon anyway. He always had way too many bottles of Mel’s tea in his system in the mornings to control himself much.

	He stared at the number of days still left. Thirty eight. He shook his head. A very, very long time still. Thirty eight more days of total… complete… humiliation. He hated it. But then he had to admit to himself that he loved it too. He was living his fantasies… and then some. It was the “and then some” part though that was bothering him the most. Who would have ever thought that he would be dressing completely as a female… all the time – even to work! Damn! And wow did he need some relief!

	He glanced at the last part of his spreadsheet. Self-respect, friends, and a life! Worthy goals – and his main reasons for winning. He had none of those things now. Not at all! Yet he was living his deepest fantasies… and then some.

	It would be so easy to make it look like Mel had really made him incontinent, so she could win and he could continue living the dream. Of course, he knew he’d have to fake it. There was no way she could really do it to him. Although he had to admit, there had been a few times already when it had seemed like she had already done it. Troubling times… yet also thrilling.

	One thing he had learned in all this though, was how much he really did love wetting his diapers. And it was really so much easier than having to go find a toilet to use somewhere. Much easier, not to mention how really good it felt every time he wet himself. He was surprised at how good it always felt – every time! He never would have imagined it before.

	Live the dream… With nothing better to do, he allowed his mind to drift into the fantasy of being totally incontinent, completely unable to control himself in any way… sucking on pacifiers, drinking from baby bottles… and not to mention wearing high heels and skirts. Totally conflicting fantasies – yet they were his fantasies… and he was living it all right then – in reality!

	What would happen if he really did go along with Mel’s program? Maybe even tried a little extra harder to achieve his goals? Would it really happen? Could he really do it? He imagined it again, the total humiliation as he wet himself uncontrollably… And as he imagined himself wetting himself in his dream, he also began wetting himself in real life. And he loved doing it. And his need for sexual release went up several more notches.

	But he was quickly reminded that he had no way to get any relief at all, and the frustration sunk heavily into him once again. He sighed with frustration as reality crept completely over him and he realized what he could and couldn’t have. It would never work anyway. He knew himself too well. Mel couldn’t actually make him incontinent, no matter how much he tried to go along with it.

	And then there was the rest of it too – self respect, friends, and a life. Were they really worth it? Deep down, he knew that they were. But remnants of his dream still crept around the edges of his mind. Were his reasons for winning really that important? Really?

	Frustrated, he closed the spreadsheet. Now what was he supposed to do with himself?

	He sat back in his chair and stared at the walls of his cubicle. It was a bit like standing in Mel’s corner… or was it his corner? Either way, it was boring. Although standing in her corner hadn’t been quite as bad last night since he had been thinking about something interesting. And that turned his mind back once again to his new favorite subject. Just what would he do if he could get hard again? He knew it would feel great. He knew he wanted it. He just didn’t know exactly what he would do. And why, why, why did he keep thinking about something going in and out of his backside now instead of what it would feel like to stimulate his cock instead. It made no sense. Yet for some reason, it was easier to imagine the feelings from his backend than from his front! Why? Probably because of the damn chastity device and because he needed relief too much. Damn!

	“Hey Chad.”

	Chad nearly fell out of his chair as Robin’s voice startled him so much. He came to reality and saw her standing in his cubicle. “Yeah?”

	“I’m going down to get some coffee. Want to come? There shouldn’t be anyone down there for you to worry about right now.”

	Chad considered her offer. It would be nice. He wasn’t sure he needed any more to drink again this morning, but getting away from his cubicle for a few minutes would be a welcome change, especially since they didn’t have anything to do anyway. He nodded his head and smiled. “Sounds good,” he finally replied as he pried himself out of his chair. Getting up changed the pressure on his backside once again and he felt the tingling from his diaper rash. Once again he had to force himself to not rub it.

	As he walked with Robin toward the break room, he felt the need to pee come over him yet again. He quickly checked his watch so he could time himself… not that he thought he would be holding it very long since it was still morning.

	As they entered the break room, he was a bit annoyed to see another woman there making a fresh pot of coffee in one of the coffee pots. He also wasn’t happy to see her looking him over all too carefully and smiling, almost wickedly, at him. He tried to ignore her as he picked up a full pot of coffee and poured himself some.

	“Hey, look! Doughnuts!” Robin exclaimed as she headed further down the counter toward several large, flat boxes.

	Chad had been so intent on looking at the other woman that he hadn’t noticed the doughnuts. He was a bit hungry… baby cereal didn’t exactly fill him up much every morning. He carried his coffee over to the donuts and selected one – sugar-coated and filled with raspberry filling… yum! He stood back, waiting for Robin to finish pouring herself her coffee before walking back to their desks with it all. But as soon as Robin poured her coffee, she headed to one of the tables instead. “You’re not going back?” he asked.

	“Why? It’s a lot easier to eat these here. Besides, what have we got to do back there anyway?”

	Chad shrugged his shoulders and joined her at the table. It was good to get away from his desk for a while. And at least there was just the one other woman still there… hopefully, she’d leave soon. He carefully took a bite of the doughnut, enjoying the fresh taste of the raspberry filling as it filled his mouth.

	“Hi Robin. Hi Sissy.”

	Chad looked up in horror as the woman sat down with them. She had called him Sissy! And he didn’t even know her name.

	“Hey girl,” Robin replied, obviously the two women knew each other well.

	“It’s about time you got away from that desk and got out to see the world,” the woman said directly to Chad.

	Chad was stunned and totally at a loss as to what to say. “Uh… I guess so,” he finally replied.

	“By the way, you’re looking good there, Sissy. Real good. Better than last week. Did you lose some weight? To me, you look thinner.”

	“You know,” Robin added. I was wondering the same thing. You are looking a lot thinner. In fact you look like you’ve lost a lot of weight recently. What kind of diet are you on?”

	Chad wasn’t really sure what to say. His apparent weight loss wasn’t really from any kind of diet, it was mostly from the waist cincher and the girdle. Of course, he had been eating a lot of baby food lately… far more than he was happy about. He supposed that might have added to the affect. “Uh… he finally blurted out. I’ve been eating a lot less… and a lot more of the basics too.” How much more basic can you get than baby food?

	“We’ll sister,” the woman replied, “whatever it is, it’s workin’ for you. It’s working, girl!”

	“Uh, thanks,” Chad replied. Being referred to as ‘girl’ was both exciting and humiliating at the same time. He quickly shoved a lot more of his doughnut in his mouth. Not only would finishing it give him an excuse to leave, but it’s hard to answer questions with your mouth full.

	“So how’s the baby,” the woman asked Robin?

	Chad was grateful that the conversation finally moved away from him. Robin could talk all day about her son… which was just fine with him. He took the opportunity to finish his doughnut and coffee while Robin and the woman talked. Since he wasn’t the center of the conversation, he enjoyed it a lot more. Why couldn’t the women always leave him alone? Why did they have to make such a big deal about the way he was dressed all the time? Was it that exciting that they always had to talk about it? He rolled his eyes at his own thought. Yeah, in their shoes, he’d probably be just as excited and curious… what was he talking about? He was in their shoes – in a way. Wasn’t he wearing high heels on his feet too?”

	 


Chapter 25 (Tuesday – week 4 Part 3 of 6)

	It was still fairly early when Mel picked up her phone and called Cassie. “Hey Cassie,” she said as soon as Cassie had answered.

	“Hi Mel. What’s happening? Still on for tonight?”

	“Definitely!” Mel replied.

	“Great! I know Sandy will be happy. She’s been working really hard for this.”

	“I know. She told me.”

	Cassie giggled. “Yeah, I know. So what’s up?”

	“Cassie, I need you to make a tiny change in what you’re doing with Chad at lunchtime.”

	“Sure, what?”

	“Well, on Tuesday’s and Thursdays don’t put any suppositories up inside of him… but I need you to pretend you’re doing it so he doesn’t realize you’re not putting them in him.”

	“Huh? Just pretend to do it?”

	“Right!”

	“Well, if you’re sure…”

	“Yeah, please. But don’t forget. Keep putting them into him all the other days.”

	“Ok,” Cassie agreed. “That should be no problem.”

	“Thanks, Cassie. I owe you.”

	Cassie giggled. Yeah, you do. See you tonight.”

	“Yeah, Cassie. See you tonight.”

	Mel hung up her phone. The next phase of her plan for Chad was now in effect! She opened her laptop and started working again, but her mind was still more on Chad and whether or not she really had the reason she thought she did last night to punish him. And because her mind was more focused on Chad, she was getting further and further behind on her work in the office.

	Her work was further interrupted close to noon when her phone rang again.

	“Hey girlfriend,” Gloria’s voice said over the phone.

	“Hi Gloria,” Mel replied happily. It was good to hear a friendly voice once in a while.

	“Lunch today?” Gloria asked.

	“Ummm… Can’t today,” Mel replied regretfully. “Too much to do.”

	“Ok, sorry girl. Maybe another time.”

	“Yeah, definitely,” Mel replied. She was about to hang up when she found herself quickly saying, “Hey Gloria!”

	“Yeah?”

	“Hey, listen. Do you have a minute to talk?”

	“Yeah, sure. What’s up?”

	Where should she start? “It’s about Chad. I went at him again last night, punishing him a bit… Oh, and hey, you know he actually started crying! Like a baby! Completely!”

	“He did? So it’s working then? The suggestions are working?”

	“Yeah. They seem to be working great. Although I did notice he’s not quite completely incontinent yet. But he didn’t have a whole lot of control and wound up peeing on my carpet a little bit.”

	“Hey Mel. That kind of brings up something I wanted to talk to you about. The next time you come in, I think I want to try something different with him, ok?”

	“Like what?”

	“Well, I kind of want to see what’s working and what isn’t. That way we can make changes to whatever isn’t really working, now rather than later.”

	“Sounds great to me,” Mel replied. “You know I’d like as much info as we can get too.”

	“That’s kind of what I thought. So I’ll work on what I want to do with him for Thursday night then.”

	“Sounds great, Gloria.”

	“So listen, Mel, what were you punishing him for this time?”

	“Ugh! That’s my problem. I don’t really know if I should have, or shouldn’t have.”

	“So maybe we should have lunch together after all?”

	Mel thought about it. “Maybe I can juggle a few things around. Make it a quick lunch anyway.”

	“Great Mel. See you in a few?”

	“See you in a few.”

	Chad had done next to nothing all morning… except to wet his diapers four more times and try to time himself – fourteen minutes so far. The two cups of coffee he had drank with Robin didn’t help things any. He was wetter than usual as he tried not to waddle too much out to his car. The worst part of it was though, that the extra wetting seemed to be irritating his diaper rash even more. He was very disappointed that all the baby lotion he had put on it earlier wasn’t helping much… if at all. As he climbed gingerly into his car, he made it a point to ask Cassie to put extra lotion on him when she changed him today.

	He pulled into the parking lot at the gym and grabbed his purse and diaper bag. He glanced around as he got out of the car, at least Robin wasn’t there today, she had made arrangements to go to lunch with the woman they had talked with earlier in the break room – whatever her name was.

	He walked through the door to the gym. The receptionist, as usual, was smiling broadly at him. “Hello, Sissy,” she said with more zeal than he was really happy about. Then she stood there smiling at him… waiting.

	There was no getting around it gracefully and he knew it. He dropped a quick curtsey to her and said, “Hi.” She seemed satisfied though because she immediately giggled and went in search of Cassie.

	Chad had to repeat his curtsey-greeting once again for Cassie as soon as she got up front, then he followed her back to their usual back office. “How are you today, Sissy?” Cassie asked as he started to get undressed.

	Chad stopped removing his pants for just a moment. “Hurting a bit,” he finally replied.

	“Hurting? What’s wrong?” she asked with some concern.

	Chad looked a bit embarrassed. In fact he sounded embarrassed as he quietly answered. “I seem to be coming down with a case of diaper rash… and it’s getting worse.”

	“Diaper rash!” Cassie repeated a lot louder than Chad was happy about. “Oh you poor thing. Let me see.”

	Chad continued to get fully undressed down to his diapers and plastic panties. Then Cassie handed him one of the baby bottles out of his diaper bag to start drinking while she undressed him the rest of the way. As soon as she had untaped his diapers, she pulled both legs up toward his stomach. “Leg’s up. Let’s see how bad it is.” Chad dutifully attempted to keep his legs pulled up, but Cassie helped him hold them up and out of the way. “Hmmm. Yep, it’s all red. You’ve got a nice little rash started there.”

	“I put a lot of baby lotion on it this morning, but it doesn’t seem to be helping.”

	“You may have to get something special for it later. All I can do for it is to put more of your baby lotion on it again, but if that’s not helping yet, then I think you need to get something better.”

	“Isn’t there anything you can do for it?” Chad asked hopefully.

	She shook her head as she let his legs drop. “Nope. Besides, I’m certainly no expert on the subject. I’ve never had a baby… or even been married for that matter. Not that I’m probably ever going to either. Don’t you have any friends somewhere who’ve had kids? You should ask one of them. I’m sure anyone who’s had kids can tell you how to cure this.”

	As Cassie began pulling the fresh diapers under him, Chad thought about who he knew that had kids. Unfortunately, the only one who immediately came to mind was Robin – his one and only friend. But Robin didn’t know about his diapers – and he meant to keep it that way. As Cassie began massaging the baby lotion into the front part of him, he sucked on his bottle, deeply in thought. How could he get Robin to tell him how to cure diaper rash without telling her that he wore diapers? And did he dare?

	Cassie shook her head. “This is starting to be a waste of time. You don’t even know I’m playing with you here. Talk about no reaction. Ok, turn over.”

	“But I hurt!”

	“Tough! Turn over!”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about that, but he put his bottle down and assumed the position for her to work on his backside… the only part of him that seemed to feel anything remotely like sexual pleasure anymore.

	Even though Cassie’s hands were coated liberally with baby lotion, the moment they touched his diaper rash, he hissed in pain and tried to move away. “Darn,” she said, “you’ve got it bad, don’t you. “It hurts a lot?”

	“What do you think?” he returned angrily. “Yes, it hurts a lot! And I think it’s been getting worse all day!”

	“Well, you’ll just have to suck it up, because I’ve still got to get the lotion all over you. Besides, you wouldn’t want to go without any, would you?”

	“No,” Chad replied flatly.

	As gingerly as she could, Cassie finished coating his backside with the baby lotion. She didn’t massage it in as she usually did because she didn’t want to cause him anymore pain than she had to.

	But she wasn’t quite done with him after that. “I brought a present for you today,” she said with a little chuckle. Chad didn’t answer, but he did try to roll onto his back again as if he thought she was done with him. “Uh, Uh!” she said as she stopped him from rolling over. “You stay just like that!”

	Chad wasn’t sure what she was talking about. A present? And she didn’t want him to roll back over? From his present position he couldn’t see anything.

	The shock was instantaneous and electric. Cassie couldn’t help but giggle as she watched his whole body react the moment she placed the tip of her dildo, right up against his tiny asshole with more pressure than usual. She only kept it there for a brief moment before she applied even more pressure and began pressing it in.

	It took Chad a moment to realize what was happening before he could relax his muscles enough to start to accept the toy she was using on him. He certainly hadn’t been expecting it. But once he fully realized what it was and what she was doing, he relaxed more and tried to “get into it.” He still didn’t know why, and it still really bothered him, but he loved it and he wanted more, more, more!

	Unfortunately, very shortly into the experience, while her toy was buried deep inside of him, he realized that he suddenly had to pee. Yes, he wanted to feel the pleasure of peeing while the thing was in him! But no, he didn’t want to be peeing all over everything again… and worse, with her toy reaming him out but good, he knew for sure that he couldn’t hold back for long. “Cassie!” he called out with a bit of distress, “I have to pee!”

	“So go ahead,” Cassie replied. “I already put fresh diapers directly under you.”

	Chad wanted to argue against wetting the fresh diapers before they were put on him, but there wasn’t time. As Cassie pulled the dildo out, then pushed it in once again, he couldn’t hold back any longer. The pee came gushing out of him, into the short space available inside of his chastity device, and continued gushing straight out of the device to fall directly into the diapers below.

	He heard Cassie giggling as he did it. Laughing at him! Damn! And worse, he knew he deserved to be laughed at. Damn! And worse still… because she was pumping the dildo in and out of him, and because he was peeing during it, and because she was laughing at him, and because he felt humiliated by it all… it completely fueled his sexual need to an unbearable degree. Damn he needed some relief. But there was no relief in sight. Nowhere! He wanted to pound his fists on the floor from the frustration of it all. But it would help nothing. He was trapped into Mel’s chastity hell! And so far, there was no way out! Thirty eight more days? It was way too much!

	Getting relief! The only solution he could see for the near, and distant future, was to win the bet! As Cassie finally slowed down, his mind was locked firmly on his reasons for winning the bet. Forget all the reasons for losing that he had been thinking about all morning… he now had another reason for winning the bet – relief!

	He finally felt Cassie pulling the dildo completely out of him. As much as he had loved the feeling, he gasped in relief. “Hold still another minute,” she said. Chad heard her fussing with something, then he felt her finger pushing into his hole once again as far as she could reach it. The damn suppository. He hated the damn things… and especially what they did to him.

	Chad rolled back over and grabbed his baby bottle and began drinking it without hardly thinking about what he was doing, he was that used to it now. He felt Cassie pulling the diapers under him up and over him, which surprised him a bit. “I just wet those,” he complained.

	Cassie shook her head. “They feel hardly wet at all. Not enough to worry about as far as I can see.”

	Surprised, and disappointed, Chad stuck his bottle back into his mouth and sucked on it. Diaper rash or not, he was already starting the afternoon with wet diapers!

	“Your jealous!” Gloria declared.

	Mel rolled her eyes, then looked down at the table. “Totally,” she admitted. “But geez, shouldn’t I be?”

	Gloria shrugged, “It’s only natural.”

	“So what should I do about it? He’s got to work with her… every day!”

	“Have you met her? Talked with her?”

	Mel shook her head. “Not yet.”

	“So why don’t you?”

	Mel thought about it, then shook her head again. “Not yet. I’m just not ready for that yet. I mean, it’s probably perfectly innocent. They’re just working together.”

	“But you don’t know that for sure.”

	Mel shook her head and sighed. “No, I don’t know that for sure.” Just then, Mel’s cell phone rang. “Oh hell, probably more problems,” she said as she fished it out of her bag. But she smiled a bit when she saw the call was from Cassie. “Hi Cassie. How’d it go?”

	“Hey Mel. It went fine today. I faked putting the little pill in him and I know he couldn’t tell I wasn’t doing it.”

	“Great Cassie. I appreciate it. Now remember, none on Tuesdays or Thursdays, but do it every other day.”

	“Got it Mel… Hey Mel. You know his rash is really hurting him. I think you’re going to need something more than the baby lotion he’s using to try to clear it up.”

	“Rash? What rash?”

	“The diaper rash all over his backside. You don’t know about it?”

	“No, not at all. He didn’t tell me.”

	“Well, I’m surprised because it looked like it was getting pretty bad.”

	Mel paused to think. “Ok, Cassie. Thanks for telling me. See you tonight.”

	“Great Mel. See you then.”

	Mel hung up her phone. “He’s got diaper rash.”

	Gloria stared at her in surprise, then giggled. “Well, you did want to make him more babyish. What could be more babyish than that?”

	 


Chapter 25 (Tuesday – week 4 Part 4 of 6)

	Chad eased himself into his seat at work a bit slower than usual again so as not to irritate his rash any further. The single question on his mind though, was Robin... and getting her to tell him the best way to cure his diaper rash… without letting her know that he was wearing diapers. Mission impossible! He couldn’t think of any way to do it at all.

	Dejected, he turned to his computer. Work would take his mind off of his raw backside, but he didn’t have anything to work on. He checked his email again – still no word from the client. Now what?

	“Hi Chad,” Robin called as she walked past, returning from lunch.

	He swung his chair around to say hi, but she was already gone to her own desk so he didn’t bother answering. But he still wondered how he could talk to her about the diaper rash. Robin was back a minute later though. “No word yet?” she asked.

	He shook his head, disappointed. “No. I just checked.” Could he just blurt out the question… without her knowing why?

	“So what are you gonna’ do this afternoon?”

	“I don’t know.” Did he dare ask her? “Maybe I’ll take a nap. I could use one. I was up really early this morning.”

	“How come?”

	How could he answer without giving anything away? “The darn phone rang.”

	“Don’t you just hate that?”

	“I did today.” The diaper rash! Ask her about the diaper rash!

	“So what are you really going to do?”

	“I don’t know. How about you?” Come on Chad, don’t chicken out… it hurts!

	“I don’t know either,” she sighed as she started to walk off.

	“Hey Robin,” he called, stopping her before she got totally away.

	“Yeah?” she asked.

	But the words stuck completely in his throat. He couldn’t bring himself to ask something that he knew she would jump all over and pry things out of him that he didn’t want her to know. “Nothing,” he finally replied.

	“Are you sure?”

	He almost gave in, but finally, he shook his head. “No. Forget it.”

	“I’ll be right here if you need me,” she said. And she was gone.

	He had chickened out. And it was probably a good thing.

	“Hi Mel,” Sandy’s voice came over Mel’s phone.

	“Hi Sandy.”

	“Are we still on for tonight?”

	“Still on, Sandy.”

	“Great! I know this won’t probably be much fun for him yet, but I’ve got to start somewhere.”

	“Fun for him, or you?” Mel asked humorously.

	Sandy giggled.

	“Hey Sandy.”

	“Yeah Mel?”

	“Do you know anything about curing diaper rash?”

	“Why, does he have it?”

	“Evidently.”

	“Well, there’s some good creams out now. Of course one of the best ways… on a baby anyway… is to keep them totally naked for a while. Let it dry out. I think sunshine on it is supposed to help too.”

	Mel giggled. “I don’t think I’ll be sending him outside into the sun totally naked… at least I don’t think I will be.”

	Sandy giggled too. “But really Mel. From what I remember with my brothers, let them go naked for a while, and a really good cream. Just be prepared for little accidents if you’ve got them naked… for a real baby, anyway.”

	“What do you mean? He is a real baby!”

	Sandy giggled. “And by the time I get finished with him, he’s going to be even more of one.”

	Chad opened up his spreadsheet one more time. He looked at his reasons for winning the bet – especially his three main reasons. Self-respect, friends, and a life. Good reasons. Very good reasons. Why had he even thought about throwing the bet earlier and losing? Was he really that stupid? He thought about the bet as a whole and where it had brought him already. Obviously, he was that stupid.

	At the bottom of the column of reasons to win, he added the word ‘relief.’ Another, very good, reason to win! And another thing he wanted very badly. He closed the spreadsheet once again as he felt the urge to pee come over him. He glanced at the clock on his computer screen and started timing himself.

	Sandy backed her car out of the parking space in front of the grocery store, put the car into drive, and pulled away. She glanced at the bag on the seat next to her. She had bought more baby food to feed to Sissy tonight. Mel had said she could grab all she wanted from her place, but tonight was her turn with Sissy. Cassie got him every day at lunch and Mel… well, Mel had him all the time. Sandy was just thrilled that Mel was now going to allow her some “special” time with him every week.

	Cassie and Mel were more thrilled and interested in the cross-dressing side of him, but Sandy found herself far more interested in his baby desires. That was the part that she found the funniest… and quite surprisingly, made her moist in places that only Cassie could really take care of.

	She had no doubt that tonight would probably be tedious… for both of them. But there was no getting around it. She had this idea, and she wanted to try it. Mel had agreed to let her. She might have to even punish him a bit. No, make that she would probably have to punish him a bit. There would be no getting around it if he was going to learn.

	With those thoughts in mind, she drove directly home. She’d have to pick up the highchair and a few other items from Mel later when she collected Sissy. She couldn’t wait!

	“Hey Chad,” Robin called, coming into his cubicle.

	“Yeah?”

	“I’m going for more coffee. Want to come?”

	Chad shook his head. “No thanks. There’s probably going to be more of your girlfriends down there… even now. I don’t need that.”

	“Oh come on! Don’t be so stubborn. Did it hurt you at all to talk with Donna earlier?”

	Donna? Was that her name? “No,” he admitted. “But…”

	“Then get off your backside and come with me. You’re gonna’ get stuck to that chair if you don’t move once in a while.”

	Chad shook his head. “No…”

	But Robin had had enough. She grabbed his arm and pulled. “Come on! Get out of here. It’s just a cup of coffee!”

	Chad reluctantly allowed himself to be pulled out of his chair and he reluctantly followed Robin out into the hallway. He didn’t really want another cup of coffee in his system. He was trying very hard to hold everything in… and so far, he was succeeding. Since he had wet himself the last time after lunch, he was currently in the process of timing himself yet again. And he was already up to eighteen minutes… although he wasn’t sure how much longer he was going to last.

	When they got to the break room, Chad noticed a few guys talking together at one of the tables in the corner. He saw them glance quickly up as he and Robin walked in, then they looked away again… as if they didn’t know he was dressed any differently than he should be. Was it possible they didn’t realize he wasn’t a woman? He glanced at the men again, they still weren’t paying any attention to him.

	“No donuts this time,” Robin complained as she poured herself a cup of coffee.

	“I don’t need anymore donuts,” Chad replied.

	“That’s right, whatever diet you’re on probably doesn’t include them… as if any diet I know of would! Unfortunately.”

	Chad chuckled as he poured his own coffee. He really wanted to head back to his desk where he would be out of sight, but Robin was already sitting at one of the tables. He sat with her, cautiously, choosing a chair where his back would be to the table where the men were sitting. He sat down slowly and carefully again. The chair under him was hard plastic and even through all the padding on his backside, it hurt him more than the padded chair at his desk. He winced as he sat.

	“You ok?” Robin asked, noticing his tortured look.

	“Oh, yeah. It’s nothing.”

	“Like the nothing you were going to ask me about earlier?”

	“Just… nothing,” Chad replied. He took a sip of his coffee, and suddenly he couldn’t hold his pee back any longer. He let it out while he glanced at his watch. Twenty six minutes this time. Getting better!

	“I can’t believe we still haven’t got the go-ahead on this project,” Robin said.

	“Me either,” Chad replied. For the next few minutes, the two of them sat and talked about work and what they might be doing next. It was a very pleasant conversation for both of them… especially for Chad since nobody came in or made fun of him.

	Sudden movement quickly caught Chad’s attention as the men in the room stopped to refill their coffee cups. Chad was instantly concerned. None of the men in the company even came near him any more. He didn’t know these men by the coffee pot, but that didn’t matter. He wasn’t really in the mood for any humiliation just then… as if he ever was.

	The man at the coffee pot finished filling his cup, then turned around and smiled at Chad and Robin. “Uh oh!” Chad thought. “Here it comes.”

	The second man finished filling his cup and turned around too. Both men smiled charmingly at Robin and Chad, then carried their cups out of the room.

	Robin giggled and nudged Chad playfully. “He was eyeing you girlfriend.”

	Chad was a bit confused by their behavior and wasn’t completely sure. In fact, it was entirely possible that they had been eyeing him. We’re the men blind? Or was it possible that he looked so much like a woman now that he had fooled them?

	“They were pretty good looking too,” Robin added. “Which one did you like?”

	Chad looked at her like she was crazy. “Neither of them. I was scared shitless!”

	Robin giggled. “See, you don’t even have to be afraid of the men anymore… let alone the women.”

	Chad knew better though. The men would have nothing to do with him at all… and as for the women, they could be the cruelest of all. He gulped the rest of his coffee down in one big gulp. “Come on, let’s get out of here,” he said as he stood up.

	Robin was still giggling as they walked out. “How does it feel to know you’re making the men hot?” she teased as they entered the long hallway.

	Ugh! “Don’t make me laugh,” he replied, seriously.

	But Robin burst out laughing as they walked… which was just as well, because that was the exact point where Chad felt the suppository that Cassie had put up inside of him going to work. Yuck! And there was no stopping it… not that he even tried. By the time they got back to his desk, he was more worried than ever about his diaper rash getting worse – and he had no way to change himself. It was going to be a very long afternoon for sure!

	 


Chapter 25 (Tuesday – week 4 Part 5 of 6)

	The first line of the text message from Mel told him to go straight to her apartment after work. The second line told him to not bother getting changed. And the last line said, don’t be late! But Chad didn’t follow those directions exactly. He was too worried about his diaper rash, which now felt worse than ever since he had messed himself after lunch.

	He made a quick stop at a drug store first. He knew he had to hurry, so he grabbed his purse and hurried in. He looked up and down the aisle of baby products. So many creams. Which ones were best for diaper rash?

	Having no idea what to buy, he quickly went back to the pharmacy to see if he could get some help. He was lucky to find a pharmacist who wasn’t too busy. The pharmacist looked at him pleasantly – at first. Then, before Chad could ask his question, the man’s face changed to astonishment. Still, he was fairly polite when he asked if he could help.

	“What’s the best thing to use on diaper rash?” Chad blurted out quickly.

	The face of the pharmacist showed even more surprise. Chad wasn’t sure if it was because of his question or because of his male voice… or both. But at least the pharmacist remained polite and quickly made several suggestions. Chad hurried back to the aisle where the creams were and grabbed the first one he could find that had been suggested.

	He hurried to the cash register to pay for it. The woman there ogled him from the moment she caught sight of him. Her teasing tone of voice irritated Chad the entire time he stood there, but there was nothing he could do about it – as usual.

	As soon as he could, he ran for his car and drove quickly home. Did he have time to shower and change? Mel had said not to. She had said to go directly to her place. But he needed to change… badly! His rash needed attention right away. What should he do? What should he do?

	He was getting panicked over the situation. Mel would be home any minute! Realizing that, he ran out of his apartment towards her apartment. As he did, he caught sight of her car pulling into the parking space below. At least she was home. Instead of going into her apartment, he waited – impatiently – outside her door for her to get there.

	“You’re just getting home?” she asked, surprised to see him there.

	“I had to stop at the drug store,” he explained. “Um, Mistress. I’ve got…”

	“Diaper rash?” she finished for him with a slight chuckle.

	He was rather ashamed of the fact, but it was the painful truth. “Yes, Mistress,” he admitted as she opened her door and he followed her inside. He figured that Cassie must have told her.

	“Don’t worry, I stopped at the drug store too,” she said as she held up a small bag she had in her hands. “Go start getting undressed in the bathroom,” she instructed. “Let’s get you fixed up.”

	Chad didn’t usually undress as fast as he did then, but itchy pain and the hope of a little relief can be a powerful motivator. Mel had him take a shower as soon as he was completely naked, being careful to not hurt his backside any more than she had to, while at the same time making sure he was completely clean.

	Once he was out of the shower, she helped to dry him off, taking extra care around his rash and examining it carefully. His backside wasn’t just red, it was full of little bumps that were obviously highly irritated. “It looks like you’ve got it bad,” she noted with a bit of amusement.

	“It hurts… a lot!”

	“I’ll bet it does,” she replied with a slight chuckle. Chad couldn’t see anything the least bit funny about his situation.

	Instead of using the cream that Chad had bought, Mel used her own. He winced and hissed through his teeth the moment she started spreading it over the rough red area, but he forced himself to stand still and let her work on it. A few minutes later, he was on his back while she taped two fresh diapers onto him. He actually realized he felt better the moment the diapers were in place. They didn’t exactly feel good against his rash, but the diapers felt very comforting and normal to have back on again.

	Once his plastic panties were back in place, Mel had him follow her into her room again. Since she hadn’t told him to bring his maid’s uniform, Chad figured that he’d be once again wearing one of the silly costumes she had gotten him last week. So he wasn’t the least bit surprised when she told him to sit down on the bed while she stuck the frilly socks with the blue lace on his feet again. The socks were soon followed by the blue little-girl shoes.

	He waited for her to bring out one of the dresses with the outrageously full skirts for him to wear, but instead, she brought out a new dress. “See what I’ve got for you for today?” she said as she held it up for him to see. Chad looked at the dress she was holding and immediately felt the pressure directly in his groin where he would have gotten hard – if he could have gotten hard. Just the sight of the dress immediately sent waves of horror, humiliation, and excitement throughout him. It was obviously the most babyish looking dress he could imagine. While it didn’t have a super-full skirt fluffing straight out all around it like the other dresses she had put him in so far, it did look to be very loose and the material looked soft. In fact, it really looked like it would be fairly comfortable to wear. The pink checked design over most of it set the frilly white top off perfectly. Even the two bows he saw on the front seemed to add to his humiliation-excitement. Then he noticed one other thing about the dress – it looked awfully short! And suddenly he noticed the first tiny stings from the teeth inside of his chastity device. Oh no!

	Mel had him stand up and she quickly pulled it over his head. He automatically put his arms into the short puffy sleeves as she pulled it into place. As she buttoned it up in the back for him, he tried to look down at himself. The dress was very light and soft… sensual. Yet the design was so babyish that it made him feel extremely babyish to have it on. The teeth in his chastity device began hurting a bit more. He did his best to ignore the pain though, and ran his hands down the soft material from under his glued on breasts to the hem of the dress… and then he realized that his fingernails were touching his diapers below the hem. He felt further around the bottom of the dress with horror. The dress only came about halfway down to the bottom of his diapers. Anybody who looked at him would see his diapers – easily! Another surge of horror, humiliation, and excitement ran through him. The wicked teeth from his chastity device began sending major pain into him. It was a good thing that nobody other than Mel… and maybe Cassie or Sandy… would see him in it. That thought alone saved him from going crazy. The dress was for privacy… and only privacy – like the other dresses she had bought him! But the brief thought of wearing it in front of someone else, showing off how much of a baby he was, sent an additional moment of sexual thrill throughout him.

	“It’s a shame the shoes don’t match,” Mel said with a bit of disappointment as she was looking him over. “But I guess they’ll just have to do.”

	Chad did his best to ignore his pain and looked down at his blue shoes with the blue socks. He supposed they really weren’t the right ones for the pink checked design of the dress. Yet they still looked so positively childish. He took a few steps over to where he could see himself in her mirror. The dress was everything he both hoped it wouldn’t be – and hoped it would be! Totally babyish! And there was no missing the nursery print on his plastic panties peeking out below it! The breast forms that were stuck on his chest pushed the front of the dress out more than it probably should have been. They actually spoiled the babyish affect – somewhat. Yet the sight added another element to his feelings of humiliation. He reached down to grab his crotch as the pain from his chastity device increased yet again. The pain in front of him was actually worse than the pain on his backside. He looked back at Mel as if to ask what he was supposed to do about everything.

	Mel enjoyed watching him look at himself in the mirror for a moment. He really was funny looking and it was clear to see that he was totally humiliated by the dress… and obviously turned on too – not that he could do anything about that. But there was something missing from his outfit. Something… She had it! “Wait there,” she said as she hurried out of the room. She came back a minute later and shoved his pacifier into his mouth. She stepped back with a look of total satisfaction. “Much better!”

	Chad looked at himself in her mirror once again. Now, with the pacifier added, he looked more babyish than ever – there could be no denying that. And worse, that’s just how he felt – babyish! Pain… major pain… front and back! And what could he do about it? Nothing!

	“Ok Sissy, into your corner for a while,” Mel said as she left her bedroom again.

	“Now?” Chad asked through the pacifier in his mouth. “You don’t want me to fix dinner for you?”

	“Not tonight. You’ve got other plans tonight.”

	Other plans? What was she talking about? Wondering what was going on, he slowly walked out to his corner, put his feet over the bar and leaned into the corner. He was trying hard to not think about his humiliation, or his pain, hoping that both would subside. Standing on the bar in his corner was becoming very routine for him and eventually he could think better again. What plans was she talking about? What was going on tonight?

	He suddenly heard Mel talking and realized she was on the phone with someone. “Ok, Sandy. He’s changed and all set… Great I’ll be waiting.”

	A minute later there was a knock on the door, Chad wondered if he was supposed to answer it, but fortunately he heard Mel opening the door almost immediately. “Hi Mel,” he heard Sandy’s voice say. Sandy! That figured. He realized that he hadn’t heard anything about Cassie, so for once Sandy was alone.

	“You’re going to love the new dress I’ve got him in,” Mel said as the two women walked toward Chad’s corner. “Wait till you see it!”

	Chad heard the two women stop nearby. He made sure to remain extra still in his corner while they were so near. But they weren’t saying anything… yet. Still, he waited – impatiently.

	Sandy giggled. “I can see his diapers and plastic panties under it.”

	“It is a bit short,” Mel replied. But there was plenty of humor in her voice.

	“Short and sweet… and perfect!” Sandy proclaimed. “I love it. Let’s see the whole thing now.”

	“It get’s even better from the front,” Mel replied. “Ok, Sissy. Turn around.”

	Sandy watched as Chad carefully pulled himself out of his corner and off of the bar he was standing on. As he turned to face her, she couldn’t help but to let out a laugh. After just coming out of the corner, and with the pacifier in his mouth – plus the added affect of the whole dress, he looked totally bewildered and… well, childish. She watched as he blinked and some of the bewildered look quickly left his face. But it didn’t change his appearance all that much, he still looked like a big baby. A very big baby. But there was really no other way to describe him other than as… a baby! “I love it!” Sandy exclaimed. “It’s the best dress yet!”

	“Yeah,” Mel admitted. “I hate that the shoes don’t match, but they’re the best we had.”

	“Oh, they’re not so bad. Much better than heels with that outfit.”

	“That’s what I thought.”

	“Ok, Sissy,” Sandy said, “time to go.”

	Go? Chad didn’t really want to go anywhere.

	Sandy and Mel headed toward the kitchen. Chad followed them.

	“I put the things you asked for in this bag,” Mel said as she handed a small plastic bag to Sandy. “Are you sure you don’t need any baby food?”

	“I’m sure. I’ve got plenty!” Sandy replied with a wicked look back at Sissy.

	Baby food! Chad’s stomach was already growing queasy just thinking about it. And worse, she said she had plenty! And worse… he was sexually thrilled by the idea.

	Sandy walked over to the highchair and started to pick it up. “Wait a minute! You carry this,” she ordered.

	Chad wasn’t the least bit happy about it, but he did as he was told and picked up the highchair and carried it toward the front door. With the big tray on it, the chair was fairly heavy.

	Sandy was waiting for him next to Mel’s front door. “Wait a minute,” she said directly to Chad. “Put that thing down.” Chad did as he was told, gratefully. The chair was awkward to carry. “We’ve got to go over some of the basic ground rules for tonight.”

	Ground rules? Now what?

	“First of all, like it or not, you’re going to be a complete baby tonight! Secondly, from the moment you enter my apartment, you can no longer walk or talk… got that?”

	Chad nodded.

	“Good! You crawl and babble like a baby and nothing else! Or you get punished… and I’m going to make sure you don’t like whatever I do to you! Any questions?”

	Chad first shook his head, but before Sandy could continue, he did think of something. “Why?” he asked.

	She smiled wickedly at him. We’ll discuss that along with other things later. Well… actually the only part of the discussion that anyone will be able to understand will be whatever I say… you will only be able to babble like the cute little baby that you’ve got locked up inside you.”

	Locked up inside him? Chad figured he had lots of things locked up inside of him just then – especially a horribly monstrous sexual need. And it sounded like tonight was only going to pile more of that need on top of what was already there!

	“Now pick up that chair and let’s go,” Sandy ordered as she opened the door. “Bye Mel.”

	Chad stared wide-eyed at Mel as he picked up the highchair and walked out. What was he getting himself into?

	“Don’t worry, Sissy,” Mel said as he walked past her. “I’ll be checking on you off and on all night. Bye-bye.” And with a cute little wave and a chuckle, she closed her door behind him.

	Chad carried the heavy highchair past his own apartment, all the way to Sandy’s place. She was waiting for him there. She put her key into the lock and opened her door and went in. Chad carried the highchair inside, but he couldn’t take it very far, Sandy was standing directly in his way, preventing him from going in any further. She was glaring at him. He set the chair down and immediately got down on the floor.

	“Better,” she said as she finally closed the door behind him. Then she walked off toward her kitchen, leaving him alone, right where he was. “Now what am I supposed to do?” he wondered.

	Sandy didn’t come back right away, so, bored and curious, he crawled toward the kitchen. He felt like such a fool… and a baby. He was more conscious of the pacifier in his mouth with every foot that he crawled. The dress he was wearing draped way down and constantly brushed his knees as he crawled. He had to be careful not to trip over it… even crawling. How did real babies manage these things?

	He finally got to where he could see all the way into the kitchen. Sandy was there doing something up on the counter that he couldn’t see from where he was on the floor.

	“There’s the good little baby,” Sandy squealed in an excited voice – as if she were talking to a real baby.

	Chad wanted to roll his eyes at her obviously stupid tone of voice, but he caught himself just in time. It probably wouldn’t be a good idea to make her mad… especially so early in the evening.

	Sandy walked back around from the counter toward him with a stupid grin on her face the whole time. As stupid as the grin on her face was, Chad felt even more stupid sitting and crawling on the floor like he was. “Hi baby,” Sandy said, still with the silly tone of voice. “Did you come to see what Auntie Sandy is doing for you?”

	Chad figured it was a good thing he wasn’t supposed to talk, because any comment he would have made just then would have only gotten him into trouble.

	But Sandy walked past him, then turned to look at him. “Come, baby. Can you follow me into the living room? I’ve got all your toys laid out for you in here. Come on, baby. You can do it.”

	Geez! She was really laying it on thick! But Chad dutifully crawled behind her into the living room while she called her encouraging words all the way. In the living room, Chad saw that she had laid a blanket out on the rug once again… obviously just for him. And the blanket was again loaded with all the baby toys she had bought before, and it looked like a few more.

	“There you go, baby. Now you just play here real nice with your toys. And don’t forget to talk to them.”

	Yuck! She wasn’t going to make this easy for him. That much was for sure. He picked up one of the bright plastic blocks and held it up. “Gaanniigg,” he mumbled incoherently past his pacifier.

	Sandy leaned down. “Such a good little baby!” she proclaimed. “Now you just stay there and play while I get your dinner ready.”

	Chad was actually glad to see her walk off. His only problem now was that he was sure she would be listening to make sure he continued to “talk” to his toys. God! What fun! He felt more stupid and babyish than ever as he picked up this toy or that and made some kind of stupid sound at it. “Babyish enough for you?” he mentally screamed.

	Sandy came back a little while later, all smiles. “Oh what a good baby you’ve been. Is the good baby ready for din-dins?” Chad made yet another mental effort not to roll his eyes at her language. He wondered if nodding his head counted as talking. But the truth was, he wasn’t sure if he was ready for “din-din.” Baby food didn’t really sound very appetizing to him just then. But a big thick juicy steak? Now that would really hit the spot!

	“Come along, baby. Let’s go to the kitchen.” Chad crawled behind her all the way into the kitchen. He noticed that she had moved the highchair for him and by the time he got there, she had the tray off and was waiting for him. “Ok, baby. Climb up,” she coaxed, still as if she were talking to a real baby.

	Chad climbed up into the highchair and tried to settle himself in the hard seat so his diaper rash wouldn’t hurt. Unlike Mel, Sandy was careful to strap him in with the seatbelt. “Hands down in your lap, Baby,” she instructed before she put the tray into place. Chad wasn’t happy about that command at all. It meant that his hands would be totally useless while he ate. But having no choice, he kept his hands in his lap while Sandy pushed the tray tightly into place.

	A minute later, Chad had a bib tied around his neck and watched as Sandy brought the divided dish, piled with baby food, over to him. “Mmmm… doesn’t it look yummy?’ she asked as she set the dish on his tray.

	Chad looked at the food in his dish. Yummy? Not really. It looked colorful – very colorful. But as to yummy… not at all! He knew from experience that it was a bit hard to tell the taste of one baby food from another since it was all rather bland. Why couldn’t he have steak instead?

	Sandy scooped up a spoonful with the tiny baby spoon and held it out toward his mouth. “Open wide… Here comes the airplane…” Oh brother!

	His dinner was about halfway gone when the tone of Sandy’s voice changed and she suddenly began talking to him more like a real person – as she continued to shovel the mostly tasteless baby mush into his mouth. “You know, I’ve got something special lined up for you tonight.”

	Chad wondered what she could possibly have for him to do that was so “special.” Sitting on a blanket in her living room, making stupid noises at his toys wasn’t exactly what he would call “special.”

	“I got the idea last week, and since Mel gave me the go-ahead, I’ve done lots of research.”

	Research? What research could she possibly need to do? The only research he was really interested in was how to cure his diaper rash as quickly as possible.

	“I’ve been downloading stuff from the internet all week and editing it all just for you.”

	Just for him? Now Chad was really curious. And downloading from the internet? It no longer sounded like she was planning on him just sitting in her living room and playing with the toys she had.

	That was the point though where he heard the front door open and Cassie and Mel walked in together. They were both carrying bags from Chad’s favorite fast-food restaurant. “I got you your usual,” Cassie said as she set her bag on the counter and started pulling stuff out of it. Mel set her bag on the table and pulled a hamburger and some fries out and set them on the table in front of her. Chad’s senses were suddenly assaulted by the smell of very good hamburgers.

	“Great!” Sandy replied. “I’m starving!” Then she shoved another spoonful of mush into Chad’s mouth.

	 


Chapter 25 (Tuesday – week 4 Part 6 of 6)

	Yuck! Being forced to eat tasteless baby food while everyone else around him had delicious hamburgers… and fries… was not exactly pleasant! Chad eyed every hamburger and every pile of fries enviously.

	“Aw,” Sandy said, noticing him looking at the food that had just been delivered. “Does the baby wish he could have a big ol’ yummy hamburger?”

	Chad nodded his head. He would have said “yes,” but his mouth was still full of baby food. But Sandy saw him nodding his head and she suddenly looked cross. She quickly turned around to the counter behind her and picked up a wooden spoon. “Babies don’t talk, and they don’t answer by nodding their heads!” she said crossly. Then she brought the wooden spoon down hard on Chad’s knee.

	“Ow!” Chad exclaimed, totally surprised.

	Sandy started hitting him over and over again on his legs with the spoon. “Babies don’t say ‘ow!’ either,” she yelled as she kept hitting him. “They cry when they’re hurt!”

	Chad had a plea for her to stop already on the tip of his tongue, but fortunately he held it there. Locked into the chair as he was, there was no way he could defend himself as she kept slapping him with her spoon. He just wanted her to stop! But if he said anything it would only bring him more pain! His plea for her to stop went no further than the look on his face.

	“Don’t you dare use another adult word!” Sandy cautioned as she waved the spoon directly at his face.

	Chad backed down and said nothing. His eyes were wide with surprise. He saw Cassie smirking softly behind Sandy. Then he realized that Mel was chuckling slightly. Didn’t anybody have any sympathy for him? Geez!

	All three women sat at the table with their meals and began eating. Between bites of her own sandwich, Sandy continued to occasionally stuff the baby food into Chad’s mouth. Otherwise, he felt completely ignored as the women talked among themselves.

	His baby food was gone long before Sandy finished her own meal. Paying only partial attention to him as she talked with Mel and Cassie, Sandy got up and wiped his face with his bib, then she took it off of him. She took the tray off and unbuckled him before she finally spoke to him. “Ok, Baby. Go back to your toys. I’ll be there with your bottle in a minute.”

	Chad got down out of the highchair gratefully. At least he could get further away from the smell of the food they were eating. He almost took a step while still on his feet, but fortunately, he remembered just in time and got down on his hands and knees… and crawled like the baby he was supposed to be – back into the living room.

	Did he have to pick up the toys and talk to them? The women were still sitting at the table talking and ignoring him.

	“I don’t hear the baby playing,” Sandy called from the kitchen.

	Geez! She wasn’t going to give him a break. Still feeling just as stupid as ever about it, he picked up one of the colorful shapes from the blanked and mumbled something incoherent at it.

	A minute later, Sandy brought him a bottle of milk. He wasn’t exactly happy to see it, but at least it would be something to wash away the taste of the baby food. Unfortunately, as soon as he put the bottle to his mouth, he realized that it didn’t contain milk… it held baby formula instead. Sandy didn’t even stick around to watch him drinking it, which he did hesitantly. The formula tasted oddly sweet to him, adding yet a worse taste on top of the baby food.

	A short while, later, Chad heard Sandy saying goodbye to both Mel and Cassie. From the way they were talking, it sounded like they’d both be back in a little while.

	While he was still finishing his bottle, Sandy found her laptop and set it down on the edge of his blanket. He was curious now as he watched her plugging it in. So curious, that he stopped drinking his formula. Fortunately, Sandy didn’t mention it – he was tired of the sickly taste anyway.

	Sandy laid down on the blanket in front of her laptop and turned it on. “Ok, come over here, Baby, and look at this.”

	Chad set his bottle down gratefully and crawled over to her. He laid down on his stomach next to her where he could see the computer screen. As soon as the computer was ready, she opened a folder on the computer desktop. Chad noticed that it was filled with video files.

	“I figured,” Sandy said in a surprisingly friendly tone of voice, “that since you liked the baby thing so much, that it only made sense for you to learn more about it. I mean… I figured you should know how babies really behave and talk and stuff.” She double clicked on one of the files and Chad saw her video player start to open. “So I downloaded all these videos of babies. The ones were going to look at tonight just deal with some of the different sounds that they make.”

	The video player started playing what looked like a home video clip of somebody’s baby. Sandy turned the sound way up on the computer so he could hear the sounds the baby was making. It was a short clip and ended quickly.

	“Ok,” Sandy said, “I’ll play the clip again and you try to duplicate the sounds the baby makes.”

	Chad was still shocked that she had come up with this plan… and was carrying it through. By the time the quick video ended, he just barely realized that she was expecting a response from him – and he hadn’t really paid all that much attention to what kind of sound the baby in the video had made. He opened his mouth and let out a soft, “Aaahhh.”

	“Oh come on!” Sandy complained. “You can do better than that! Now listen carefully.”

	She played the video again, and this time, Chad caught a bit more. He tried to duplicate it, but all he got was the basic sound.

	Sandy wasn’t the least bit satisfied. She pointed at the video. “Look at that baby! He’s putting effort into making that sound. He wants to make a statement of some kind. Now put some feeling into it!”

	Chad tried making the sound again, only this time louder and more like he really wanted to do it. He was surprised at the results. He was particularly surprised to see Sandy smiling.

	“Better,” she said approvingly. “Much better.” She moved on to the next video.

	Chad watched five more videos of babies making short sounds, each time trying to duplicate them. Most of the sounds were surprisingly difficult to make. Sandy vowed she’d give him plenty of practice though.

	The next video was a longer one though, much longer. It showed a baby playing and talking for a very long time. Sandy rolled over on her side and just watched Chad as he was looking at the video. When it ended, he looked at her. What did she expect him to do? It was a long film and the baby had just kept talking and making a ton of different noises.

	But Sandy’s mind wasn’t totally on the baby sounds just then. “You know,” she began, “Mel and Cassie love the cross-dressing thing you’re into. They really do – a lot. But me… for some reason I’m more fascinated by the fact you like being a baby. I don’t know why that is. Maybe it’s because I had to spend so much time taking care of my brothers while they were growing up – and I resented it so much.

	“I think it’s so interesting… not to mention silly… that you like wearing the diapers. I really can’t see why you would! I mean… it’s so stupid! And don’t you hate being wet and messy and smelly all the time?”

	Chad wondered if he should answer or not. This time he chose to be silent.

	“Damn,” Sandy continued. “I can’t think of anything more embarrassing than a grown man running around in diapers, pretending to be a baby! It’s got to be sooo… embarrassing! And the fact that you’re really doing it fascinates me. And, I hate to say it… it turns me on a bit too.

	“Yeah, I love seeing you in your dresses and pretending to be a woman too, I really do. But damn, it’s seeing you acting like a baby that really interests me. And making you act like even more of a baby… well, it just makes it better and better. When you leave tonight and Cassie gets home… well, let’s just say I can’t wait!

	“And how about you? I know Mel has that thing locked on you so you can’t get any… satisfaction. But do the diapers really turn you on that much? Do you really like wetting yourself all the time?”

	She had been talking so sincerely, so casually, that Chad didn’t even think about not answering. “The truth is,” he replied, “I never would have believed that I like wetting them so much. It feels so good…” He wanted to say more, but the sudden look of anger on Sandy’s face was positively frightening.

	Faster than he could have imagined, she was on her feet and running into the kitchen. She was back in a flash with her wooden spoon and Chad suddenly found himself the victim of blow after blow, all over his body. And Sandy wasn’t holding back in the least! “I warned you not to talk! Babies don’t use adult words. That’s what tonight is all about! You’re a baby! You talk like a baby!”

	Everywhere Chad tried to use his hands to stop her from hitting him, only made her move quickly to some other exposed area of his body. “Ow!” he said over and over again. “Stop it!” But his complaints had just the opposite affect.

	“I told you before that babies don’t say ow!” Sandy yelled as she kept hitting him. “They cry when they’re hurt!”

	Chad was surprised that a simple wooden spoon could hurt so much. And he did want to cry but he just wasn’t quite there yet. Fortunately, Sandy slowed down and with a few final strokes so he would remember it, she stopped. She set the wooden spoon down on the blanket where she could reach it quickly and turned back to her computer. She opened up another video. “This is how babies express pain!” The video showed a mother slapping the hand of a small baby in a highchair. The baby instantly had a very hurt look on its face and started crying. When the video ended, she played it through again. “Now you do it!”

	Chad was totally surprised. And worse, he realized she was serious. When he hesitated too long, she reached for her wooden spoon. Fear motivated Chad into action. Before she could hit him with it again, he let out a small, fake cry. Not much like the baby, but it was an effort anyway.

	“Not very good!” Sandy declared. “Here, watch it again.”

	Just as with the other baby sounds, Chad had to endure trying to imitate the crying sounds too. And not just for when the baby was hurt. She had videos that showed babies who were hungry, babies who needed changing, and babies who were crying for reason’s nobody knew. And every baby and every reason had a different crying sound.

	Chad was actually glad when Mel and Cassie came back a little while later. Anything for a break from practicing crying! “How’s he doing?” Mel asked.

	“Not so great,” Sandy said, sounding fairly dissatisfied. “This is going to take more work than I thought. I’m trying to teach him some different crying sounds right now, but I think he probably needs some better motivation. He’s only making sounds with no reason behind them.”

	“Like what?” Mel asked, trying to get a better idea of what Sandy was talking about.

	“Like when he’s hurt, or when he needs changing, or whatever.”

	“Is his diaper rash a reason for hurting or needing changing?” Mel asked.

	Sandy brightened. “Definitely!”

	“Here,” Mel said as she walked closer. “Let me try something.”

	Before Chad knew what was going on, Mel was kneeling down next to him. And suddenly… she was yelling at him! “You’re not showing Sandy how much of a baby you really are?” Before he could fully react, she brought her hand down hard, right on top of his well padded backside. Her hand hitting his thick diapers wouldn’t have normally done much, but he certainly felt the diaper rash under his diapers hurting a lot more. Over and over again, she hit his backside while yelling how disappointed she was. The diaper rash hurt him a lot, but it was the fact that Mel was somehow disappointed and mad at him that really got to him. Mommy Mel wasn’t happy with him again. And just as the hypnotic programming had taught him, the reactions he had once had as a small baby came back. He let out a sob… then another one… then more. And by the time she finished spanking him, he was crying… just like the baby he was.

	Sandy’s eyes were wide. “Wow! Look at him… he’s really crying. And he does cry like a baby… for real!” She looked straight at Mel. “How’d you do that?”

	Mel shrugged as she got to her feet again. She didn’t want to tell her about what Gloria was doing with him… at least not in front of him. “I guess because he belongs to me. He knows he has to please me.” She looked down at Chad who was still lying on the blanket crying his eyes out and spoke sternly. “I suggest you try harder now to do whatever Sandy tells you to… or else!”

	Her words and tone of voice caused Chad to cry harder again. All he could think about was that Mel wasn’t happy with his behavior. He felt like even more of a child than ever… especially now since he was crying again! And he couldn’t help crying. It was as if the crying he had done last night had opened something up in him. He couldn’t help it!

	He struggled to sit up despite the pain from his diaper rash. Tears were streaming uncontrollably down his face. The women were all watching him crying… acting like a total infant. He knew he had to look ridiculous, but he couldn’t help it. He was crying like a baby… making him even less of a man! He was a baby, baby, baby! And a sissy, sissy, sissy! He cried harder still.

	“Ok, ok! Enough already!” Sandy proclaimed. But Chad was still feeling so sorry for himself that he couldn’t stop crying yet. Sandy looked up at Mel, “God, I never thought he was that much of a baby.”

	Mel had a very satisfied look on her face though. “He didn’t used to be, but he certainly is now.” She thought about some of the things she had put him through in the last month, and certainly Gloria’s hypnotic training had helped. But Mel was still more elated than ever to see where it had finally taken him.

	“No doubt about it,” Sandy proclaimed. She turned her attention back to Chad. “Ok! Enough already!” She picked up his bottle with what was left of the formula she had given him to drink earlier. “Here, drink this! Maybe it will help.”

	Chad grabbed the bottle, and began sucking on it. He didn’t like the taste of the formula in it, but the sucking felt good and helped to calm him. All three women watched him as he sat on the blanket, dressed like a baby, surrounded by baby toys, sucking on a baby bottle. He wanted to cry again. Once again he felt lower than he had ever felt before. He felt totally humiliated. And then to make matters worse, the formula finally stimulated his need to pee. Already feeling like such a baby, he let it out immediately… and started crying again because it made him feel even more humiliated and drove home even more what he had become… a baby. A complete, total, sissy, baby! And these women weren’t going to let him be anything else.

	“Now what’s he crying about?” Sandy asked… staring at him in amazement.

	“I don’t know,” Mel replied, equally mystified. “Maybe he needs changing.”

	Sandy looked up at her. “Couldn’t be! He never cried for that before when he was wet. Besides, he just told me he loves to wet himself.” She looked back and forth from Mel who was mystified and just shrugged her shoulders, to Chad who was still trying to stifle his crying.

	“You wanted him to be a baby for you tonight,” Cassie said. “So treat him like one.”

	Sandy looked at Chad. His crying was finally coming to an end, as was the formula in his bottle. His face looked a mess from all the crying he had done. She took the bottle from him. “Lay down, baby and let me check your diapers.”

	Chad was in no mood to be anything but compliant after being punished – and especially after all the crying he had just done. Besides, he was wet. A moment later Sandy wiggled her finger up inside his diapers through the leg opening to feel around. “Well, he is wet, but it would be hard to believe that he was crying because of that.”

	“Why don’t you just ask him?” Cassie suggested.

	“Because he’s just a baby and can’t talk yet!” Sandy replied vehemently back.

	Cassie rolled her eyes. “Come on Mel, let’s go back to your place and finish up.”

	Mel nodded. “Have fun,” she told Sandy. She looked down at Chad and pointed her finger. “And you better make sure I don’t have to come back and punish you again!”

	Chad was shocked. And worse, her threat made more of an impression in him than he thought it would. As he watched her walking out, all he could think about was how far he had sunk.

	“Ok, baby,” Sandy said. “Let’s get back to work.”

	Chad looked around him at the toys scattered on the blanket. He saw the hem of his dress and the little girl shoes and socks on his feet. The bottle that Sandy had taken from him was lying nearby, and he felt himself wanting it. He was a baby. And Sandy was trying to make him even more of one… if that was possible.

	The sight of his bottle triggered something inside of him and he desperately found himself wanting something to suck on. He stuck his thumb in his mouth instead, then pulled it out again. His long fingernail was a major nuisance. But he still needed something, so despite his long nail, he stuck what he could of his thumb back into his mouth and started sucking on it. Sandy’s small chuckle startled him. He felt even more embarrassed when he saw the amused look on her face. Embarrassed, he pulled his thumb back out again and laid down where he could see her computer again. He had sunk so low… so damn low. He felt like a total baby… and a total sissy!

	Sandy went back to having him study different baby sounds again, but not crying anymore. Every time she talked to him, and especially when he thought she wanted answers, he was careful to not say anything… except once in a while to repeat a baby sound when he thought he should.

	He was really glad when Sandy finally decided she’d had enough and packed up her laptop. Chad had decided he’d had enough before they had even started. Sandy left him to “practice” with his toys for a while. His stupid baby sounds sounded even more babyish now. Something he wasn’t all that glad to realize. He was sinking lower and lower, and yet… the realization of just how much of a sissy baby he was becoming still fueled his sexual excitement as never before. Damn! If he could just get some relief! But his super thick diapers, and especially the chastity device, killed all but the thought of that.

	Sandy came back a few minutes later with another bottle for him, again more baby formula. He wasn’t all that glad to see it, but he sucked on the nipple gratefully, just for something to suck on.

	He heard the door open again as Mel and Cassie came back from whatever they had been doing. “How’s it going,” Mel asked as she spotted Chad now drinking his bottle.

	“Much better,” Sandy declared happily as she came out of the kitchen.

	“Any more crying problems?”

	“Uh… We didn’t get back into that.”

	Mel giggled, then had to wait as Sandy walked right up to Cassie and planted a big kiss on her lips. Mel saw her whisper something, then kiss her quickly one more time. As the two women separated, Mel couldn’t help but notice the look between their faces. She stayed quiet though, she didn’t want to get that far into their private life.

	“So are you done with him for tonight?” Mel finally was able to ask.

	“Just about,” Sandy replied. “I was just going to change him for the night and … well, you know.”

	Mel giggled. “Ok, I’ll go get something to dress him in while you get started.”

	Chad was still drinking his bottle a few minutes later when Sandy and Cassie both came over to him together. Sandy had a bunch of disposable diapers in her hands, along with the plastic bag that Mel had given her earlier. Cassie carried another bag.

	Sandy had him lay down on his back with his bottle while she started undressing him, completely. A few minutes later, Chad was totally naked except for his chastity device – and the bottle that was still in his mouth. Sandy reached into the bag and pulled out the new diaper rash lotion and spread it all over his front while Cassie looked on. Her hands weren’t as practiced as Cassie’s were, but Chad found himself enjoying her touch.

	His bottle was empty now, although he was still sucking on it – paying no attention to the fact that it was empty. Sandy finally pulled it away from him. “Roll over, Baby,” she said as she pushed gently on his side to help him. Chad rolled over, but as he was doing it, he caught a quick glimpse of Sandy and Cassie sharing one more quick kiss.

	He heard the door opening again and Mel announcing that she was back.

	“Just in time,” Cassie replied. Chad heard more giggling from all the women after that. Then a moment later, more giggling still, but Chad couldn’t hear or see any reason for it.

	He did feel Sandy carefully cleaning his backside with a wet washcloth. He could tell she was trying to be gentle over top of his diaper rash, but it still hurt. Then he felt her applying the new rash cream. It was cold to the touch and he jumped, but not much.

	“Ready?” he heard Cassie ask. Huh? For what? “Ok, Sissy. Knees up under you again. You know the position.”

	Chad knew exactly what was coming now. Once again, he got into the position he assumed every day at lunchtime when Cassie worked on his backside. Once again, he felt the hard point of whatever it was that she usually stuck inside of him – he had yet to see the thing though. And once again, he pushed against it, trying to get it inside of him. He felt it going in and felt a mental surge of excitement. He pulled away, then pushed back again. He was doing it again – fucking himself on her toy. Just like a total sissy! Why did he like this so much? And the answer was right there in front of him – because he was a sissy, and he couldn’t help it. He would have cried again, but he was too enthralled in the feelings coming from the ribbed toy Sandy was helping to move in and out of his asshole.

	More, more, more! He wanted more! He needed more! It felt so good! Yet, as always, it wasn’t enough. He would have peed right on her blanket if he felt any need, but the urge just wasn’t there. There was nothing else to feel except her toy going in and out – as good as it felt.

	Eventually, he grew tired and he felt her pull it all the way out of him. He sighed. It was over, finally. He heard one of them whispering something, then he felt a finger sticking something far up inside of him again. Another damn suppository. Yuck! He hated the damn things.

	“Roll over, Baby and let’s get you finished,” Sandy finally said. He rolled back over onto his back and laid still while she taped three disposable diapers onto him. “I wish I could put the cloth ones on you again,” she said as she did it, “but these are better with your diaper rash. He was actually grateful.

	Sandy dressed him in one of his onesies and popped his pacifier back into his mouth before she let him sit up – getting to his feet wasn’t allowed.

	“Ok, Baby,” Mel said. “Crawl to the door and let’s get you home. You’ve got another big day tomorrow.”

	Chad just looked at her. Another big day? What could she possibly have planned to ruin him further? Whatever it was, he was sure he wouldn’t like it. He crawled to the door while Mel grabbed the bag of things she had given to Sandy earlier. Mel opened the door and he crawled outside. “You can get up and walk now. It’s over.”

	Chad gratefully got to his feet. He wanted to ask something, but he was still afraid to talk. Mel led him to his own apartment and had him get into bed. She went to his refrigerator and brought back three more bottles of tea for him to drink.

	“Can I talk now?” he finally asked, taking a chance that she might let him.

	She giggled. “Of course. You’re not in Sandy’s apartment anymore.” Chad gave a big sigh of relief. “Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked.

	Chad thought about that for a moment. “Not really. I didn’t enjoy getting punished at all. I never do.”

	“How about the rest?”

	His answer surprised her. “I can’t believe how low I’ve sunk – so fast!”

	 


Chapter 26 (Wednesday – week 4 Part 1 of 6)

	Small. Insignificant. Worthless. Pathetic. Again and again his dreams hammered home how he felt about himself. Along with other emotions: unworthy, useless, stupid, perverted… defeated… unloved. He tossed and turned as much as his breast forms, chastity device, and overly bloated diapers would let him. Their constant confinement punctuated his dreams and increased his restlessness – as did the itchy irritation all across his backside from his diaper rash. Small, insignificant, pathetic. Unloved… Deserving of, and doomed to endure, the humiliation he felt even in his sleep… which now included the constant irritation and humiliation of diaper rash.

	Yet despite his feelings of self-pity, the images of himself wearing skirts and heels… and diapers, filled his dreams… and excited him beyond belief. They pulled him, over and over again, to the brink of waking up. And over and over again, still mostly asleep, he drifted back deeply into his dreams once again. Because even in his dreams, he knew he had no hope of relief – or even obtaining any of the pleasure he used to associate with those feelings of want and need. No hope. No feeling. Numb.

	Yet the need still resided throughout his entire body, driving his dreams relentlessly to show him, over and over again, the very things that fed his insatiable need. His unrelieved need was so great that it never let up. It was always present, at least in the background, of everything he could possibly dream. Unrelieved need. Raging excitement. All of it now leading to nowhere. No hope of the feelings he craved. No hope of relief. Only emotions that left him feeling nothing but insignificant and worthless. Restless sleep.

	The shocking volume of loud rock music pulled him out of one last dream where he crawled at the feet some unknown woman – who bore a striking resemblance to Mel. He opened his eyes, totally disoriented for a moment as the images of that powerful woman erased themselves from his mind. The feeling of self-pity lingered however as he stared uncomprehending at his blank ceiling.

	It was a moment before the irritating music made him realize that he had to do something about it. Wanting only blessed silence – and to go back to sleep again, he pulled himself to his feet where he could reach his pink clock radio and shut it off. The loud music suddenly ceased. Relief swept over him as silence returned. He glanced down at his blow-up mattress, wanting desperately to go back to it, but he was awake enough now to know that he couldn’t do that. It was another day. Another horrible day. Another day of servitude and total humiliation – from which he couldn’t escape.

	As he stood there, pondering his life and trying to make sense of it all, he felt himself suddenly wetting his already overly wet and messy diapers. Damn! Why didn’t he realize he had to go? The answer was simple – it was because his body was still too much asleep. And if he didn’t get moving and wake himself up fully, then it might happen again… or worse. And part of him really didn’t care at all – because he didn’t really mind wetting himself uncontrollably – he loved it in fact. But there were reasons out there that spelled out why he didn’t want to do it. Reasons that at that moment he didn’t care much about, but he knew he would care about them later.

	He suddenly realized that he had been unconsciously rubbing at the back of his diapers – trying desperately to quench the itch of the diaper rash that was invading his backside. But his diapers, even when dry, were far too thick for his rubbing to have any affect. And now… it was a totally useless motion. He concentrated on the itching under his soaked and messy diapers. It felt at least as bad as it did yesterday… possibly a bit worse. Probably because he had been wet and messy through most of the night.

	He gave one more wishful glance at his blowup mattress and forced himself to walk away from it, out of his bedroom and into his kitchen. Had Mel left him another note? Most of him hoped so, but part of him hoped that she didn’t – because all too often her notes meant more humiliation for him. And he had enough of that in his life already.

	Her note was right where it always was, right on his counter where he couldn’t miss it. It was very short. Three more bottles before he left for the morning, dress as usual, and one side note – from now on he had to include one of his waist cinchers as part of his normal everyday dress. Oh goody – Not!

	Still feeling nothing but self-pity and loathing for his life, he grabbed a bottle of Mel’s foul tea from his refrigerator and carried it out to his one and only chair to sit and drink it. It wasn’t till he tried to put the nipple into his mouth that he realized that he was still sucking on his pacifier. Damn! He just knew it was going to be one of those days!

	Mel woke up only minutes before her alarm buzzed. She turned it off before it could ring and swung her feet over the edge of the bed to sit on it. She breathed in deeply, feeling fairly good for once. She got to her feet and grabbed her robe, pulling it around her as she headed out to her kitchen. Fixing her morning coffee was so ingrained in her habits that she never gave it a moment’s thought. Instead, her mind was filled with thoughts that revolved around Sissy… or rather Chad… no, definitely Sissy!

	She smiled at the thought of some of the things she and Cassie had researched on the internet last night… and she blushed at the thought of some of the things that Cassie had talked her into ordering later. Had she really spent money on them? And especially on one embarrassing thing in particular? What kind of woman was she? It was unthinkable! Yet as she pulled a fresh mug out of her cabinet to pour her coffee into, she chuckled to herself. Yes, she had really bought it… even though just thinking about it made her feel dirty… but in a way, excited.

	With her coffee made, she poured herself a cup and carried it over to her desk. She sat in front of her laptop and took a sip. Mmmm. She powered up her computer and continued to sip at her coffee while she waited. She went into her email as soon as she could. Yes, there were the order confirmations. She opened each one, staring at the name of each item. Damn! She had really done it! She, the one who had always considered herself to be the “good” girl, had actually ordered each of those items. She checked the expected delivery dates on all of them. Since she was having them all delivered to her office so they wouldn’t sit exposed on her doorstep all day, she figured they would all arrive either Monday or Tuesday… an eternity to wait.

	Her only problem with having the packages come to her office was Andrea. She was really too embarrassed by what would be in each package for Andrea to know about them. Was there any way she could keep it all secret? Of course there was – if she simply didn’t tell Andrea what was in them. But Andrea was her friend too. In a way, it wasn’t right. But in this case, it was probably more right to be closed-mouthed and not tell her… or more polite anyway.

	Had she really ordered this stuff? The proof was right there in the emails in front of her. And further proof would be hers as soon as the packages arrived. She couldn’t wait!

	Chad was as naked as he was capable of getting as he stood in front of his closet and stared into it. What should he wear? Deciding what to wear was always a problem, but he hadn’t counted on having a further dilemma today. While he had been in the shower, he had remembered that he only had one pair of pants left that he could wear this week. Only one pair of pants till next Monday! And it was only Wednesday! That would mean wearing skirts on Thursday, Friday, Saturday, and Sunday… four days in a row! But he could break that up a bit if he wore a skirt to work today instead of tomorrow. Would it be better? That was his dilemma. Should he? Or shouldn’t he? Did he want to wear a skirt today – rather than tomorrow? Or not?

	The very thought of it, wearing a skirt to work again, made him nervous and scared – while at the same time it excited him immensely – which he didn’t really need. In the end, his choice came down to deciding to wear one four days in a row, or three. He finally decided that four days in a row was a bit much, even for a real woman. So he turned his attention in his closet to only his skirts. But now, what skirt outfit should he wear? His frustration built as he stared at what he had. He just wasn’t good at matching them up! He vowed that he’d ask Mel to help him with it later. But for now? He finally grabbed the same skirt and blouse outfit he had worn to work last Friday – only because he knew they were made to go together.

	With that decision out of the way, he tried to turn his thoughts back to getting ready for work again, but he couldn’t get the fact that he was actually going to be wearing a skirt to work again out of his mind. His diaper rash felt much the same to him as it had last night. Obviously the cream that Mel had bought wasn’t doing much good. Of course he didn’t know how long he had been laying in messy diapers all night. He had no recollection of messing them at all – as usual. He carefully coated himself very liberally with the new ointment he had bought yesterday, praying all the while that it would work… and quickly!

	Two disposable diapers, one with the cover slashed to let the wetness through, covered his rash and chastity device a few minutes later. A pair of plastic panties with nursery print characters all over it covered the diapers. The waist cincher was next, followed by another one of his all-in-one girdles. The girdle was so small and tight that it constantly pulled hard on his shoulders. It was a chore just to stand up straight in it.

	His pantyhose would have been next, but he remembered how difficult they were to get on yesterday. He chose to work on his makeup and hair next instead, taking his time so as to delay both the ordeal with the pantyhose and the ordeal of wearing a skirt for the rest of the day – he still found it very hard to believe that he was about to go to work in one again.

	With his hair still slightly damp from his shower, he rolled section after section around his curling iron and let them “cook.” Each time he removed the iron from his head, the hair sprang back into tight curls. Curls that spelled out “sissy” with each one that he created. But what was he going to do about it? It took a lot of time to do his entire head, but he was in no hurry. Sissy curls. Sissy curls. Sissy, sissy, sissy! He ignored the ever-present sexual urges that built up inside of him with each curl that he created as he worked to make himself even more of a sissy – because again, there was nothing he could do about it.

	With his hair out of the way, he turned to his makeup, covering his face with this and that. Spreading and blending. Adding color and texture. Removing – maleness. Finally, he was down to just needing his lipstick. He twisted the tube of lipstick open and was about to add it to his lips, when he paused and stared at himself in his bathroom mirror. The lipstick was the most blatant color he would be adding to his face. A close match to his super-long fingernails. Why was he doing this? Why was he deliberately showing the entire world how much of a sissy he was?

	It would have been easy to place the blame for that one on something like… because of the bet… or because Mel had ordered him to. But wallowing in self-pity as he had been all morning didn’t let him see anything but the plain truth. And the truth was, he was doing it all, because he had dreamed of doing it all his life. He had always dreamed of wearing girly clothes. And he had also dreamed of being in diapers and being helpless and babied. They were strange, conflicting yearnings that didn’t really belong together. Yet they all lived together deep inside of him. They had become so much a part of his very soul that it was impossible to separate his strange yearnings from the rest of him.

	Bottom line? He was doing it all because he wanted to. As much as he could try to deny it, the simple truth was that he was doing it all, because deep down, he really wanted to. He sighed and stared at the lipstick in his hand. There was no use delaying the inevitable any longer. Feeling even more self-pity, he applied his lipstick, blotted it, and stared at the results. Sissy!

	Battling with his pantyhose, actually proved to be a diversion from the thoughts that had invaded his brain while he had been doing his makeup. He had to fight to get the darn things on because his waist cincher wouldn’t let him bend easily enough to get them over his feet. How did women deal with wearing waist cinchers? Dumb question… they usually didn’t! It wasn’t till after he got the pantyhose on that he remembered thinking yesterday about not wearing pantyhose today. Too late now! He wasn’t about to try to take them off again – especially not after fighting so hard to get them on.

	He could delay it no longer. He grabbed the skirt and pulled it on, zipping it up at the side easily… too easily. Just as with his pants, the skirt hung a bit lower than he thought it would because of his compressed waist. But the skirt wouldn’t drag on the ground the way his pants would, so he just left it to hang a bit below his knees. He pulled the matching top on and stared at his reflection in the mirror. Was it acceptable? He only hoped so.

	He decided to go for at least one bit of comfort and slipped into his low-heeled shoes, noticing as he did so how really nice they felt compared to wearing much higher heels every day as he had been doing.

	It was time for the finishing touches. He went in search of his jewelry.

	Mel glanced at her clock and was a bit surprised. Where had the time gone? She had just sat down at her computer to work for a bit because she had had an idea about one of the cases she was working on… but that tiny idea had become a bigger idea, then it had blossomed into other ideas and areas. Now she had to hurry. It was almost time for Chad… or rather Sissy to get there.

	She ran into her kitchen and quickly started preparing his baby-food breakfast. She had no doubt that he hated the stuff, but tough! She knew it humiliated him and she rather enjoyed watching him suffer through it. Besides, it certainly wouldn’t hurt him.

	There was a small polite knock at her door. She glanced at her clock one more time as she ran to answer it. He was right on time. Good! She opened her door and got a bit of a surprise. While he was busy curtseying and greeting her, she noticed immediately that he was wearing a dress again. Wonderful! Although it was exactly the same outfit he had worn before. “Good morning, Sissy,” she returned happily as she stood back out of the way to let him in.

	Chad entered her apartment and set his purse and diaper bag down in their usual places under the table by her door. Then he stood where she could “inspect” him. As she looked him over carefully, Chad couldn’t help but notice the broad smile on her face, he figured it was because of the dress he was wearing.

	“You surprised me,” Mel said, as she turned and walked off toward her kitchen.

	Chad immediately followed. “Why? Because I’m wearing a skirt again?”

	“You got it!” she replied with a wicked look back over her shoulder toward him. “But I’m also surprised that you’re wearing the same outfit you wore last time. You’ve got lots of skirts and dresses in your closet. Why didn’t you pick something different?”

	Chad shrugged. “I don’t know what blouse goes with what skirt?” he replied with more than a bit of frustration.

	“What do you mean? You’ve got lots of possibilities there. We made sure of that when we were shopping.”

	“Yeah, there’s lots of stuff, but what can I wear with what?”

	Mel looked back at him as she continued to stir his baby cereal and just shook her head. She motioned toward his highchair. “Climb up.”

	Chad took the tray off of his seat and set it on the floor, leaning it up against the chair. Then he climbed awkwardly up into it, trying to settle himself so his diaper rash wouldn’t hurt too badly.

	Mel saw him wince and noticed his discomfort as she pulled one of his bibs out of a drawer. “Diaper rash still bad?”

	Chad sighed. “Yeah. It’s no better than yesterday. Mistress, can’t I go without the suppositories… at least just for a few days… at least till this rash clears up?”

	“No!” she answered flatly and final as she approached him with the bib.

	Chad didn’t even try to protest any more as she tied the bib around his neck. A minute later, the highchair tray was back in place and he was spooning the first of many tiny spoonfuls of the cereal into his mouth. If she wouldn’t let him go without the suppositories, then how was he going to clear up his diaper rash? He looked up at her as another idea hit him. “How about letting me have less bottles to drink for a few days? That might help.”

	“No!” Again her answer was plain and simple and final. “Just give it time and keep putting that ointment on it. It will clear itself up soon.”

	Chad made no answer as he spooned another tiny batch of the lousy cereal into his mouth. Mel wasn’t going to budge – on anything. He had a feeling that he was going to be doomed to suffering with the diaper rash for a very long time – because so far, the cream they had been using had done nothing at all.

	Mel stood behind her counter and watched him struggling with the tiny baby spoon to get the cereal into his mouth. Mostly, he was succeeding now. He was getting better than he used to be at using the infant spoon. “So you need some help sorting out some outfits to wear?”

	He looked up. “Yes… please! I just don’t have a clue.”

	She chuckled, “We’ll spend some time on it tonight.”

	He actually felt relieved. She was going to help. But as he shoved more of the baby cereal into his mouth, he realized that feeling relieved over what she was going to be helping him with was really very odd. It was strange that he was happy because she was going to be helping him select skirts and dresses he could wear to work! And he would be wearing them to work… eventually! And while he was still scared about it, he was excited by the idea too. Damn he needed some relief!

	 


Chapter 26 (Wednesday – week 4 Part 2 of 6)

	“Hi Chad,” Robin’s voice called breathlessly as she hurried past his cubicle. She was running a bit late… not that anyone would really care. But before she got fully into her own cubicle, she stopped short. Had she noticed his bare legs again as she walked past? She had the distinct impression that she did. Of course, she had been hurrying and had just barely glanced. With her arms still heavily loaded, she took a few steps backwards till she could just see into his cubicle again, and this time she quietly took a closer look. “Sissy! You’re all dressed up again. And that’s the same outfit you wore last week.”

	Chad turned around at the sound of her voice. He was startled because he hadn’t heard her come back. “Hi Robin,” he replied as he felt himself blushing. He looked briefly down at himself. “Is there something wrong with this outfit?” he asked, still unsure of himself.

	She stared at him, totally surprised at his question. “You’re a guy, who wear’s nothing but women’s clothes every day, and you’re asking if there’s something wrong?” She shook her head. “For what you are, it’s great!” She shook her head one more time and walked back to her own cubicle so she could unload all the things she had been carrying.

	Chad stared after her. For what he was? What did she mean by that? He got up and followed her around to her own cubicle. She had set a large pile of things down on her desk and was just opening her big bag as he got there. “What do you mean, for what I am?” he asked.

	She pulled her big mirror out of her bag to check her face, but before she could look into it, she stared at him instead, totally annoyed by his question. “What do I mean? Well look at you, for God’s sake! Obviously, you’re one of those stupid transvestite people. Only one who seems to carry things further than most that I’ve read about.” She looked at him more carefully. “Or are you really… what do they call themselves… transgendered or something? One of those men who are actually trying to change what sex they are. Because that’s what you seem to be!”

	Now it was Chad’s turn to be surprised. “Me? Transgendered? Is that what you think?”

	“Well what else am I supposed to think?” she asked testily. “It’s not exactly normal for a guy to suddenly turn up in women’s clothes and then that’s all he wears from then on.”

	Chad shook his head. He supposed what she thought only made sense. No doubt it was probably the impression he gave everyone. But because of the bet, he had no choice in the matter. “That’s not exactly it,” he said softly.

	“So what is it?” she asked, still agitated.

	He shook his head again. “It’s complicated. I don’t want to talk about it.”

	She almost threw the mirror in her hand at him. “Get out of here!”

	Chad quickly retreated back to his own cubicle. What was eating her today? Ok, maybe she had a right to be angry at him, but he still couldn’t explain anything to her. The last thing he wanted anyone else to know was about the diapers he had on under everything else… or even about the bet itself! He supposed he’d just have to keep giving everybody the impression that Robin already had. He smiled to himself. It was somewhat true. He did like wearing women’s clothes… deep down. It was totally humiliating… but he did like it.

	He turned and faced his computer. The email this morning had still not contained anything about the project they had been working on. So what was he supposed to do with himself again all day? He leaned back and laced his hands behind his head… and noticed his skirt, and his pantyhose covered legs. Damn! He was actually doing it again! He was actually wearing a skirt – at work! He still found it hard to believe.

	He stood up and looked down at his clothes. If he leaned over far enough, he could see past his breasts and the hem of his skirt all the way down to the tips of his shoes. He swung his hips back and forth a few times to watch the skirt swish around him. It was fascinating to see how it moved… not to mention how odd it felt against his legs.

	“What are you doing?”

	Chad jumped at seeing Robin leaning around the edge of his cubicle. He immediately felt his face blushing a deep red. What could he tell her? “I’m just trying to get a feel for how this skirt moves,” he replied. Well, it was the truth… mostly.

	She nodded. “Yeah, I can see that.” She came all the way into his cubicle. “By the way. I’m sorry if I sounded angry earlier, the baby had kind of a rough night last night.”

	Chad nodded. “Didn’t get much sleep?”

	“Not really.”

	“Diaper rash bothering him?” Chad asked… hopefully.

	Robin looked at him strangely. “Diaper rash! Not on your life. That’s easy to fix. No, sometimes he still gets colicky and he can’t sleep. He cries for hours.”

	“Oh,” Chad replied. “Sorry to hear that.” He really wanted to ask her about how she fixed her baby’s diaper rash, but he chickened out. Instead, he looked back down at his skirt, then back up at her. “So is there really anything wrong with wearing this again?”

	She shook her head. “Of course not. It’s just the same thing you wore last week – the last and only other time you wore a skirt to work. I just would have figured you’d wear something different this time. That’s all.”

	“Oh,” he replied as he pulled on his top, stretching it back down into place again after the swishing back and forth he had just done. “The truth is, I didn’t know what else to wear today.”

	“And you didn’t want to wear slacks like you usually do?”

	“Um,” how could he put it without giving anything else away… “not today.”

	“Well, just to be different, you might try getting a few more skirts and dresses… if you’re going to be wearing them, that is.”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “Actually, I’ve got quite a few.”

	“So why did you wear the same thing again?”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve got several skirts and a bunch of tops, but I don’t know how to mix and match them together.” He looked down at what he was wearing again. “I know these go together so there’s no problem.”

	Robin looked at him trying to figure out if he was serious or not. He certainly seemed serious. When you bought your other clothes, didn’t you buy things that you had some idea what you’d be wearing with them?”

	Chad shook his head. “Not really.” He couldn’t tell her that it was Mel who had picked out most of the things he had now… except for the few things he had had from before.

	Robin shook her head. “You might want to think about that the next time you’re out shopping.”

	“Yeah, I’ll do that,” he agreed sheepishly. It was a thought, knowing in advance what would go with what. Even when Mel was picking them out.

	He sat down again in his chair. But instead of leaving, Robin moved all the way into his cubicle and leaned against his desk. “So what other clothes do you have… women’s clothes that is?”

	Chad raised his eyebrows at her question. The last thing he expected to be discussing with her was the contents of his closet. “Well,” he began, trying to find a place to start.

	“Do you have a lot?” she asked, interrupting him before he could get started.

	He shrugged. In the last month, Mel had made him buy a lot more than he had ever planned on. “I guess,” he replied.

	“Wait a minute then,” Robin said just before she hurried out. She came back a moment later, pushing her chair ahead of her. “I may as well sit down while we talk. This should be interesting.”

	Chad was a bit surprised by her forwardness, but he shrugged it off and began describing the contents of his closet – purposely leaving out his maid’s dresses and anything else he didn’t want her to know about. With every item he tried to describe, Robin grilled him for more information as to style and color and in some cases, who the designer was. But she quickly learned that Chad knew nothing at all about the clothes he had. He couldn’t even describe the colors or the prints properly. “Geez, for a sissy, you really don’t know anything,” she declared at one point, thoroughly disgusted and frustrated with his lack of knowledge.

	“For a sissy?”

	“Well, yeah. Don’t most guys like you know a lot about this stuff? I thought they did anyway.”

	“Obviously not,” Chad replied. Despite her comment, and despite the awkward topic for him, he suddenly felt like a bit more of a failure.

	“I mean… geez! A four-year-old girl knows more about her clothes than you do. It’s like talking to a complete baby!”

	Chad was completely taken by surprise by her statement. Especially the part where she practically called him a baby. Worse, he knew she was exactly right… more right than she even realized. “Uh,” he said, trying to find some way to reply.

	“Look,” Robin said. “I’ve got an idea. We’ve got nothing better to do anyway.” She disappeared for a few moments, then came back again with a handful of magazines. She set them on his desk in front of them. “Let’s go through these together. I’ll point to some pictures, and then you tell me if you have anything even remotely similar. Ok?”

	Her idea startled Chad a bit. It also embarrassed him some. But he agreed to go along with her suggestion – mostly because he was truly interested… deep down inside somewhere. Besides, he had a feeling she wasn’t exactly giving him a choice in the matter.

	Robin flipped through the pages of the magazines, stopping often to point at pictures and comment about the clothes the model was wearing. Despite having nothing to really say about the pictures she was pointing at, Chad found this far more interesting than just looking at the magazines on his own. Then, something about a skirt in one of the pictures caught his eye. “Wait a minute,” Chad said, leaning forward to peer at the picture more intently. He pointed to the skirt the model was wearing. “I’ve got one that’s almost just like that. But mine doesn’t have a belt like that one.”

	Robin peered closer at the skirt he had pointed to… happy that he had actually been looking for clothes that were similar to what he owned. “Yeah,” she said with a lot of interest. “That’s a nice one. Nice color too. It looks like a basic A-line skirt. You could probably wear that with almost anything.”

	Chad felt glad that he had finally found a picture that was similar to something that he had. As Robin kept turning the pages, he had to stretch his imagination a bit to relate the clothes that he owned to anything in the pictures. But the process was really made a lot more difficult because he didn’t remember much about most of his newer clothes since the only time he had ever worn them was in the dressing room at the store. Yet he tried his best to find matches for Robin to see.

	It was a while later, that he realized how interested and comfortable discussing the clothes and the fashions he had become with Robin. Surprisingly comfortable. And dare he say it, he was really enjoying himself. Was he finally getting to the point where he could enjoy talking about feminine things… or possibly just engaging in normal “girl-talk” without being embarrassed by it? He seriously doubted it. In fact, he knew he wasn’t. It was only the situation right there with Robin that made it seem comfortable for him.

	Robin closed the magazine they were looking at and leaned back. “I need some coffee!” she declared. “Let’s go get some.”

	Chad checked his watch. It was just getting close to everyone’s break time. “No thanks. Everybody will be heading to break right now.”

	Robin looked at him and rolled her eyes. “Oh come on! Everybody’s seen you in that dress before anyway.”

	Chad shook his head. “No thanks.”

	Robin stood up, then stopped. “You’re being stubborn and stupid again,” she declared. She reached out and grabbed his arm and pulled. “Come on! You’re going whether you like it or not!”

	“Robin… No!” he replied, resisting her efforts to pull him out of his chair.

	“Look, if you don’t go willingly with me, then I’ll get everybody to come back here and drag you down there again!”

	“You wouldn’t!”

	“I did it before, didn’t I?”

	Chad looked up at her in horror. “You would, wouldn’t you!”

	“You better believe it!”

	He shook his head. There was no winning with women… anytime. “I’d rather not,” he said… trying to get out of it one more time.

	“Get up and walk!” she ordered as she pulled again on his arm.

	“Ugh!” he grunted in total frustration as he got out of his chair. He was heading for yet more humiliation that he didn’t really need just then – or anytime for that matter. As he walked beside Robin toward the break room, he was more aware than ever of his exposed legs and the looseness of his skirt as it lightly brushed his legs. Just the fact that he was again wearing a skirt at work embarrassed him and made him feel extremely self-conscious. Despite the fact that his skirt was actually comfortable to wear, he felt very uncomfortable in it. He wasn’t used to showing his legs in public like that – especially at work… around all too many people that he knew. He felt silly and embarrassed doing it. He realized that even though the pants he wore now were all women’s pants, they brought him a lot of comfort just in the fact that his legs weren’t so exposed.

	He was overly conscious of his skirt and his legs all the way to the break room. But halfway there, he was also aware that the humiliation from what he was wearing was again fueling his unrelieved sexual needs. Damn! And the closer he got to the break room and the people he imagined that would be there, the worse it got. He hated it! Yet he loved it! And his nervousness grew along with his sexual excitement as the break-room came into sight.

	Nervously, he entered right alongside Robin, as if she could somehow protect him from some of the humiliation he knew he was in for. There were a few people already in the break room, pouring coffee or sitting together at the tables. Chad followed Robin to the coffee pot, then to Robin’s delight, further down where they each grabbed one of the donuts that were still left. Chad did his best to not look around the room while he got his refreshments… he didn’t want to see who might be staring at him. But as soon as he had a donut in his hand, he had no choice but to turn and look around the room for a place to sit. He wanted badly to go back to his desk, but instead he meekly followed Robin over to one of the tables.

	As he and Robin started in on their donuts, they were joined by more and more women, who all seemed to make a point of saying “Hi Sissy,” a lot louder than he liked. Of course, he knew they were all just trying to be friendly – friendly that is, if being a friend meant humiliating him.

	As they talked, Chad noticed other people in the break room out of the corner of his eye. He glanced quickly at them, then just as quickly glanced away. They were his friends too… or they used to be. They were the men who would no longer talk to him… not that he wanted them too. At least they all respected him enough to stay away from him – totally. He really couldn’t blame them. If he were in their shoes, he wouldn’t go anywhere near someone like him at all either.

	He couldn’t help glancing quickly at some of the men in the room again. He inadvertently locked eyes with a man over by the coffee pot – a friend he had known fairly well… before. He saw his former friend scowl at him and purposely turn away, walking purposely out of the room. Chad couldn’t blame him a bit. Seeing his reaction only made him feel that much worse about his situation than he already did. But unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it.

	The conversation around him brought him back to where he was. It took him a moment to realize that Robin was telling everybody about what they had been doing all morning. Oh great!

	“Girl, you need some accessories!” one of the women declared. “It ain’t about what top you wear with what skirt… it’s all about what you dress it all up with!” As she said it, she pulled on her long necklace with one hand and held her other hand out, proudly showing off the rings covering each of her fingers. The women all laughed.

	“I don’t have many… accessories – yet,” Chad replied.

	The woman laughed. “You come shopping with me sometime, Honey. I’ll find you lots of interesting things you can wear.”

	Chad rolled his eyes a bit. “I have no doubt!” Fortunately, everyone around him, including the woman laughed heartily.

	“By the way,” the woman continued, “how come you don’t wear any earrings? I’m surprised by that, ‘cause even guys are wearing them these days.”

	Chad was totally surprised by the question. “I guess because I don’t have any,” he replied.

	“Why? You got something against them?”

	“No, not at all. I just don’t have any… yet.”

	The woman smiled and nodded her head. “Yet! You got to at least have the basics, girl. Now it’s none of my business, but I’d think that someone like you would at least own a pair of earrings.”

	“Um… maybe soon,” Chad replied. Actually, he had mixed feeling about earrings. Yes the thought of them excited him greatly, but at the same time, earrings would be like another nail in his coffin. And he wasn’t sure he really needed that. But should he get some? It was certainly a question worth considering… or dreaming about, which would be safer.

	As they talked, Chad still felt very awkward around the women, especially trying to talk about the things they were discussing – which was mostly clothes… and him! Girl-talk. It was so inviting. Yet he still couldn’t bring himself to get fully into it or even allow himself to enjoy it. He had to wonder yet again, at what point in a sissy’s life is it ok to just relax and let go… and truly let yourself enjoy something like girl-talk. At what point? He wanted to… he just wasn’t there yet.

	 


Chapter 26 (Wednesday – week 4 Part 3 of 6)

	Mel closed the cover of the folder she had been working in and set it aside on her desk. She picked up the next folder to work on and paused. She was working hard. Was Chad? What was he doing today? He had said that he still didn’t have the go-ahead to get back to his project. Was he and the Robin woman spending all their time together again? The thought of it disturbed her. To take her mind off of it, she opened the folder in front of her and plunged back into her own work.

	But it didn’t last. All she could see in her mind was Sissy and Robin talking together. Sissy, sitting and staring into the eyes of the beautiful, young Robin woman. She couldn’t stand it! She closed the folder in front of her again and stared at, hardly seeing it. How could she keep him from spending all his time with Robin while he was at work? The problem was that he was supposed to be working with Robin. But they weren’t working. Not just then anyway.

	Maybe that was the solution. She couldn’t do anything about giving Robin any work that would keep her away from Sissy, but maybe she could give Sissy some work that would keep him away from Robin! But what?

	The hallways were crowded as Chad and Robin walked back to their desks from the break room. Chad still did his best to not look at any of the men, he was too embarrassed about himself for that. He was embarrassed about being seen by the women too, but somehow they didn’t seem so bad to him just then.

	As he sat down in his chair again, he noticed that the irritation from his diaper rash didn’t feel quite as bad as it did earlier. Was it finally clearing up? He could only hope.

	He glanced at his computer and noticed an email had come in. He opened it. “Oh Roooobiiiin,” he called over the cubicle wall. “Check your email!”

	A minute later, he heard Robin’s voice exclaim over top of the wall, “Finally!”

	Chad walked around to her cubicle where she was just reading the email. “It took them long enough,” he declared as he walked in.

	But Robin was intent on reading the details of the email and didn’t answer right away. “Did you read all of this though?”

	“Not yet,” he answered.

	“They not only liked what we did, but now they’re asking for a lot more… a lot!”

	“Ok,” Chad replied as he leaned over her shoulder to read her screen. “I guess we’re suddenly busy again.”

	“I would say so,” Robin replied.

	Mel paused while typing the email message and glanced at her watch, it was lunchtime… a little past actually. Darn! Chad wouldn’t even be at his desk now. But that really wasn’t a problem. He’d get his instructions as soon as he got back. She finished typing her email to him and hit the send button. There! That should do it!

	With a smile, she closed her computer and got up from her desk, wondering if Andrea would like to go to lunch with her for a change.

	Chad pulled into the parking lot at the gym feeling happier than he had all day. He wasn’t happy because of what he was wearing. He was happy because he was definitely sure his diaper rash wasn’t as bad now. It was still there, just not so bad. Even all the wetting he had done that morning hadn’t made things worse. Now if he could just convince Cassie to not give him one of those suppositories…

	He walked through the door into the gym and was immediately greeted by the receptionist who called out, “Hello Sissy,” all too loudly – and with a far bigger grin on her face than he was happy about. He immediately dropped a quick curtsey and said “Hi.” Then he waited till she found Cassie for him. He again repeated his curtsey and greeting for Cassie, then followed her back to their usual private office.

	“How’s your rash today?” she asked, as he began undressing and she was closing the blinds.

	“I think it’s starting to get better now,” he replied.

	“Well, that’s good,” she said. “It looked pretty bad yesterday.

	Chad waited till he had struggled to get his pantyhose off, then his girdle before he asked. “Look, is there any way we can please skip the suppository today? The rash is getting better, but the mess from the suppository will only make it worse again.”

	She looked at him and smiled. He had the distinct impression that she just might go along with him for once. “Nope! Sorry. Mel’s instructions.” His hopes were dashed once again!

	Cassie spent very little time working on the front of him – there just didn’t seem to be any point in it anymore. Since the chastity device prevented her from touching his penis directly, he wasn’t going to get any kind of a reaction as she worked on him there. He got very little of his bottle finished by the time she had him roll over onto his back and pull his knees up under him – exposing himself shamefully for her attentions. Attentions that he was now rather looking forward to – as long as she didn’t mess with his diaper rash too much.

	As she carefully spread the ointment sensually over his red and blistered bottom, her hands still felt wonderful. Yes, the diaper rash was definitely better today – since he was getting that much pleasure from her rubbing her hands over it.

	Even still, she didn’t spend long on it before he again felt the cold, hard tip of her toy playing with his asshole once again. He braced himself for it, and felt her pushing it into him, slowly… ever so slowly today. She was teasing him with it. He wanted to push himself forcefully onto it… impale himself fully. But this time, he restrained himself. He didn’t push back at all. He simply waited and let her push it slowly into him, then pull it back again, then push it a bit further… teasing him with it. She was doing all the work today, not him. He closed his eyes and gave himself to the sensations he was feeling. Why did he have to love this so much? It wasn’t right! It was wrong! Wrong! Wrong! He mentally sighed. It did no good to berate himself. He loved it, and that was all there was to it. He just did.

	But as Cassie played with him, the stimulating feelings grew inside of him. They finally reached a point where he could no longer be just the passenger. He had to have more! He finally pushed back, then pulled away, then pushed again… faster and faster… harder and harder… searching, desperately trying to find enough feeling and sensation to get over the hump – the hump that would grant him sexual release. But it just wasn’t to be. No matter how hard he fucked himself against her toy, he just couldn’t get there. He finally stopped, totally frustrated.

	He felt her pulling the toy out of him, then inserting her finger in him once again, pushing the suppository way up inside of him as far as her finger would go. He prayed that for once it wouldn’t do anything so his rash could continue to get better. But he knew all too well what would probably happen. As she pulled her finger out again, he opened his eyes. In his present position, he could just barely see his chastity device. His penis inside of it was no bigger than it ever was anymore. Not one bit bigger. Since Mel had put the new teeth into the device, his penis stayed smaller and more insignificant than ever – always. It had to, or the pain would be awful.

	As he rolled over so Cassie could continue diapering him again, he tried to remember the last time he had felt any pain from those teeth – last night when Mel had dressed him in that ridiculous baby dress. The pain had been horrendous. He had no choice but to try to ignore his feelings of sexual stimulation so he could always remain small. Not just small, but tiny. And now, because he couldn’t ever get hard, and because he was loving the sensations from his asshole so much, he was starting to associate that area of his body with pleasure instead of his penis. It was like another small blow against him to realize that his penis was now becoming totally useless to him for anything except to pee out of. No pleasure from it at all. No reaction from it could be allowed at all… no matter what stimulation they threw at him. More and more of his pleasure was coming from his asshole instead. Mel was slowly stripping yet another male trait away from him. And once again, the very thought of it thrilled him sexually inside… there was just no reaction from the very place where there should have been one… his penis.

	He picked his baby bottle back up again and sucked on it while Cassie finished with him. He barely registered what she was doing, his thoughts instead were locked on his more than ever useless appendage. Less of a male. More and more… less of a male. Mel seemed to be slowly winning the battle, at least in some areas. But how about the one big area that the bet was centered around – total incontinence? The thought of it made him realize that he had to pee again. He held it – purposely. Even though most of him wanted to just give in completely… she had stripped everything else away from him anyway, why not just give up? Part of him wanted to. But another part of him made him still hold on. That part was still fighting back.

	He was slow to finish his bottle, lost in his thoughts, laying there on the floor in only his diaper. Self-respect, friends, and a life… not to mention relief… if he could still get any. He remembered how he had been last night, sitting in Sandy’s living room, crying and sucking his thumb. He had lost so much. He had no choice but to fight back! He sucked harder on his bottle to finish it faster so he could get out of there now. Cassie was sitting there staring at him, waiting on him. He finally began dressing again while he continued to finish his bottle. He had to fight back! Self-respect, friends, and a life!

	Chad sat in his seat again, gingerly, but easier than he had before, since his diaper rash had improved a bit. Robin wasn’t back yet so he opened up the spreadsheet that he used to track his progress for the bet. Next to yesterday’s date, he filled in twenty-six minutes. Only one minute longer than he had managed the day before. It was progress, but certainly not much. He promised himself he would try a lot harder today. He checked the number of days still to go – thirty seven. Still more than a month. An eternity in some ways. Yet it gave him more time to build up his strength holding back. The only thing that really worried him was all the progress that Mel had made against him already in other areas. Surprising progress. Would he be able to keep his control – the control that would let him win the bet? He knew himself well. His body always regained everything quickly. But would he be able to make it? As far as the bet went, he was sure he could do it. His bigger question now was the other areas, especially his more and more useless penis when it came to sex. Would he ever get full use of it back too? That was a more troubling question.

	He noticed an email waiting for him so he opened it. He was surprised to see that it was from Mel. What did she want now?

	Sissy,

	Since you seem to have so much free time on your hands, I want you to put it to good use. You said you’re having trouble deciding on outfits to wear. I want you to write me a fifteen hundred word paper – all about fashion and mixing clothes for different occasions. I expect you to email it to me before you leave work this afternoon. You can research everything on the internet. Do it, and don’t disappoint me!

	Chad couldn’t believe it – a fifteen hundred word paper? Something like that would probably take him all afternoon, and then some. He reread the email again, then went back to the first sentence. He realized that Mel thought the approval for his project hadn’t come through yet. With a smile he opened a return message to Mel and explained that he and Robin now had the approval on their project and he was going to be too busy to do the paper for her. He happily pushed the button to send the message back to Mel. Then he put her whole paper out of his mind. One less thing to worry about!

	Half an hour later, he was busy working on part of the project, when he saw another email come in. He paused in his work to open it and was not surprised to see that it was from Mel. He was surprised however at the contents.

	Sissy,

	I don’t care if you think you’re busy. I gave you an assignment and you better carry it out – no matter what! If not, then your diaper rash will be giving you far greater torments – for a very long time!

	Chad stared at the email, totally aghast. Far greater torments? He had no doubt that she’d whip him severely for not doing her assignment. He closed the email and deleted it. A fifteen hundred word paper. And he had no choice. He would have to do it… probably before he did anything else for his job… or more likely, he’d have to do it while he was doing his job – both things at the same time. He only hoped that Robin wouldn’t notice what he would be doing.

	He held up his hands and stared at the long claws that were his fingernails. He was going to have to type an awful lot with those claws? It would take forever! His nails gave him even more reason to hate doing Mel’s “assignment.” With a dejected sigh, he opened up his web browser to start doing research.

	Only a few minutes later, his afternoon suppositories kicked in. As usual, he didn’t bother to fight against the inevitable. What would be the use? He’d only be making himself more miserable. As the mess gradually slid out of him and around his diaper covered backside, his primary thoughts were not so much the paper he was writing for Mel, or even the work he was supposed to be doing for his job, he was mostly thinking about his diaper rash and how much worse it was about to get.

	 


Chapter 26 (Wednesday – week 4 Part 4 of 6)

	It was the middle of the afternoon. Chad had his head buried in his computer screen, reading and rereading what he had already written for Mel. Surprisingly, he had managed to write quite a bit, almost enough already. But the truth was, despite how much he had written, he really hadn’t learned anything. As far as he could tell, you could mix almost anything with anything else. It all depended on what “look” you wanted. He thought quite a bit about his personal “look.” Actually, he wasn’t sure he even had a personal “look” yet. He just did whatever Mel told him to do. Did she want him to develop his own look now? He hoped not. All his research had only confirmed that it wasn’t as simple or as cut and dried as it seemed. However, it did seem interesting… all those different styles of clothes. It really looked like so much fun. As he looked at the many pictures, he often wondered what it would be like to dress and look like so many of those models. The old feeling of jealousy reared its head again because he wasn’t born female and couldn’t ever possibly have a body like they did. Sigh!

	“Hey Sissy, it’s break time,” Robin’s voice called from the entrance to his cubicle.

	Suddenly panicked, Chad quickly minimized the report he had been writing for Mel so Robin couldn’t see it. Had she seen it? He hoped not. He turned to face her. “I don’t think I want to go right now,” he replied. “I’ve got too much to do.”

	“Oh come on. We don’t exactly have a deadline on this stuff. You don’t have to try to get it all done today.”

	Chad smiled, more so because it sounded like Robin hadn’t seen what he had been working on for Mel. “Yeah, I know. But sometimes when I’m going good, I don’t want to stop.” It wasn’t exactly the truth, but things did go that way sometimes.

	Fortunately, he saw Robin smile in return. “I know what you mean. Have at it then.”

	Chad was ever so glad she had agreed this time and wasn’t going to drag him down for more humiliation. He expected her to leave, but she didn’t. Instead, her face suddenly looked quizzical.

	“Hey Chad, I heard you doing an awful lot of typing today with those nails of yours. More than I’ve ever heard you type like that before. What’s up?”

	Shock and fear ran through him. Of course his nails had made a lot more noise on his keys. He should have realized that Robin would have heard it. “Um…” He searched for an explanation. “Sometimes I have a lot of code to type. Today was one of those days. That’s what I meant when I said I was going good and need to keep at it.” It was a total lie, but it sounded good to him. In fact, it really could have been the truth – under other circumstances.

	“Oh, that makes sense,” Robin replied. She smiled and finally said, “See ya’.” And she was gone.

	Chad breathed a small sigh of relief as she left. He turned back to his computer and brought up his paper for Mel and started finishing it. Overall, the paper had gone faster than he had expected. He was just glad to be almost done with it now. He was very surprised at how adept he was becoming at typing with his stupid long nails. In fact, it had actually been kind of fun… in a way. Well, different anyway.

	As he worked, he suddenly realized that he had to pee yet again. “Geez!” he thought. “It seems like I just went.” As he glanced at his watch to start timing himself again, he thought back through the afternoon. Despite having very little to eat and drink for lunch, as he usually did now, he had been peeing more often. Much more. And as he thought back through the entire day, he realized that he had been peeing more all day. Why? Having no answer, he went back to finishing up his paper for Mel.

	It didn’t take him long to finish it, and with a few happy clicks of his mouse, he emailed it to Mel. He leaned back in his chair, happy to be done with it so he could get back to work… not to mention so that he could stop worrying about Robin finding out what he had been doing. The pressure on his bladder was getting fairly intense, but he held on tightly.

	“Hey Chad,” Robins voice suddenly interrupted his thoughts.

	He looked up to see her standing at the entrance to his cubicle once again.

	“Yeah?”

	“We were talking during break, and everyone wants to know what kind diet you’re on. We’re all pretty impressed with how much weight you’ve lost… and so quickly.”

	“What diet I’m on?” he asked, horrified at the question. Yes, he had lost a lot of weight since the bet had started, but he couldn’t really explain to Robin why it looked like he had suddenly lost so much more weight. He didn’t want to tell her at all about his waist cincher, or about how most of his meals had been nothing but baby food lately, or about a thousand other things. But he needed an answer. “Um…” he thought for a moment. “Like I said before, it’s really just a lot of basics. Plus I’m not eating as much as I did before.”

	“What basics?” Robin asked.

	“Well…” Chad thought for a moment. The pressure on his bladder was getting more severe. And then two thoughts hit him at once. The first was an answer to Robin’s question, and the second was that the reason he was peeing more today was probably because of the darn waist cincher pushing against his bladder. He tackled Robin’s question. “I got this new cookbook, all about diet cooking, and I’ve been doing a lot of that lately.”

	“Really?” Robin asked excitedly. “Which book?”

	Chad told her.

	“Is it really that good?”

	He glanced down at his body in answer. “I guess it’s working better than I thought it would.”

	“How bad are the recipes… I mean how do they taste?”

	Chad smiled. “Most of them are really good. But a few…” he shook his head.

	“Isn’t that the way it always is? Well, I got to tell you, they’re sure working for you. Everyone was pretty impressed with how you’re looking. You ‘really’ should have been there this afternoon.”

	Chad smiled once again. For once he had had a better excuse to avoid the humiliation. “No thanks. Besides, I did get a lot done while you were gone.”

	“Glad to hear it,” Robin replied with a smile. Then she rolled her eyes, “All that clicking from those stupid long fingernails of yours on the keys was about to drive me crazy!”

	It wasn’t till very late in the afternoon that Mel had a chance to check her email and read the paper that Chad had sent her. She didn’t really care much about the contents, she had been more interested in keeping Chad away from Robin. But did it? She could only hope so. It seemed like he had finished it fairly quickly, and overall, it was mildly disappointing, telling her that he really didn’t know much about fashion – even after doing the paper. But that hadn’t been her main goal anyway.

	She had told him that she would spend some time with him tonight, sorting out some outfits that he could wear to work. She’d discuss it more with him then. But sorting out outfits wasn’t the only thing she had planned for tonight. She sat back in her chair and closed her eyes… and smiled. Yes, she was definitely looking forward to later. Opening her eyes again, she quickly began typing an email to him, relaying her instructions for the evening.

	Chad drove home with only one main thing on his mind – getting out of his wet and messy diapers and getting cleaned up! He had been peeing more than usual all day. He realized now that that was because of the waist cincher and all the extra pressure it was keeping on his bladder. At least the total amount that he had peed didn’t seem to be any worse than usual. Not as far as he could tell anyway. He was just doing it more often.

	Mel’s instructions for the evening were exactly what he had expected – get cleaned up and into his uniform and get dinner started. For once, he was looking forward to a normal evening, one where he wouldn’t be subjected to humiliation after humiliation – he hoped.

	Mel unlocked her apartment door and opened it to the smell of something delicious cooking. Even before she stepped inside, she closed her eyes and breathed the delicious smell in fully. “Mmmm.” Continuing in, she dropped her purse and laptop bag on the table by the door and walked into the kitchen. Sissy was there, in uniform of course, working on dinner. His back was to her as he was working at the stove. “Smells good,” she said as a way of announcing herself.

	Chad turned his body as he was in the process of tasting some sauce from the wooden spoon in his hand. He quickly dropped the spoon back into the pot and turned around. Dropping a curtsey as he was supposed to, he said, “Welcome home, Mistress.”

	Mel smiled with delight. Oh how she loved this! “How’s dinner coming?” she asked.

	“Almost done. Just a few more minutes.”

	“No hurry,” she replied with a small wave of her hand as she turned and walked out. “Just let me know when it’s ready.” As she walked off, she thought again about Chad. Yes, he was really getting to be perfect. A man… a man that she was forcing to act more and more totally like a woman… all the time… and not just a woman, but her maid… and… the darn guy was a great cook! Yes, perfect! And the thought of it sent a small wave of sexual excitement though her… which immediately set her to thinking about – later.

	Mel savored the flavor of the food in her mouth – delicious! Her eyes were focused mostly on Sissy who was standing as usual in his corner, on his bar. He hadn’t moved hardly at all the whole time she had been eating. He was really getting much better at it. She wondered briefly what he must think about as he stood there with nothing else to do and no other stimulation at all. Not her problem. But it was certainly her delight to see it.

	With her meal finally done, she picked up her drink and wandered into the living room. Instead of releasing him, she selected a chair where she could sit and watch him better. She had no doubt he knew she was no longer at the table. But she was pleased to see him not moving anyway. Did the bar he was standing on hurt as much as she thought it did? He was certainly tolerating it well enough. She thought again about his fantasy of being trained so that he could wear nothing but high heels all the time. Should she do it? His perch was certainly good training for that. Just keeping him in heels all the time would probably do it. But heels weren’t practical shoes for a maid and the work a maid needed to do. But was his work that difficult anyway? Would it matter? She really wasn’t sure. It was something she’d have to think about a bit more.

	Chad stood on his perch with his eyes closed, trying extra hard to not move at all. He had heard Mel come out and sit down near him… he guessed anyway. Why wasn’t she releasing him? There was work to be done. Dishes to clean. Not to mention the fact that he was getting really hungry. Just eating baby food for breakfast, then a really light lunch had left him fairly hungry. And he hadn’t eaten a lot of solid dinners lately. Baby food just wasn’t very satisfying. Come on, Mel. Release me! His toes were aching from standing on the bar. His calf muscles were aching from standing on the bar. He wanted to move his feet and legs so badly, but the damn bar prevented that. His whole body wanted to move, but he dared not, especially with Mel so close by. Come on, Mel! Release me!

	He suddenly felt the need to pee again. Timing himself wasn’t really an option just then since he couldn’t glance at his watch, so he let it out. Pleasure, pure pleasure. Not to mention a brief distraction from his corner predicament. Unfortunately, it was too brief a distraction.

	“Ok, Sissy. Get your dinner.”

	The words were like a gunshot, breaking the silence in the room and actually startling him a bit. But they were very welcome words. He painfully extricated himself from his corner perch and flexed his ankle and leg muscles a bit before heading back into the kitchen. He pulled his dinner out of the refrigerator and carried it over to the table and set it down. He might have had to keep it in the refrigerator while Mel was eating so it would no longer be hot, but even cold, it would be a very welcome change from all the baby food he had eaten lately.

	Very much aware of Mel’s scrutiny, and knowing she wouldn’t approve of him sitting at the table with it, he pulled the tray off of his highchair, climbed up into it, and pulled the tray back in place. But with the big tray in the way, locking him into the chair, he couldn’t reach his plate of food that he had left on the table. “Um… Mistress,” he called. “I seem to have a problem.”

	Mel got up from her chair and headed toward the kitchen mildly amused. “Aw… Does the baby need some help?”

	“Yes, please.” He felt so childish sitting in the highchair, unable to even put his own dinner on the tray in front of him.

	Mel picked up his plate and set it on the highchair tray so he could start eating. But instead of going back into the living room, she chose another chair at her table to sit down where she could watch him. His hands and face were quickly becoming a mess since he had to eat everything with only his fingers. He quickly looked more juvenile than ever, despite the fact that he was wearing his maid’s dress instead of one of his more babyish outfits. She felt a slight tingling in her sexual regions from just watching him. Later, later, later… but not much later. She doubted she could hold out that long.

	“So did you get to spend much time with Robin this afternoon,” she finally asked. That was the primary question on her mind. Did her assignment do the one thing she wanted it to?

	He looked at her, his face and hands incredibly messy from his dinner. She had to stifle a giggle. “I couldn’t,” he replied. Between all the work I have to do on our project, and then that writing assignment you made me do, I didn’t have time to do anything else.”

	His words made Mel very happy. It had worked! She’d have to come up with a few more assignment like that for the future.

	Chad went back to eating his dinner, while Mel just sat and watched him. For as hungry as he was, he was very surprised to find himself very full before he even finished. He had to force himself to eat the last few bites that he ate, and still he left some of his meal unfinished. He looked up at Mel, slightly surprised at being unable to finish his meal. “I can’t eat anymore.”

	Mel looked at him slightly surprised. “You don’t like it?”

	“No, I love it. It’s really good. I’m just so full suddenly.”

	Mel just shrugged and got up from her seat. Instead of pulling his tray away from him right away, she got a washcloth and washed his hands and face with it… like the baby that he was gradually becoming more and more of. She picked up his plate and set it on the table, then pulled the tray away so he could get down. He quickly dropped another curtsey and said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

	She smiled with delight as she handed him the tray. “You’re welcome, Sissy. Clean up the kitchen now.” She wandered back into her living room to watch some TV for a while, while her maid did “her” work.

	Chad grabbed a baby bottle of Mel’s tea to help wash down his dinner while he worked. He was still surprised that he hadn’t been able to finish his dinner. He had been really hungry before he started, but he just hadn’t been able to eat as much as he usually did. Too many really small meals lately, he decided as he put a pan into the sink to wash it. And then the urge to pee suddenly hit him again and it made him think about his waist cincher that had been causing him to pee more often all day. That was another reason he probably couldn’t finish his dinner. Maybe the main reason. His darn waist cincher was compressing his stomach too much. If he had to wear one too often, he figured he’d be losing even more weight. Sigh!

	 


Chapter 26 (Wednesday – week 4 Part 5 of 6)

	A little while later, Chad had the kitchen totally cleaned to his satisfaction. But would it be good enough for Mel? She had never complained about his work before. In fact, the only comments she had ever made were about how good it was. As he looked around the kitchen, he didn’t expect to hear any bad comments from her at all.

	He walked out to her living room where she was sitting staring at the computer in her lap. He dropped his usual curtsey. “Mistress, I’ve finished in the kitchen.”

	She looked up at him, but she was a bit busy just then. “Find something to do then. Clean, laundry… just get to work on something. I’m a bit busy right now.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, noticing that she was already back to concentrating on her work again.

	As he headed for her laundry hamper in the bathroom, he heard her calling behind him, “Remember, only my laundry. None of yours!”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	It took a little while, but Mel finally finished what she was working on. She didn’t usually mind bringing so much work home with her, it went along with the territory for having a high-paying career. It especially didn’t bother her much because she was single. But there were times lately when she’d really rather be doing other things. Things that were far more pleasurable.

	But now the work she absolutely had to get done tonight was all finished. It was time to move into more “fun” areas. She looked over at Sissy. He was putting more wash into the washer. Now how could she have a bit more “fun” with him? She got up from her seat and sauntered over to where he was working. “Tell me, Sissy,” she said as he was stuffing the washer, “have you given any more thought as to if you’d really like me to train you so that you could only wear high heels and nothing but high heels? Have you thought about it at all?”

	Chad was flabbergasted by her question. Yes he had thought about it. It was one of those little fantasies that had been fueling his horribly unsatisfied sexual need lately… mostly because she herself had been threatening him with it. Was she going to really do it? The very thought of it sent a small shudder throughout him… while at the same time, the very thought of it stimulated him greatly. No way to win! “Uh… Yes Mistress, I have thought about it.”

	“Well, what do you think? Do you really want it?”

	What kind of game was she playing tonight? Yes he did… but also, no he didn’t. While it would be horribly humiliating, he had no doubt it would also be a major pain – literally. But how should he answer? “Um… I think that should be up to you, Mistress,” he finally replied.

	Mel considered his answer, then nodded her approval. “Good answer. Because it is up to me - and only me.” She watched him as he finished putting the clothes in the washer. “But I still haven’t decided yet,” she replied as if she barely cared.

	Chad poured the detergent into the washer and closed the door. Then he turned to face her. “As I said, it’s completely up to you.”

	“Yes it is,” Mel agreed again. She stood there staring at him for a few moments, then she put a wicked smile on her face. “Maybe we should kind of ‘try it out’ for a little while… to see how it might be.”

	“Try it out?” Chad wasn’t at all sure what she was talking about, but he was suddenly very wary.

	“Yes. I think that’s exactly what we should do. Tell you what, go home and bring back three or four pairs of your highest heels.” As she stood there looking at him, Chad wasn’t moving at all. Instead, he just had the most quizzical expression on his face as if he didn’t understand at all. “Well get going!” she ordered. “Get some heels and bring them back here. Now!”

	Chad blinked several times as if trying to come out of a trance, then he almost ran for his purse by the door to grab his keys. Why did he need so many shoes? What did she have in mind? As he raced out her door, and even though he had worn heels an awful lot lately, he realized that tonight she suddenly seemed to be covering all new territory. But exactly what territory was that?

	Mel chuckled as she watched him hurrying out. It was only a tiny idea, but the more she thought about it, the more excited she was getting. If she didn’t watch herself, she’d have to change her panties before long.

	Chad hurried into his apartment and then into his closet. Three or four pairs of his highest heels? As he knelt down and compared all his different shoes… of which he realized he had quite a few… the thoughts of Mel training him so that he could wear only high heels and nothing else ran through his mind. Once again he cursed his predicament where he couldn’t get any sexual relief at all. It was becoming too much. She was doing this… fueling his fantasies… purposely! One thing was for sure, she really knew how to tease him and push his buttons.

	He grabbed two pairs of shoes in each hand and hurried back to Mel’s apartment. When he got there, he found her sitting in her living room once again, waiting for him. He dropped an awkward, quick curtsey as he stood in front of her and held all the shoes out so she could see. “I brought these,” he said.

	Mel looked carefully at all the shoes in his hand. “Put them all on the coffee table so I can see them better.” She already knew every pair of shoes that he owned, but this was all part of her game. Yes, they were definitely all his highest heels, even though two pairs had the same heel height and were a bit shorter than the rest. She selected an open toed pair of sandals that had the highest, slimmest heel. He had been forced to wear them to work lately with his longer slacks. “Put these on, for now. ”

	Chad picked up the pair of shoes she had indicated and sat down in another chair to put them on. He kicked off the comfortable pair of low heeled shoes he had been wearing and grabbed the right shoe.

	“Wait a minute,” she interrupted. We want to test the difference… to see which would be better for you, high heels, or low. Just put the left heel on, then keep your regular shoe on your right foot.”

	Chad gasped in surprise. “What?” What she had said made no sense.

	“You heard me. Put the high heel on your left foot and keep the low heel on your right foot.”

	“But…”

	“Are you going to argue with me? Because I can certainly arrange to beat you black and blue instead!”

	“No, Mistress,” Chad replied hurriedly. He was still a bit bewildered by it all, but he quickly grabbed the left high heel and strapped it onto his foot, then he grabbed his right low heel and slipped that back on.

	“Now get back to work,” Mel ordered.

	Chad stood up again. Immediately he felt the awkwardness of having two drastically different heel heights on his feet. As he walked back toward the washer area, he realized just how awkwardly – and clunkily – he was walking. But there wasn’t any other way to move. He was totally off balance, not to mention uncomfortable. What kind of weird game was this? He hoped the dryer would finish soon so he could just stand still and fold clothes – slowly.

	Mel almost burst out laughing as she watched him trying to deal with the two different heel heights. It “sort-of” gave him a slight limp as he walked – but really, it was more just an odd awkwardness. “I think the furniture needs dusting,” she prompted, trying to suggest an activity that would keep him walking around the room.

	Chad wasn’t at all pleased with Mel’s suggested activity, but what choice did he have? He clunked his way over to get the dusting materials and started in on the table next to the door.

	Mel had to get up from her seat to watch him working. But really, she was enjoying his plight so much that she couldn’t have sat through it anyway… at least not very long. Every time he had to take a few steps somewhere, she saw him turn and look at her. Each time, it looked like his face was getting redder and redder from embarrassment.

	Chad moved on to the next end table. As he did so, he glanced quickly at Mel. She was certainly enjoying herself, watching him trying to walk in two different shoes. Dumb! The more he had to keep walking, the more difficult it seemed to get and the sillier he felt about it. His feet were getting tired too. With the two different shoes on his feet, there was no doubt as to which pair was the more comfortable – the low-heeled shoes for sure! It wasn’t long at all before he was wishing to have both of the low-heeled shoes on his feet once again. The high heels might be fun for a little while, but trying to do it like this was ridiculous!

	Mel watched as Chad finished dusting the lamp on one of the end tables. He had been wearing the two different shoes for a while now. It was time to change things up a bit. “Ok, Sissy, let’s try something different.”

	Chad was immediately afraid of anything she might suggest, but he held his silence and waited.

	“Change feet,” Mel ordered.

	Huh?

	“Put the high heel on your right foot instead and then put the low heel on your left foot.”

	Ugh! Chad couldn’t believe it. Now she wanted to do the same thing, just switching feet. Having no choice though, he dutifully grabbed the shoes he needed and strapped the high heel onto his right foot and slipped the more comfortable low heel onto his left foot. Immediately he felt the sense of relief on his left foot as he slipped the low heel shoe on. Standing up also brought a sense of relief to his left foot… but it brought a feeling of extreme awkwardness to his right foot – not to mention a lot less comfort. He had just started to get used to having the heels the other way, now he had to switch things up and was once again feeling more off-kilter than ever.

	“Vacuum the carpets,” Mel ordered, suggesting something that she knew would keep him on his feet and moving.

	“Ugh!” was Chad’s only silent thought. Pushing the vacuum cleaner around was hard enough, but with the two different heels on his feet, the job was twice as hard, and twice as tiring. He was aware of Mel constantly watching him… and constantly laughing at him all the time.

	“Are you enjoying the different shoes?” she asked at one point.

	Chad searched for an answer, but he really couldn’t come up with one. Yes he was enjoying it… sort of, but at the same time, it was awkward and very uncomfortable. And she was laughing at him the whole time.

	“How do you find the two different shoes?” Mel finally asked.

	Chad stopped what he was doing and turned off the vacuum cleaner so he could talk. “I’m really starting to appreciate the low heeled shoes a lot more now,” he replied. I always knew they were very comfortable, but when you compare them to the higher heels at the same time… there’s really no comparison.”

	Mel smiled wickedly at his answer. “So are you still fantasizing about me training you so you can’t wear anything but high heels anymore?”

	Chad shrugged. “I haven’t had time to consider it again. But I guess so. It was just a dumb fantasy.”

	“But how many of your dumb fantasies have I brought to life now?”

	Chad only thought about that for a moment. “All too many,” he replied with a bit of fright. Was she really going to do this to him now? Add another humiliation on top of everything else? Would she? He had no doubt at all that she really would… if she wanted to.

	“Ok, Sissy. Change up time again.”

	Huh? Now what?

	“Grab another pair of heels and put them on. Both feet this time.”

	Chad shouted a mental hooray! Finally, he could at least walk better! He quickly grabbed another pair of shoes and strapped them onto his feet. He stood up and had to take a few steps before it felt normal to have the same heel height again. What a pleasure – even if they were high heels.

	“Back to work, Sissy,” she ordered.

	Chad gladly dug into his vacuuming chore once again. At least having heels the same height made the task a lot easier, even if it was a lot more difficult than trying to do it in low heeled shoes.

	But as Mel watched him, she wasn’t getting nearly as much pleasure out of it as she had before. “Hold it, Sissy,” she ordered.

	Chad turned the vacuum cleaner off again. Now what?

	“Go back to the way we started. Highest heel on your left foot, low heel on your right.”

	It was all Chad could do to not scream loudly with frustration! He strapped his highest heel back onto his left foot again and slipped the low heeled shoe back onto his right foot. After having heels the same height for a few minutes, he immediately felt the awkwardness of it again. But this time, he got used to it a lot faster. Once again, he clumped around clumsily as he vacuumed Mel’s apartment.

	Mel was enjoying his plight much more now that he was having to deal with the two different heel heights again. But the more she watched him… maids dress, makeup, hair curled, super long red fingernails, and now two different pairs of shoes… not to mention the diapers he was wearing underneath… the more it was starting to get to her. She was absolutely loving it – forcing him to do things that were so far off from what a normal person would do. The more she watched him, the more “drunk” with power she was becoming – not to mention excited.

	She could see though that he was quickly becoming used to the two different shoes again. Time to change things up again. But what could she do that would be different? She considered that question as she watched him shoving the vacuum cleaner around her bedroom. It was a stupid idea that hit her, but still, it was a different idea. And… it kind of appealed to her. “Ok, Sissy. Time for something different again.”

	Chad turned off the vacuum cleaner so he could hear her better. He was a bit apprehensive, but really, he was now getting used to the two different heel heights so it wasn’t nearly as much of a problem. He fully expected her to have him switch the shoes again like she did before.

	Mel led him back out to the living room where she picked up a pair of three inch strap on sandals from the pile on the coffee table. “Here put these on,” she ordered. She could clearly see how surprised he was by her request, but there was a slight look of satisfaction on his face as he sat down to remove the shoes he was wearing and put the new pair on. As soon as he had them strapped in place, she had him stand up and walk over to stand in front of her. “Do those shoes feel good?” she asked.

	He smiled. “Yes, Mistress. And it’s certainly a lot easier to walk when both heels are the same height.”

	She nodded, “Good. I’m glad it’s easier… because now we’re going to make things harder!” With that, she picked up a pair of three inch heeled pumps from the table and grabbed his left hand. She held up one of the shoes. “Stick your hand in!” she ordered.

	Chad’s first instinct was to shy away and pull his hand back as he mentally gulped. But he did as he was told and shoved his hand all the way into the high heel she was holding out. She held the other shoe up for him and he shoved his right hand into it like the first one. He was less sure than ever now of what kind of game she was playing tonight. He felt her tugging slightly on the heels of the shoes as if to pull them off of his hands, then she seemed to reverse herself and push them back onto his hands as hard as she could.

	“Push your hands all the way in,” she ordered.

	“They are,” Chad replied.

	Mel frowned. This wasn’t working like she hoped it would, the shoes weren’t made for his hands and would fall off too easily. “Follow me,” she said as she turned and led the way over to her desk. A minute later, she started wrapping tape around the shoes and his hands – taping them into place so they couldn’t fall off.

	Chad was aghast as he watched Mel wrapping layer after layer of tape around the shoes on his hands and then his wrists, making sure that they couldn’t be pulled off. His hands were now totally useless. It also felt odd to have his fingers stretched out straight and locked together inside the shoes. It also felt odd because the fingers were bent backwards a bit due to the curve of the shoe. It wasn’t exactly comfortable, but he had no doubt that his comfort was not exactly on Mel’s list of priorities for the night.

	When she had finished, he held his shoe covered hands up in front of him and waved them around a bit, trying to get the feel of them. His hands were totally useless now and there was really no way that he could remove the shoes himself. And because of that, he felt a huge stirring from his ever-present sexual need. Even this was stimulating him enormously!

	“Go finish vacuuming now,” Mel ordered.

	He looked at her like she was crazy. He had no hands! He couldn’t do anything! “How?” he asked as he waved his shoe covered hands in the air again.

	But Mel was almost laughing at him now. “You’ll just have to figure something out.”

	Chad stared at Mel for a moment, taking in the wicked grin that never left her face. She was serious! Sort of. He did realize that this was all just a game for her. Actually, he supposed it was all just a game for him too. That thought made him feel a bit better about what was going on. It was all just a game. Everything was all just a game.

	Feeling a bit better about it, he turned and went back to her bedroom where the vacuum cleaner was. As he walked, he almost lost his balance because he wasn’t used to the heels on his feet anymore, and with his hands locked away in the shoes, it felt like they were throwing his balance off a bit too. He recovered quickly though and carefully continued on.

	He was very aware of Mel leaning against the doorjamb as he stood looking down at her vacuum cleaner. His first problem was figuring out how to turn the darn thing on. Not a big problem. He just pressed the switch with the toe of one of the shoes. But then he had to push the thing… and he had no way to grab it with his hands. He tried to pin the handle between the soles of the two shoes on his hands, but he couldn’t pin it hard enough and when he tried to push it, the slippery soles just slid along the handle and the vacuum cleaner stayed right where it was. He tried doing the same thing with the sides of the shoes instead, but while he finally managed to push it just a bit, it was too hard to manage and he mostly had the same problem.

	The darn shoes on his hands made things much more difficult because there wasn’t really a lot of sole on the bottom of them that he could work with. Mostly, just under the toe and that was all. Finally, he placed the bottom of the toe of his right hand against the tip of the handle and locked the heel on his left hand under the handle to steady it and hold it up. And it worked. He heard Mel laughing and clapping for him from her doorway spot.

	But pushing a vacuum cleaner forward was only a tiny part of the battle. How was he supposed to pull the darn thing backwards again? Ugh! He tried grabbing the handle by putting both heels around it, but the shoes on his hands just didn’t let him grab it hard enough to let him pull it. Finally, in desperation, he wrapped his elbow around the handle and squeezed with it. It worked, but it wasn’t easy! And through it all, Mel laughed at him. As he once again pushed the cleaner forward a few feet, then reversed his position to pull it back again, he supposed he would be laughing too – if her were in her position.

	As he worked, he became more aware of the heels on his feet than ever. Even though they weren’t as high as some pairs that he had worn, the extra difficulty of his task and the fact that he needed to constantly brace himself with his feet was still made that much more difficult because of the heels. His feet sometimes slipped, and if he wasn’t careful, he could easily have broken an ankle each time he didn’t set his feet right. Between the shoes on his hands and the shoes on his feet, he was having a very difficult, tedious time of it.

	 


Chapter 26 (Wednesday – week 4 Part 6 of 6)

	Mel watched him, totally delighted with what she was seeing. Obviously, he was having a lot of trouble with such a simple task. And just as obviously, he was quickly learning how difficult the simplest tasks could become with heels on. Ok, so it wasn’t really a fair test, but the whole purpose was for her amusement anyway – and she did find it amusing – very!

	It took a long time for him to just finish vacuuming her bedroom, and by the time he was done, she couldn’t stand it anymore. Before he could drag the machine out of her room, she herself reached down and turned the thing off. Then, grabbing him by the wrist of one of his high-heeled covered hands, she dragged him out into the living room and stood him in front of her sofa. She quickly went to her desk drawer where she dragged out the ropes she used to tie him with.

	Chad was a bit shocked to see her dragging the ropes out again, although he knew he shouldn’t be that surprised. What he didn’t expect was for her to tie his shoe-covered hands behind his back before she even undressed him. But she seemed to suddenly be in a huge hurry. And when she pushed him down to his knees, still completely dressed, he was more surprised than ever. Very quickly, she had him spread his knees for balance, then she tied his ankles together. But she still wasn’t finished. She tied one more rope to his bound wrists and then wrapped the other end of the rope to his bound ankles. Pulling tightly, she pulled his body backwards, bending him back toward his bound ankles. His arms were stretched back torturously, keeping him very off balance. He was still on his knees, but staying upright wasn’t as easy. If his knees hadn’t been spread, he would have fallen over for sure.

	Mel suddenly left him there and he had a few moments to reflect on his position, which was uncomfortable to say the least. She was back a few moments later though and his sight was quickly taken away as she tied one of her scarves tightly around his head. He knew what was about to happen, but he was a bit apprehensive about it. There was an urgency in Mel that he didn’t see very often. He was suddenly a bit afraid of the task he was about to have to perform.

	Mel glanced down at her captive sissy maid. She had tied him tighter than usual, and doing so had gotten her juices really flowing. She felt more excited tonight than ever before! Seeing him in his maids dress tonight, all trussed up and helpless seemed to make things that much more exciting for her. He was her fantasy – her perfect maid! Even though that fantasy had seemed to change a bit over the past month. It was now a better fantasy than ever! And it was also now a reality!

	She hated taking the time to run to the bathroom to get some towels to protect her sofa, but she knew better than to do this without them. As quickly as she could, she spread them out. Finally, she was ready.

	She looked down at him. He was bent backwards, trying to take the strain off of his arms – it wasn’t working. She reached down and caressed his face lovingly. “You know what comes next?” she asked in a rather soft, sultry voice.

	Chad gulped apprehensively. But he did know. He was about to have his face shoved roughly into her wet and waiting sex. “Yes, Mistress,” he answered.

	She chuckled lightly. Checking once again to make sure he couldn’t see her, she took off her blouse and draped it playfully over his bound arms. She lightly rubbed her bare stomach over his face… ever so lightly. She removed her bra and draped that over his bound arms too. Then she grabbed his face in her hands and rubbed the smooth, soft skin of her breasts back and forth against his face. Over and over again. Exciting her. Teasing him with the feel of them.

	She kicked her shoes off quickly and slid out of her slacks. As she tossed them aside, she noticed how obviously wet her panties were. It was a good thing that he was blindfolded and couldn’t see them. She grabbed his face again and spread her legs to either side of him, pulling his face into her wet, panty-covered crotch. She ground that crotch into his face for a few moments before releasing him and moving away. She was so worked up tonight. She didn’t know why and didn’t really care.

	She quickly pulled her panties off, almost tearing them in the process and sat down in front of him on the towels that were protecting her couch. She grabbed his head roughly and pulled him toward her, rocking him on his knees, pulling him from leaning backwards to falling forward – directly into her wet and waiting sex. She felt the panic in his body as she pulled him forward and vaguely saw his raised feet off the ground, but in truth, she didn’t care about his discomfort. This time… this moment… was about her and her needs. Not his. She was his mistress and he knew it. Her needs were raging!

	Chad fought the position he was in, but there was nothing he could do about it. Tied as he was, there was no escaping the gravity that pulled his face into her waiting crotch. And what a wet, messy crotch it was. Being unable to move his head and body anywhere else, he soon found himself fighting for air as she forced him to grind his face against her sex. She was using him hard already. He tried to do what he could with his tongue, but she was too demanding of him, pulling him too hard, too fast for him to do anything but let her have her way with him.

	He felt her orgasm, then as soon as it was done she was pulling at him harder still, wanting more than she had before! She was all need and nothing else. Again he felt her orgasm, and again she began grinding against his battered face like never before. It wasn’t till after her third bout of ecstasy that she finally slowed down, almost seeming to luxuriate in the sensual pleasures of his face against her love spot. Chad took the few seconds of her slowed pace to try to catch his breath and also to wrinkle his nose to relieve the feelings of total abuse that had been wrought against it. What had gotten into her tonight? She had never been like this before?

	Since her pace had finally slowed, and he could now breath again… and since she still didn’t seem to want to stop, he tried once again to reach out with his tongue into her very soaked sexual organ. He felt her shudder clear through to his own toes.

	Mel breathed in deeply. Her eyes were closed – they had been for quite a while now. She concentrated on the feelings now coming from his talented little tongue. Marvelous! Marvelous! Marvelous! This was life. This was living. This was really what it was all about! All the rest of life was simply waiting, marking time, for this!

	Now that she felt more satisfied, the feelings were building slower than they had before. They were more subtle, and as such, more interesting. She could relish in just feeling, and concentrating on, and appreciating – each and every variation of each and every sensation. Glorious… glorious!

	It was slower and not as earthshaking, but still her next orgasm was one to appreciate and savor for as long as she could maintain it. Then, on the way down, her body was forced to catch its breath. Yet she didn’t let up on the sissy in her lap. She kept him there, forcing him to give her pleasure… pleasure beyond pleasure.

	She felt his tongue slowing, tiring, yet she had no sympathy for him. Her final orgasm came much like the first… building ever so gradually, then staying at the peak for a very long time, then finally diminishing all too quickly. Only when she realized that she was finally done, did she open her eyes and push him backwards… back so that he was leaning backwards once again.

	She stared at him. He looked awful… about as bad as she felt good. She felt so satisfied. Yet part of that satisfaction came from the knowledge that he couldn’t get any satisfaction at all. That was a huge part of the allure for her – knowing that she was denying him the very male birthright that he probably valued the most. Yet as she stared at him, there were other emotions in her gaze. Emotions she wasn’t ready yet to recognize… other than perhaps – fondness.

	She got up and leaned down next to his side, putting her hands on him. “Here,” she said, “let me help you lay down.” Tenderly, she laid him on his side. She leaned down and kissed his sex soaked head. “I’ll be back in a bit,” she whispered. She stood up and headed to her bathroom for a much needed shower.

	Chad laid on his side, blindfolded and tied uncomfortably, still dressed in his maid’s dress, his hands still encased in the high-heeled shoes she had taped onto him, his entire head soaked with the essence of her sex. He could hardly move. He was just glad it was all over. Now if she would just release him soon he’d be a lot happier. He took the time to try to relax as much as he could, but the way she had him tied was putting too much strain on his arms and shoulders.

	She had been a terror tonight. Beyond anything she had ever shown before. Yet the fact that he had been able to please her that much, pleased him. He felt good about it, as if he had managed to accomplish something extra good. So why couldn’t she be kind enough to untie him now? Damn! At least she could remove the blindfold so he could see again!

	Mel dried herself off after her shower and belted her robe tightly around her. She had left him out there, all tied up, for quite a while now. But she had no intention of letting him loose just yet. A few more minutes wouldn’t hurt him. She wandered back out to her living room and checked on him. As she expected, he hadn’t moved an inch. She saw him move his head a bit at her approach. She ignored him.

	She walked around picking up her clothes and the towels that had been protecting her furniture, then she took them all into the bathroom to throw them into the hamper. From there, she went into her bedroom to prepare for what she needed to do next.

	Chad mentally screamed when he heard her walking off. Why wasn’t she untying him? His arms and shoulder ached – damn it! But he remained silent as he laid messy and exhausted on her living room carpet. It was a little while later when he finally felt her coming back… actually he never heard her coming, he just suddenly realized she was next to him. She didn’t say a word as she began untying him. The ache in his arms and shoulders was suddenly much worse the moment the rope binding his arms back to his ankles was released. He wished he could stretch and rub them, but that much was still impossible. He felt her releasing his ankles, more new freedom. He waited for her to untie his wrists… but she didn’t.

	“Stand up,” she prompted softly as she pulled up gently on his arm.

	With her help, he worked his way to his feet and he let her lead him wherever she wanted him to go – into her bedroom he supposed. Finally, he felt her working on the ropes that bound his wrists together… and finally he felt the freedom that his arms craved. He moved them around a bit, trying to get the circulation going again and relieve the awful aching that had built up in his shoulders. He tried to rub them, but the shoes that were still taped to his hands felt strange and hard against his skin. He accidently poked himself with one of the heels as he attempted it. He didn’t dare try that again.

	He waited for her to remove his blindfold… or even the shoes taped onto his hands, but instead he felt her loosening the apron tied around his waist that was part of his maid’s uniform. A minute later, she was unzipping his dress and pulling it off of his shoulders, guiding it down his arms and over the shoes on his hands. He stepped out of it as he felt it pooling on the floor past his legs.

	She removed the shoes from his feet. His pantyhose and girdle came next. What a relief it was when they were off. Then she attacked his waist cincher… the relief was twice as great. He tried to rub his stomach for a moment, but again, the shoes on his hands felt too strange. Finally, she removed the plastic panties that added the extra protection he needed against his diapers leaking. She had stripped him of almost everything, except the blindfold and the shoes still taped to his hands… and of course his diapers.

	She led him gently over to the bed and helped him climb up. A moment later, he felt her removing his sodden diapers, the cool air felt strange and oddly erotic against his bare skin there as soon as they were gone. The wet washcloth she used to wipe him up with felt wonderful too. Very wonderful!

	“Roll over, Sweetie,” she said softly as she pushed gently against his side. He rolled over onto his stomach. She wiped his backside more thoroughly with her washcloth. “Your diaper rash is looking better,” she noted. She placed her hand under his stomach. “Hands and knees now, Baby.”

	Chad pulled his knees up under him, but when he tried to brace himself on his hands, he found it next to impossible because of the heels still attached to them. No matter how he placed them, he just couldn’t find a suitable position to fully take his weight and brace himself for what he knew was coming. He heard Mel chuckling softly at his predicament. He finally wound up dropping down onto his elbows with his shoe covered hands out of the way. The position left his backside all too exposed up in the air, but he figured that was what she really wanted anyway.

	“Here it comes, Baby,” he heard her say. He suddenly felt the hard cold point of her toy up against his asshole. He felt her pushing on it. “Open up, Baby. Let it in.”

	And he did. He relaxed and opened up, because he wanted to let it in. He wanted to feel all the delicious sensations that it brought him. The only wonderful sensations he could feel anymore. The sensations that were now the closest thing to sex that he was capable of feeling.

	But once she had worked it in and out a few times, loosening him up, getting him used to it, getting him to the point where he was wanting more and more from it, she began working her toy differently than before… almost more purposefully. Over and over again, despite how he wanted her to push it, she was angling it down, pressing with it against the same area over and over again. Within moments, he felt himself suddenly needing to release some fluid… but not quite like peeing. And there was no stopping it. “Good baby,” she crooned as soon as he felt the fluid leaking out of him – more and more with each stroke that she made with her toy. She was milking him again. Purposefully. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

	When she saw no more of his milky seamen dripping out of him, she pulled her dildo completely out of him, granting him no real pleasure at all. “Well, that job went easier than I thought it would,” she exclaimed.

	He just sighed and buried his head in his arms.

	A thick coat of diaper rash cream, one suppository, three layers of diapers, and plastic panties, and he was done. Finally, she removed his blindfold and washed his face with her washcloth. He felt better… much better. Now if she would just remove the shoes that were taped to his hands… But instead, she went out to the living room and brought back his highest pair of heels. She herself strapped them onto his feet for him. “Ok, Baby. Let’s go back to your place and have a look at your wardrobe.”

	That fast, she had changed the mood… not to mention the subject.

	Chad felt incredibly stupid, even in his own apartment, walking around with the stupid heels taped to his hands. They made his hands useless… well, next to useless anyway. There wasn’t much he could really do with them like they were. Fortunately, Mel was handling most of what needed to be done… if it involved hands anyway.

	Now she was in his closet, pulling out blouse after blouse and holding them up against one of his skirts that she held in her other hand. “See, these all go together perfectly,” she explained. Actually, Chad was only partially understanding everything she said. But he acted like he was understanding it all anyway. At least when she was done with each skirt, she placed it back in the closet right next to a couple of blouses that she thought would go best with it. As far as Chad could tell, once again it looked like everything went well with everything else, and it was just a case of what your personal style was. Basically though, he was just glad to have some outfits sorted out for him.

	As she was finishing with the last skirt, he remembered another question he had for her. “Mistress,” he started tentatively, “would it be ok if I didn’t wear pantyhose? With the waist cincher, they’re almost impossible to get on. How do you manage it?”

	Mel laughed. “I’ve never worn a waist cincher!” she replied. Then she got a more angry look on her face. “Are you saying that I’m fat?”

	Chad was aghast. “No! Not at all! Of course you’re not fat! I just wondered, that’s all. I thought you might have worn one before.”

	Mel looked a little less angry, but only a little. “If you don’t want to wear them to work, that’s your decision. But whenever you’re in uniform pantyhose, or some kind of hose, are required! Got it?”

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

	“If it thrills you enough, as I suppose it probably does, you can get yourself some stockings and a garter belt to hold them.”

	Chad was surprised at her suggestion. It did have a certain allure. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	“And you better not be telling me that I’m fat!” she exclaimed once again as she closed his closet door.

	Chad knew he was on thin ice. He hadn’t said she was fat… not at all! One thing that anybody could easily tell, Mel was not fat! She was… perfect!

	Mel grabbed his baby-doll nighty and pulled it over his head. “Ok, Sissy. To bed with you. I’ll get your bottles for you.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. She wasn’t going to remove the shoes that were taped to his hands – let alone the shoes strapped to his feet. He held them out. “Mistress, are you going to remove them?”

	She smiled. “No. They amuse me. Leave them.”

	“How about my other shoes,” he asked, indicating the heels on his feet.

	“They amuse me too,” she replied with a wicked smile.

	With a big sigh of frustration, Chad made his way to his blowup mattress and laid down while Mel went out to the kitchen to get his nightly bottles. The shoes covering his hands made it impossible to pull the covers over himself properly. When she came back, she set both bottles along with his pacifier down on the floor next to him and pulled the covers up for him. “What am I supposed to do in the morning?” he asked as he held up his shoe covered hands again.

	She chuckled lightly once again and her wicked smile returned. “We’ll just have to see, won’t we!” Then she held out one of the bottles for him to take.

	Chad had a lot of trouble holding the bottles with the shoes on his hands. But once squeezed in place between them, he was able to lay there and drink it easily. Mel watched him to make sure he could manage well enough, then she walked over to his bedroom door and turned out the light at the switch. “Good night, Baby. Sleep tight.” And with another wicked smile, she was gone.

	Chad laid there in the darkening room, wondering what he was going to do in the morning. He couldn’t manage anything with his hands handicapped the way they were. He couldn’t even phone her to ask for her help.

	The heels still on his feet began to ache. He wanted desperately to remove them so he could flex his feet. But that was impossible because of the heels strapped to his hands. Impossible! Impossible! Impossible! His whole situation was impossible! His whole life was impossible! And that’s what he mostly thought about while he drank his entire first bottle, and his entire second bottle. He desperately wanted the pacifier she had placed on the floor next to him but he couldn’t pick it up to put it in his mouth. Feeling very frustrated, he finally fell asleep.

	Late, late that night, Mel snuck quietly into his room as she did every night. He was such a sound sleeper that it would take a lot to wake him. She quickly set the alarm on his pink clock radio so he would wake up when he needed to. She knelt down next to him with the scissors she had brought and cut the tape that bound the shoes onto his hands. She slipped the shoes off as gently as she could so as not to wake him. He stirred, but didn’t fully come awake. Good. She saw him moving his lips and tongue a bit restlessly. She took a chance and picked up his pacifier from the floor that he obviously hadn’t been able to pick up earlier. She touched it to his lips and watched as he instantly took it in and began sucking on it. His restlessness suddenly ceased and he fell back into a deeper sleep. She leaned over and kissed his forehead with the barest graze of a kiss. “Sleep well, my baby,” she whispered ever so softly. “Sleep well.”

	 


Chapter 27 (Thursday – week 4 Part 1 of 6)

	Bound and tied... Held captive… Completely helpless… Dark disturbing dreams, all with a common theme, played out in his mind all night long. For once, rarely anyway, did the dreams ever stimulate him sexually. That part of him only got a tiny token acknowledgement… as if his body had given up on it – mostly. Yet it did nothing to stem the restlessness of his dreams.

	All of his dream emotions finally coalesced into one dream – one dream where he was Mel’s bound, captive slave. All through the dream he yearned for her touch, her attention, her acknowledgment… her love. And all through the dream, all she did was to treat him harsher and harsher, grinding him down further and further. Yet still he yearned for her and constantly strived for her. He continually tried to show her his devotion in whatever limited way he was able. Till finally… she looked down at him… and smiled at him… and reached out her hand for him… and the loud rock music from his pink clock radio blasted every shred of the dream from his being!

	He woke up startled, trying desperately to make sense of anything. What had he been dreaming? As usual, he didn’t have a clue. He was being assaulted by the loud music now that threatened to peel the paint off of the walls. He rolled off of his blow-up mattress onto the empty baby bottles on the floor. Ouch! He scrambled to his knees and reached out for the button on the clock radio and quickly turned off the annoying music. And as blessed silence once again filled the room, he stopped right there and stared at his hand. It was free! There was no high-heeled shoe bound to it. He glanced at his other hand as he wiggled his fingers and felt relief washing through him. The shoes were gone from his hands. Sometime during the night, Mel had removed the shoes… and it hadn’t even wakened him. He felt the pain of his aching feet that were still strapped into the highest heels that he owned, and wished she had removed those shoes too.

	Still on his knees, he took time to take stock of his situation. The breast forms glued to his chest under his baby-doll nightly still seemed to be just as tightly glued as ever. His fingernails were still incredibly long and polished a bright red. As usual, his diapers were unbelievably bloated, like a huge basketball… or more likely a bowling ball – because they were so heavy. He could tell that once again he was messy inside of them and not just wet. Again he didn’t remember doing that during the night. His diaper rash was obviously still there too, but was it any better today? He couldn’t tell yet. One thing he couldn’t feel as much, was his penis, totally encased inside the damn chastity device she had locked onto him. He couldn’t feel it, mostly because the device wasn’t hurting him this morning – a blessed relief! And finally, the high heeled shoes Mel had strapped to his feet last night were causing his feet to ache terribly.

	First things first! He sat down on his blowup mattress and unstrapped the shoes, wiggling his toes and bending each foot in relief as he did so. Only then did he climb to his feet. It felt good to stand flat-footed again. She wouldn’t really try to train him so that he could only wear high heels? Would she? Damn! He knew without a doubt that she would do it… if she wanted to! It had been only a tiny little piece of some of his fantasies, yet it was a fantasy. And as such, the idea affected him. And as she had said last night, how many of his fantasies had she already brought to the realm of reality? A frightening number of them! And then some!

	Taking a deep breath to steady himself against whatever the day might hold for him, he began making his way out to his kitchen to see if she had left him a note. His overly bloated and messy diapers caused him to waddle with an extreme wide legged gait all the way. Her note was there, but it was strange – sort of. There was nothing out of the ordinary at all, and obviously even she had realized it.

	Sissy,

	You know the rules. You know what you have to do – what you can do, and what you can’t do! See you for breakfast.

	What a waste of time! Yet he was very glad too, because she had bothered to write it. Nothing new! For once, everything was normal… if you could call anything about his life “normal.” He waddled over to his refrigerator and pulled out the first of three baby bottles of her nasty tea that he would have to drink before he left for the morning. The bottle had tape wrapped around the top, sealing it so that he would have to drink it like the big baby that he was. He never even gave it a moment’s thought as he carried it out to his sole chair and sat in it. He raised the bottle to his lips and finally realized he was sucking on his pacifier. When had that gotten into his mouth? When he finished his bottles last night, he hadn’t been able to pick the thing up, even though he had tried. Mel. She must have given it to him when she removed the shoes from his hands last night. He mentally thanked her as he took his first sip from his bottle. But the thought of thanking her also sent a tiny bit of fuel to his overly unrelieved sexual feelings once again. Imagine – thanking her for giving him his pacifier to suck on. Damn he needed some relief!

	Mel stared at the coffee dripping from the coffee maker into the pot. As usual, it was dripping all too slowly. Maybe she should invest again in a coffee maker that she could set up to automatically come on every morning. There were a ton of them on the market. She had owned several of them in the past. Money certainly wasn’t a problem. She sighed slightly as the coffee continued to drip. The problem was her! She wasn’t disciplined enough to set the darn thing up every night before she went to bed.

	But now there was Sissy! He could do it for her. He could set it up as part of his mandatory duties every night. She smiled as she reached for a cup to pour the freshly brewed coffee into. In her mind she was seeing Sissy bringing her coffee in bed, waking her up with it every morning. Sissy! Her dream. And she had just found another way he could be even more useful. Just thinking about him, not to mention what she had done with him last night, brought feelings of joy to her whole body. But those feelings of joy were nothing compared to the feelings she had enjoyed last night. Wow she had been horny! What a night!

	As she took her first sip of coffee, the pleasure of the liquid brought images to her mind of the pleasures she had enjoyed last night. Yes, she had had a good time… scratch that… make that a great time! And he had been so funny trying to push the vacuum cleaner with those stupid shoes taped to his hands. She’d have to remember that for the future.

	But today was today… another day. It was Thursday. Tonight they had another appointment with Gloria where he would get even more of her hypnotic conditioning. By the way she figured things were going, it wouldn’t take much more at all till he was totally without control – and therefore – hers! She took another sip of her coffee. Mmmm! Sissy had lost! And he didn’t even know it yet!

	Chad stared at the clothes in his closet for a moment. Usually they were carefully divided up by type of item, with all the pants in one place, all the blouses together, and all the skirts and dresses in their places. It was still a shock to him to open his closet and not see one piece of male clothing. But this morning, everything looked so different. Since Mel had rearranged things last night, there were skirts mixed in among his blouses. There was something about that that bothered his sense of organization – but what Mel had done for him was necessary – for now at least. He had a hard enough time figuring out what to wear every day. Her efforts were really a big help.

	There was no question about what he would be wearing to work today. He had spent yesterday in a skirt and would have to wear a skirt to work tomorrow too. Today he would be wearing pants again… for the last time this week. Technically, there was one other pair of slacks in his closet, but they were a much longer length, and because of his now shrunken waistline, they were pretty much unwearable now - unfortunately.

	He had already dressed himself in his usual two diapers, plastic panties, waist cincher, and all-in-one girdle. Today, for the first time, he left the pantyhose off. Trying to put them on while wearing the waist cincher had been too much of a chore. Mel had said he could do without them, at least for work – so he was doing without. It had been a long time since he had gotten dressed without wearing pantyhose. The slacks immediately felt strange as he pulled them up his legs. As he expected, they hung lower on his hips than he would have liked. He grabbed a top that he hadn’t worn before but he was sure would go with the slacks he had put on. The stretchy top fit tighter than he was happy about over his new breasts and stomach, but when he looked at it in the mirror, he didn’t think it looked too bad at all – kind of sexy in fact… if you could call anything about him sexy. Which he wasn’t! Still, for a moment, he enjoyed the sight of himself in the mirror. Damn! Was he really doing this? Going to work… in fact, living his life – dressed entirely as a woman? All the time? Unbelievably, the answer was yes! Damn!

	His appearance needed something – like makeup, and his hair done, not to mention his jewelry. Time to get busy getting ready again.

	Mel turned sideways as she continued to stare at her reflection in the mirror. She put her hands against her stomach and pushed slightly. Had he called her fat last night? He had said that he didn’t, but she wasn’t totally sure. Why would he ever think that she had worn a waist cincher before? She hadn’t! Ever! She continued to stare at herself and appraise herself. No, she wasn’t fat at all! Ok, so there was a bit of puffiness in her tummy, but it wasn’t that bad. Was that what he had seen? Or had he really not called her fat at all like he claimed?

	She wasn’t a spring chicken anymore – not like the Robin woman probably was. But she wasn’t all that old either. Twenty-six wasn’t old? Was it? And yes, she supposed she did need to be exercising more. And ok, her arms were a tiny bit flabby underneath and could use some toning up. But there really wasn’t that much time in her day. She was a professional woman. She was too busy to be exercising all the time. But was she fat? Not as far as she could see! Ok, in her own opinion, she didn’t think she was.

	As she grabbed her panties to put on, she wondered if it was worth asking Andrea about… or maybe Gloria… or Cassie. No! Not Cassie. Cassie would immediately try to sell her a gym membership that she didn’t have time for. Maybe just Andrea. Yeah, that would be ok… maybe.

	Instead of putting on the skirt-suit she had selected, she put it back into the closet and pulled out her most slimming dress instead. And when she buckled the belt around her waist, she pulled it extra tight! No, she wasn’t fat! Not a bit! She ought to make Sissy eat twice as many meals of baby food for a while just for suggesting such a thing. That would probably teach him a lesson. Suggesting that she was fat! Ha! If he really had suggested it, that is.

	Chad rang her doorbell right on time and Mel opened it with a smile on her face. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said as he dropped his usual curtsey.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” Mel returned as she stood back to let him in. She watched as he dropped his bags under the table by the door. She took the bag full of empty bottles from him, but she didn’t bother to open it. She was more concerned with looking him over. Did he have to wear such a tight fitting blouse today? Since he had lost so much weight, and with the waist cincher too, his improving figure was becoming more and more noticeable. Did he wear that top just to emphasize how he looked now and to point out that she was getting fat? Ok, the thought itself was ridiculous. So why was she thinking it? Besides, his figure wasn’t that great!

	Not wanting to dwell on something that she knew she was erroneously stressing over, she purposely turned away from him so she wouldn’t keep staring at him. “Ok, Sissy,” she said. “Breakfast time.” She purposefully walked ahead of him so she wouldn’t have to look at him and be reminded any further of the weight he had lost. But as she headed for the kitchen drawer to get his bib, she couldn’t help thinking – his figure wasn’t better than hers? Was it? No, that was a dumb thought. There was still no doubt at all that underneath the clothes and the hair and the makeup, Sissy was a man!

	Chad pulled the tray off of his highchair, climbed up into it, and pulled the tray back in place. He hated his baby-food breakfasts. They were not only very demeaning, but they tasted awful. He held still for Mel as she tied the bib around his neck. Damn! Just like a baby. And worse, because she made him eat with that stupid baby spoon, he knew he needed the bib – like a baby!

	As she walked away, he noticed her turning her head to look at him. Was there something about the look on her face that suggested she was angry with him? If she was, he had no clue as to why. He must have just imagined it.

	Mel carried his bowl of baby cereal over to him and felt a tiny bit of relief as she did so. With his bib in place, she could no longer see his breasts sticking out under that tight top he was wearing. And in the highchair, the illusion of him as a baby was far more complete. Much more satisfying today than usual. She smiled at him now as she sipped her coffee and watched him struggling with his cereal. Plop! There went another tiny bit of cereal, off of his spoon, onto his chin, only to run down and fall on his bib. Delightful!

	 


Chapter 27 (Thursday – week 4 Part 2 of 6)

	Chad eased himself into the seat at his desk and smiled. Sitting down wasn’t nearly as bad as it was yesterday. There was no doubt that his diaper rash had improved since then, despite his being messy last night again. The new cream he was using was definitely working!

	“Hi Chad,” Robin’s voice interrupted from the doorway as she walked past, but by the time he turned, she was already gone.

	“Hi Robin,” he returned, calling over the cubicle wall. He turned to his computer and opened up the project he and Robin were working on together. He hadn’t made as much progress yesterday as he was supposed to because of the paper that Mel had made him write. Fortunately, Mel hadn’t mentioned making him write any more papers and he could get on with his work.

	A little while later though, he heard Robin’s voice calling over the wall. “Hey Chad!”

	“Yeah?”

	“Did you get those new animations done yet?”

	“Not yet,” he called back.

	“Are any of them done?”

	“Not yet!”

	“Not even started?”

	“Not yet!”

	“Geez! I thought you were doing them yesterday!”

	“I was busy with other things yesterday.”

	“Wait a minute,” Robin yelled back. “This is dumb!” A moment later, she came around to his cubicle. “I get tired of yelling over the wall like that,” she explained as she walked in. “So what’s up? You said you were going to do them yesterday.”

	Chad shrugged. “I got into some other things instead. Tell you what though, I’ll start on them right now. How’s that?”

	“Good! I need them to continue.”

	“No problem,” he replied. He expected Robin to go back to her own desk then, but she didn’t. Instead, she seemed to be staring at him. He suddenly felt very self conscious. He quickly glanced down at what he was wearing, then back up at her. “Is there something wrong?”

	Robin shook her head to bring herself back to reality. She hadn’t meant to, but she had been staring at him. “What? Oh… no. There’s nothing wrong.”

	Chad wasn’t so sure. He glanced down at his clothes again. “You’re sure? I mean, there’s nothing wrong with what I wore today, is there? Yesterday you weren’t exactly thrilled because I wore the same thing I had worn before. I haven’t worn this top before.”

	“For heaven’s sake! There was nothing really wrong with what you wore yesterday. I was just surprised, that’s all.”

	“So what’s wrong today?”

	“Nothing! Nothing at all… it’s just that… well…”

	“What?”

	“I was just wondering, that’s all.”

	“Wondering what?”

	“Well… Ok, this is a bit embarrassing, but…”

	“Embarrassing?”

	“Well yeah.”

	Chad was suddenly a bit afraid of what she might be wondering about. “If it’s embarrassing for you, I can only imagine how bad it’s going to be for me. Ok, just ask and get it over with.”

	“Well… I was just wondering… I mean… With that top… Your breasts… I know they’re not real, but… I mean… I just wanted to know what kind of padding you’re using to make then look so real. I mean… they even bounce and move like real ones.”

	Chad was shocked! He had been braced for something embarrassing, but still, when it came, it was shocking. But now, how should he answer? “Um… You’re right,” he said with a bit of a chuckle. “This is embarrassing.”

	“Sorry. I was just wondering. I mean, whatever you’re using looks really good!”

	“Thanks,” he replied blushing slightly. “Actually, they’re breast forms… made to look real.” He chuckled a bit to himself. “You should feel them, they even feel real!”

	“Really? Can I?”

	Chad did a bit of a double-take. “Can you what?”

	“Feel them?”

	“You’re kidding? Right?”

	“I was just asking. That’s all.”

	He chuckled again nervously. “Yeah. Of course.” That had been awkward – to say the least!

	“But now that you mention it… can I feel them?”

	Chad stared at her aghast with his mouth hung open.

	“Well, you did suggest it.”

	“I did?”

	“Yeah. You said you should feel them and… well, I am kind of curious.”

	“Robin… I didn’t mean…”

	“Please?” she pleaded.

	Chad just stared at her. He couldn’t believe it. The damn woman was actually serious! “No. I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

	“Why not?” She quickly stepped back out of his cubicle and looked up and down the hall. Then she stepped back in again. “There’s nobody around. You could just pull your top up and let me feel real quick.”

	Once again, Chad couldn’t believe what he had just heard. “Robin, I’m not going to do that!”

	She shook her head. “Ok… I guess.”

	Chad shook his head. Why would she ever?

	“Can I at least see them?”

	“What?” His level of shock hit a whole new high.

	“Can I see them?”

	“Robin… No!”

	“Just pull your neckline down a bit so I can just see a bit of them.”

	“No! I’m not going to!”

	She shook her head. “Well, I was just asking. That’s all. You don’t have to get huffy about it. It’s your own fault for making me curious.”

	“My fault!”

	“Yeah… Your fault! It wouldn’t hurt you to just let me at least see them. I mean… they’re not even real! It’s not like you’re a real woman with real breasts that I’d be touching… or seeing. They’re fake! Like you!”

	She suddenly turned and walked out, leaving him sitting there with his mouth open. He couldn’t believe it. What was with her? But one thing stung a bit – when she had called him fake. He couldn’t get that off of his mind as he turned around and got back to work. Ok, maybe he was a fake. He wasn’t a real woman. He was only playing at it. But it wasn’t like there was anything he could do about it. He didn’t have a choice. The terms of the bet and Mel’s demands didn’t leave him any choice. Couldn’t Robin see that? Of course she couldn’t. She didn’t know anything at all about the bet… and he meant to keep it that way. That knowledge would lead her to knowing even worse things about him – like his diapers. Thinking about his diapers made him realize that he needed to pee again. He held back and checked his watch. Knowledge of the bet would lead Robin to know about his diapers. And that was an even worse humiliation! Still, being called a fake did sting a bit.

	“Hey girlfriend.”

	Mel smiled as Gloria’s voice came over the phone line. “Hi Gloria. How are you?”

	“Great. Listen, I want to talk to you a bit about tonight… you are coming, aren’t you?”

	“Wouldn’t miss it!”

	“Good. Listen, what I want to do with him tonight may take a bit to explain. So what are you doing for lunch today?”

	Mel almost laughed. “Having it with you, I guess.”

	“You guess right girl!”

	“See you at the usual?” Mel asked laughingly.

	“See you there!”

	“Come on Chad,” Robin’s voice called from the entrance to his cubicle, startling him a bit since he had been deep into his work again. He turned around. “It’s break time,” she explained.

	“Um… No thanks,” he replied. He didn’t really want to go to break. It was just too much humiliation.

	Robin shook her head. “For heaven’s sake. Just come. It won’t kill you. What are you so afraid of anyway?”

	“It’s humiliating!” he replied. “All those women just want to make fun of me.”

	“I don’t know. I think they’ve been very nice to you! They haven’t made fun of you at all… at least not while you’re there.” She giggled a bit.

	He looked at her and rolled his eyes. He could only imagine what they were saying about him behind his back. But a break from his work was starting to sound like a nice idea. “Well… Maybe… I guess.”

	“Good!”

	He got up from his chair to go with her, but she wasn’t moving out of his way. In fact, she was staring at him again… or rather his breasts. He looked down self-consciously, then back up at her. “What’s wrong?”

	“Nothing. It’s just that… Hold your arms out a bit.”

	“What?”

	“Hold your arms out from your body a bit.”

	He didn’t know why, but he did as she requested. “What’s wrong?”

	“Nothing. You know, that top really is a good one for you. It shows off your figure really nicely. And whatever you’re doing, your figure is looking better and better.”

	“It is?” he asked as he looked down at himself again. “Thanks.”

	“Yeah. I mean… look…” She stepped forward and stood right in front of him. She ran her hands down the artificial curves on his sides. “See, this is really looking more and more feminine every day. It’s amazing! And…” She moved to his side and put one hand on his back, then brought the other hand under his fake breasts, lifting up on them a bit. “And these, really look real!” She quickly squeezed them a bit. “They feel real too!”

	“Robin!”

	She giggled as she let him go and gradually headed toward the hallway. “You were right. They do feel real!” she repeated, then giggled once again.

	Chad reluctantly fell into step next to her as they walked toward the break room. “Did you have to do that? It was embarrassing.”

	She was still giggling. “How else was I going to know what they felt like? At least I got to feel a little bit.”

	“But it was embarrassing!”

	“Aw… You sound just like a real woman who’s just been felt up.” She giggled once again. “It’s not like I got to see them or anything. What are you so afraid of anyway? They’re not even real!”

	Chad didn’t know how to answer. “It’s just that it wasn’t… polite!”

	Robin laughed louder. “You’re kidding, right? Fake breasts, fake woman… and you’re worried about me being polite? Get off it!”

	Chad said nothing as they walked. What could he say?

	As the break room came in sight though, Robin had one more comment. You know, you were right, they were fairly heavy.”

	“What?”

	“Your breasts. They did have some weight to them.”

	“I know! I get tired of it a lot.”

	“At least you can take them off for a while to get away from it. That’s the difference between a real woman and you. Real women can’t take their breasts off… not that we’d want to anyway… which we wouldn’t! You can’t say that, can you?”

	Robin couldn’t see it, but Chad’s eyes were bulging at her comment. Yes he would like some relief from the breasts – frequently in fact. But no, he didn’t have the option to take them off – because again, he was too embarrassed to tell her that Mel had glued them on and there was no way he could remove them. Embarrassing!

	Robin got her coffee first, then Chad started filling his cup. “Hey look!” Robin squealed. Then she made a quick move further down the counter. “Ha! I got the last doughnut!” she proclaimed proudly as she held it up.”

	Chad looked at her and smiled. Unfortunately, what he hadn’t expected was that the sight of the doughnut she was holding up would make his stomach rumble. He suddenly felt very jealous. “There’s no more?” he asked, hoping against hope.

	“Nope! I got the last one.” She took a big bite before she even started heading for one of the tables. “Mmmm. Strawberry jelly!”

	Chad rolled his eyes a bit. The baby cereal he had eaten for breakfast certainly hadn’t been enough to really fill him up. It was probably one of the main reasons he had lost so much weight lately. He was suddenly very jealous… not to mention hungry. He followed her over to a table that was already filling up with women. His thoughts were primarily on the doughnut in Robin’s hand though… and why he couldn’t have been just a few minutes earlier so he could have gotten one! Robin again! If she hadn’t held him up so much, trying to feel his breasts…

	“Hi Sissy,” one of the women said as he sat down.

	“Hi,” he returned, still a bit put-off because he hadn’t gotten a doughnut.

	“Hey, I like that top on you,” another woman said.

	“Thanks,” Chad replied.

	“Yeah, it’s great,” Robin chimed in. “Stand up, Sissy, so they can see it better.”

	“I don’t…”

	But Robin was suddenly pulling on his arm. “Stand up! For heaven’s sake.”

	Chad reluctantly got to his feet and stood there.

	“Doesn’t it show off his shape really well?” she asked the others.

	“Sure does, Honey,” one of them replied. “I think his pants are a bit baggy though. Too baggy for my taste anyway… with that tight top and all. You really ought to get some that fit better.”

	“Uh… I lost a lot of weight,” Chad replied.

	“Well, Robin is right, that’s a great top for you – with your figure anyway. You just need some better pants to go with it now.”

	“Uh… Thanks,” he said, then started to sit down.

	“Wait a minute,” Robin said, stopping him. Then suddenly her hands were all over him again, lifting up one of his breasts. “Don’t they look real?” she asked everyone. Then she suddenly dropped his breast that she had been holding up and everyone watched as it quivered a bit.

	“Robin!” he complained as he shook her hands off. “Stop that!”

	A few of the women around laughed. One of them agreed with Robin as she said, “they sure do look good. Real good.”

	“They feel real too,” Robin added slyly and giggled. The other women all laughed too.

	“I don’t think I want to go around touching them then,” one of them replied.

	“Thank you!” Chad said to her very seriously… which only prompted a lot more laughter.

	“So still no earrings, Sissy?” one of them asked.

	He shook his head. “I haven’t even had time to get to the store lately.”

	“Well, I still think you should at least consider it.”

	“I agree,” another one added.

	“Me too,” still another voice chimed in.

	Chad was getting tired of being the center of attention… and being ridiculed – if they were ridiculing him. Sometimes it was kind of hard to tell. Fortunately, the conversation from there turned to other matters, mostly about families and relationships. Gradually, he tuned them all out and just let them talk. He was a lot happier.

	 


Chapter 27 (Thursday – week 4 Part 3 of 6)

	“So tell me, what’s so different about what you’re planning to do tonight that you couldn’t explain it over the phone?” Mel asked Gloria as soon as they had ordered their lunch.

	Gloria smiled. “Well, I think I mentioned this before, but this week, along with reinforcing what we’ve already done, I think we’re going to let him talk to us, probably a lot. I’d like him to tell us, in his own words, how he thinks things are going.”

	“Ok, that sounds like it should be a good idea.”

	“Yeah, but I kind of wanted to warn you before we got into it, it’s probably going to seem a bit unnerving at first – because he’s going to seem like he’s completely awake and not in a trance at all.”

	“But he still will be?”

	“Yeah. That’s the idea.”

	“How will you know in case he isn’t?”

	Gloria shrugged. “It will be kind of hard to tell. You have to know what to look for. And even for me it won’t be easy.”

	Mel thought about that for a moment. Can you have him keep his eyes closed the whole time? That might help… so at least I’ll know that he’s still under.”

	Gloria smiled. “That’s a good idea. I can definitely do that. Now listen though. I need you to be especially quiet during this. I’m going to have a hard enough time keeping him under as far as I can get him. Any disturbance could wake him all too easily – and then he’ll realize what we’ve been doing to him all along. If he realizes it, well… I think he’ll probably be able to fight the conditioning fairly easily. That could make things a lot harder for you.”

	Mel nodded. “Don’t worry. I’ll just sit and listen. Besides, I’ve been good so far, haven’t I?”

	Gloria smiled and reached out her hand to touch Mel’s hand. “It’s been going better than I ever thought!”

	“Hi Sissy,” the receptionist called out all too loudly for Chad’s comfort the minute he walked through the door to the gym.

	Unfortunately, Chad’s discomfort over her greeting was compounded by two women he had never seen before standing in front of her counter. The receptionist was peering around them at him… which, of course, meant that the two women had turned around to look directly at him too. The surprise on their faces was very evident… as was the expectant look of the waiting receptionist as she continued to stare at him – waiting for his usual curtsey and return greeting. But he wasn’t about to give that to her this time. Not with those two women standing there. He just stopped where he was, well away from them and waited for the women to leave.

	“He’s being stubborn today I guess,” she explained to the two women.

	“Well, I didn’t believe it anyway,” one of them replied.

	Chad’s face turned bright red as he realized that the receptionist must have been telling them about him.

	“I don’t know,” the other woman replied as she again turned to look at Chad, “He’s certainly dressed completely like she said. Of course he’s not wearing a dress today, but still… I’ll bet he does!”

	Chad was tempted to get out of there and skip the whole thing, but he really wanted his soggy diapers changed and this was his only chance. But these women had been discussing him! What was he supposed to do?

	“Come on, Sissy,” the receptionist pleaded. “Won’t you please show us your pretty little curtsey?”

	Chad was completely speechless. He couldn’t believe that the receptionist would ask such a thing from him. No, he could believe it! But what should he do? He didn’t really want to do it in front of these women. “Can’t you please just find Cassie for me?” he asked.

	But the receptionist got stubborn. “No! Not till you show these nice ladies how pretty you can curtsey.”

	Ugh! “Please just get Cassie.”

	But the receptionist stubbornly shook her head and said, “No.”

	The receptionist’s stubbornness only increased Chad stubbornness too. He wasn’t about to curtsey in front of the two strange women, no matter what. Their encounter quickly devolved into a staring match – with Chad staring at them and all the women staring at him. And this time, Chad won! The receptionist finally rolled her eyes. “Sorry,” she said to the two women. “It looks like he’s not going to be very cooperative today.”

	“That’s ok,” the first woman said. “Men are always stubborn… no matter what they’re wearing,” she added with another cross glance at Chad.

	Chad stood back and waited while the two women walked past him, both of them looking him over even more carefully as they went out the door. When they were gone, he turned back to the receptionist. She was again looking at him like she was waiting for something. He got frustrated. “Will you please just get Cassie now?”

	She shook her head with disappointment. “Wow, you’re no fun at all today,” she grumbled as she left in search of Cassie. Chad only felt relief.

	The receptionist was back a few minutes later with Cassie. Chad dropped his usual curtsey and greeted Cassie, but as he was doing it, he glanced at the receptionist with a rather “stick it up your ass” look. He saw her rolling her eyes as she walked behind the counter. Chad put her totally out of his mind as he followed Cassie to the back office again.

	“She says you didn’t want to curtsey for some of our guests,” Cassie said as soon as she had closed the door behind them.

	“No way! I don’t know them. They’re not Mel… or even you or Sandy!”

	“Uh huh,” Cassie murmured as she watched him struggling to remove his clothes. Chad removed everything but his diapers and waist cincher, then he laid down on the floor and Cassie handed him his baby bottle to start working on. “It wouldn’t have killed you to be nice,” Cassie said as she started removing his diapers.

	“It’s demeaning!” Chad replied through the nipple in his mouth.

	Cassie looked up at him for a moment. He was laying in front of her so she could change his soaked diapers, he was drinking from the baby bottle stuck in his mouth, he face was covered with makeup, his nails were long and painted red, his hair was femininely arranged… and he was worried about something being demeaning? One thing was for sure, she’d never understand men! Once again she thanked her lucky stars to have Sandy in her life instead of some stupid man.

	She poured a generous amount of baby lotion into her hands and went to work on his front side. As she worked, she kept staring at his penis locked up inside of the chastity device. The tiny little thing looked even smaller today than usual. She was surprised because she didn’t think they could get so small. She worked extra hard at trying to get a reaction from his plastic encased penis… but no matter what she did, or how she pulled on his chastity device, it was as if she wasn’t doing anything at all. She glanced up at his head. He was still sucking on his bottle. The look on his face suggested that he wasn’t even paying attention to what she was doing. Geez!

	She cast one more glance down at the tiny nub that his penis was. It hadn’t grown a bit. “Roll over. This is becoming a waist of time.”

	Chad put his bottle down and rolled onto his stomach, then pulled his legs up under him, exposing his backside high in the air for Cassie’s attentions. He was rather looking forward to this part again. The first part, where Cassie was working on his front side, had become nothing but uninteresting to him. He couldn’t get a reaction there and consequently didn’t pay all that much attention to it anymore. But his backside… He wondered yet again why he should find what she did to him there so thrilling.

	“Your diaper rash looks a lot better today,” Cassie noted right away.

	“It feels a lot better too,” Chad replied. Then he felt an electric shudder run through him for a moment as Cassie squirted some of the cold baby lotion right onto his backside. But the sensation of her hands running over him a moment later was pure heaven. He closed his eyes and relaxed into the sensations.

	Cassie rubbed her hands all over his backside. She couldn’t see his face in the position he was in, but she could still tell how much he was enjoying it. She was a little disappointed that he hadn’t been nice enough to curtsey for the two customers earlier. She was tempted to just rediaper him and send him on his way, with no further fun that he now seemed to crave. And the more she thought about that, the more she liked the idea. But first… Why not tease him a bit?

	She picked up the toy she usually stuck inside of him and place the tip against his backside, right up against his asshole. She placed it there ever so gently, not pushing at all… and she waited.

	Chad felt whatever it was that she usually used on him being placed up against his asshole. The thrill was like lightning coursing though his body. He waited for her to push harder, but she was obviously teasing him because she wasn’t moving it at all. Please push… please… His silent pleas went unanswered though as she continued to keep it just as she had. He couldn’t take it anymore and he slowly pushed back against it, expecting it to slide right into him. But it didn’t. The more he pushed back, the more she pulled it back, keeping the pressure exactly the same. He started moving back and forth, pulling away, then thrusting back toward her toy again, trying to get it into him. But each time she kept it so that it only kept touching him and never anything more. His bucking became harder and harder, but it wasn’t getting him anywhere. His frustration grew till he finally stopped and slumped down as if he were exhausted. What kind of game was Cassie playing?

	Cassie pulled her dildo away and set it down. “You weren’t nice to our other guests earlier, so I don’t see any reason why I should be that nice to you today,” she explained with more than and ounce of satisfaction in her voice. “But there is one thing I will stick up inside of you. For once I don’t mind shoving these suppositories up into you at all!” And with that, she shoved her finger up his asshole as far as she could. The fact that she was only pretending to stick anything up inside of him made no difference since it was Thursday and one of the days that Mel had told her to only pretend to do it. And since she was only pretending… “In fact,” she started, then she stuck her finger up inside of him again, “there’s a second one for you to enjoy today!” She felt a bit of satisfaction at her fake cruelty. He would never know that he had received nothing at all.

	Chad was shocked… to the core. Not only was Cassie denying him the only pleasure he had been able to find lately, she had stuck not one, but two suppositories up inside of him. What kind of messy backside would that produce later? He wasn’t looking forward to finding out at all!

	At Cassie’s prompting, he rolled over onto his back again and grabbed his bottle to finish while she diapered him again. He looked up at her as he finished his bottle. She was staring down at him while she worked, but she wasn’t saying anything at all. She did have a very self-satisfied look on her face though. In fact, she was smirking with vindication. All because he hadn’t curtseyed for those two strangers? The heck with it! Chad still felt justified and more glad than ever that he hadn’t done it. So there!

	As he walked past the receptionist on his way out a few minutes later, he was tempted to stick his tongue out at her, but he held himself in check. A gesture like that would have been a little too childish. He had enough childish tendencies in his life to deal with already.

	“Hi Mel. It’s Cassie.”

	“Hi Cassie,” Mel replied into her phone. “How did it go today? Anything new?”

	“Well, kinda’.”

	“What happened?”

	“I know I shouldn’t expect it, and I know I have no right to make him do something like that but…”

	“Like what?”

	“Well… you see, our receptionist said that she asked him to curtsey for two of our customers when he came in today, and he flat out refused. He wouldn’t even curtsey for her like he usually does.”

	“He usually curtseys for your receptionist?”

	“And me… well, I kind of got started making him do it at first, but now… well he just does it naturally.”

	“Did he curtsey for you today?”

	“Yeah, no problem.”

	“But he wouldn’t do it for anyone else?”

	“No. I know he probably doesn’t have to. But I was just wondering… seeing as how she did ask him nicely… or so she claims.”

	“Hmmm,” Mel mused.

	“I’m just not real clear on the lines of authority here I guess.”

	“Don’t worry about it Cassie. Let me think about it a bit. I’m not real sure either.”

	“Ok. Thanks Mel. No problem. Sorry to bother you with it.”

	“Don’t be sorry. I’m glad you called. By the way, did you fake putting the suppository in him again?”

	Cassie laughed. “Not just one, but two! I told him I was mad at him for his behavior earlier.”

	Mel laughed a bit too. “Great Cassie. I have no doubt that two suppositories will really give him second thoughts all afternoon – even if they were fake!”

	Mel hung up her phone. She had work to do, but her thoughts were completely focused on Sissy and his refusal to curtsey for Cassie’s customers. But should he have been required to? Or was what he did perfectly within his rights. On the other hand… he had no rights! None! Not as far as she was concerned. But should she do anything about it? That was the question that haunted her for the rest of the afternoon.

	 


Chapter 27 (Thursday – week 4 Part 4 of 6)

	Chad sat at his desk and worked, but as much as his mind was focused on his work, it was equally focused on the fact that Cassie had shoved two suppositories up inside of him instead of only one. He had enough trouble every day with just the one. Would two make things even worse? He had only eaten a small salad for lunch today, trying even harder to keep less food in his system than usual. More food meant more mess, and he didn’t really want that at all. He didn’t mind it so much at night, but during the day he was around way too many people. Having smelly, messy diapers was not a good thing during the day… even if his girdle did keep everybody from knowing – so far.

	He again felt the urge to wet himself and as usual, started holding back as he checked the time on his watch. He had already wet his diapers once since lunch, but it wasn’t surprising anymore that he would have to pee again so soon since his waist cincher was compressing his bladder, along with everything else.

	But a few minutes later, he stopped all work on his computer as he felt the first afternoon signs that he would be messing himself very soon. Two suppositories in his system. Damn! He not only didn’t think about holding back when the pains came again, he actively pushed this time. Two suppositories! Maybe it would be better to get it all out of him at once… if he could. He stood up so that there would be less resistance for it all and immediately felt the slushy mass sliding out of him, into his diapers. From there it was all forced to spread out and travel around him as it tried to find whatever room it could make for himself inside of his diapers. Major yuck!

	He breathed a sigh of relief as it ended. He felt lucky, it hadn’t felt any worse than it usually did. But would he be subjected to more later? With two suppositories, that was a distinct worry today. He’d just have to wait and see. He sat down in his chair very gingerly. He felt the mess compressing and moving inside his diapers a bit more as he did so. Yuck!

	Not being in the mood to concentrate on his work, he opened the spreadsheet he used to track his progress for the bet. Next to yesterday’s date, he filled in 26 minutes. It was the same amount of time he had filled in for the day before. No progress at all! He sighed with frustration. Was twenty six minutes very good? He just wasn’t sure.

	He noticed that there were still thirty six days left that he would have to struggle. Thirty six days of pure hell – as he now knew. He thought again about the mess that had just come out of him – into his diapers. He would be wearing that for the rest of the afternoon – ugh! Yet it thrilled him deep down too. Despite the problems and the humiliations, he was still living his dreams – and then some. He was taking advantage of an opportunity that very few others had ever experienced. He just wished that he could get some sexual relief through his experiences… at least occasionally.

	But would it be better to just give in and try to become incontinent? Let Mel win the bet? Live the dream, perhaps forever? It was very tempting, but he had been through those thoughts before. Despite the allure, he knew he had to somehow win the bet… not that he really had any chance of losing.

	The mess in his backside was becoming its usual background irritation now. He closed his spreadsheet and opened up his work project again so his mind would have something better to dwell on. Back to work.

	Mel stopped for a moment in the hallway just outside her office to check her hair in the decorative mirror hung on the wall there. But looking in the mirror reminded her of something that had been bothering her all day. She looked back at Andrea’s desk and the waiting room beyond. There were no customers in the building just then. “Hey Andrea,” she called as she stepped into the middle of the hallway.

	“Yes?”

	“Am I getting fat?”

	Andrea looked at her like she was crazy. “You? Fat? You’ve got to be kidding!”

	Mel looked down at her body and ran her hands lightly down her dress as if smoothing it. She looked back up at Andrea with a smile on her face. “Thanks,” she replied happily, then turned toward her office. But two steps later, she turned back again. “Hey Andrea.”

	“Yes?”

	“What are you doing Sunday?”

	Her office assistant shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing much. Why?”

	“You said you were interested in seeing Sissy in some of those clothes we got him. Do you want to come for dinner then?”

	“Really?” Andrea asked, suddenly excited.

	“Really,” Mel replied.

	“Great! I’d love to. Just me, or will anyone else be there?”

	Mel thought about that for just a second. “Um… probably a couple of my neighbors too… if you don’t mind.”

	“I don’t mind at all. Like I said, I’d love to.”

	“Good,” Mel replied with a bigger smile on her face. “We’ll plan on it then.”

	“Break time!” Robins voice called from the entrance to Chad’s cubicle.

	Chad turned around. “I don’t think I want to go. But thanks.”

	Robin shook her head and walked into his cubicle. She reached out and grabbed his arm, pulling on it. “I’m going to break you of this stupid phobia if it’s the last thing I do!”

	“Robin!”

	“Come on… or I’ll get everybody back here to drag you down there again.”

	Chad groaned in frustration. What was it with women? They all wanted to make his life miserable. But clearly, Robin wasn’t giving him a choice. He let her pull him to his feet and followed her meekly out, praying all the while that the second suppository in his system wouldn’t make matters any worse.

	They reached the break room without any mishaps or humiliations, but the moment they walked through the door, Chad stopped short. There was a man at the coffee pot, pouring his coffee. And Chad knew him well. He was one of Chad’s friends… or had been… before! Derek!

	“Come on,” Robin said as she realized he had stopped moving.

	But Chad didn’t want to move. He wanted to go back to his desk where he could hide.

	“Come on,” Robin urged again and pulled on his arm.

	He followed her, but slowly. Derek hadn’t noticed him yet. Could he get out of there without his friend seeing him? He had no illusions about how unlikely that would be. He stood right behind Robin as he waited his turn at the coffee pot, as if he was hiding behind her, hoping that Derek wouldn’t see past her… to him. But Derek finished fixing his coffee… and turned… and the two locked eyes, for just a moment. Chad clearly saw the shock on Derek’s face. Chad immediately looked down at the floor in embarrassment. He didn’t want to have to face his friend – make that former friend… let alone talk to him. But Derek wasn’t moving away. Chad was aware that Robin wasn’t moving either. He was also very aware of the complete silence between all of them. He chanced a quick glance up. Derek was still staring at him as he took a sip from the coffee in his hand.

	“I’ve seen you around,” Derek said, “from a distance anyway. And of course I’ve heard all about you from everyone else. But this is the first time I’ve seen you up close. I’ve got to say, even up close you look surprisingly…” He shook his head, searching for a word.

	“Stupid?” Chad offered softly.

	“Not exactly the word I was looking for. But the word… ‘fair’ comes to mind.”

	Chad blushed a bit. “Thanks,” he replied. Why wasn’t Derek leaving? Didn’t he have any idea how awkward this was?

	“Are you going to get some coffee?” Derek asked.

	“Yeah,” Chad replied.

	Derek took a step back. “I’ll wait then.”

	What was Derek doing? Did he want to talk? Chad couldn’t believe it. He was aware that Robin had moved away a few feet and was watching them. He cast a quick glance at her before he grabbed a cup and started filling it with hot coffee. He should have fought harder with Robin before he let her drag him down here. This was a big mistake!

	With his coffee cup filled, he turned toward Derek again. Derek turned and started walking toward the tables. With a quick glance at a wide-eyed Robin, Chad meekly followed. He chose a seat across the table from where Derek had sat down.

	“So how come?” Derek asked. “I thought we were friends… somewhat anyway. Then suddenly… this! And you never gave any indication of it earlier - to anyone, as far as I know.”

	Chad shrugged. “It’s all just too embarrassing for me.”

	“And still you’re doing this? Living like this? I guess you’re living like this, aren’t you?”

	Chad only nodded. He took a sip of his coffee for comfort.

	“Why?”

	Chad shook his head. “It’s complicated.”

	“I’m sure. Of that I have no doubt!”

	“Well, just believe it, it is complicated,” Chad repeated, unwilling to go any further into that issue.

	This time it was Derek’s turn to shake his head. “You can’t imagine my surprise when I heard. Everyone was surprised. Nobody believed it. And then I saw you from a distance. I still couldn’t really believe it… not for a while anyway. And now… well, look at you!”

	“Yeah, I know.” This was so awkward!

	“And you never mentioned anything to anyone!”

	“Sorry,” Chad mumbled contritely, letting their conversation fall into an awkward silence for a while.

	“So are you planning on getting a sex change or something?”

	Chad was a bit shocked. “No. Not at all.”

	“So you’re just doing it then… for the fun of it?”

	Chad shook his head yet again. “No… well, kind of… it’s complicated! Very complicated.”

	“But you won’t explain it to me?”

	“I can’t!” Chad couldn’t take it anymore. “Look,” he said as he got to his feet. “I’m sorry. I really am. But it’s hard for me to explain.” He took two steps away and stopped. He turned back to his former friend again. “Oh, and thanks. Thanks for being somewhat nice to me… or at least not hitting me. This is just too embarrassing for me.” And with that, Chad hurried out of the break room back toward his desk.

	The encounter with Derek had been very unnerving. He was only glad that Derek had been as nice as he was. He should have been far more angry!

	Chad wasn’t back at his desk two minutes when Robin came hurrying in. “What did he say?” she asked breathlessly.

	Chad blinked up at her in surprise. He hadn’t expected to see her so soon. “Not much,” Chad replied.

	“What did you say?”

	“Not much either.”

	“Damn you! You must have said something! Both of you! So how did it go at least?”

	Chad thought for a moment. “Awkward.”

	Robin leaned against his desk. “Yeah, I’m sure it was. In fact, I could see that from the moment you got there.” Robin stared at him for a moment, waiting to see if he would say anything else, but Chad just sat there and remained mute. Men! Then never want to talk about anything interesting! And she was sure that their conversation would have been juicy for sure. Finally, she smiled and pulled herself away from his desk. Her comment as she sauntered out, was one of the jokes that the women had been bantering around their table the whole time Chad and Derek were talking. “I’ll bet he thinks your sexy now!”

	“Get out of here!” Chad returned playfully.

	Robin turned her head just before she disappeared around the corner. She had a sly grin on her face as she unleashed one of the other jokes. “I wonder if he has a crush on you?”

	Chad rolled his eyes as Robin disappeared. Women! All they ever did was to make his life miserable! So why did he envy them so much?

	 


Chapter 27 (Thursday – week 4 Part 5 of 6)

	As per Mel’s usual instructions for Thursday evenings, Chad headed straight to her office after work. Andrea actually gasped a bit as he walked into the office. “Well, don’t you look pretty good today,” she commented.

	“Thanks,” Chad mumbled, he was a bit embarrassed by her compliment. There were several other people in the office, all of them staring all too interestedly at him. They were making him uncomfortable.

	Fortunately, Andrea got right up from her desk. “Let’s get you out of here,” she suggested. Chad followed her back to the usual vacant, but richly appointed office. “You’ve got another bottle yet?” Andrea asked.

	“Yeah. Right here,” he replied holding up his pink diaper bag.

	“I’ll leave you to it then,” she replied as she closed the door and left him alone.

	Chad pulled out the one remaining baby bottle that was still full from his diaper bag, stretched himself out on the comfortable leather couch, and put the bottle to his mouth. His thoughts were far away though as he laid there drinking. Jumbled images ran though his mind. Particularly, he thought about his short encounter with Derek earlier. He felt particularly bad now about everything. Why was he doing all this? The words self-respect, friends, and a life crashed into his brain. That was why he had to win this bet.

	But on the other hand… he sighed around the nipple in his mouth as he paused in his drinking to let some air back into the bottle. On the other hand, he was actually living his dream. For real! Unbelievably! Who would have ever thought… Even he hardly believed it. And as much as he wanted to win the bet and all the things that came with winning, he wanted to lose just as much – along with all the things that came with losing.

	He could literally feel his sexual need. It had changed over the last month. While it always raged, at times it was starting to move more into the background where he didn’t notice it as much. Sometimes he was almost comfortable with it. But always, he actually enjoyed it. The big problem however, was that he really did want some sexual relief! No matter how much into the background it moved at times.

	His baby bottle startled gurgling as he finished the last of it. He put it back into his diaper bag and laid back on the couch. He was living his dream. Yet he wanted his self-respect back too. Which way should he choose? They both called strongly to him. His encounter with Derek filtered back through his mind again, along with how bad he felt about it. Derek was his friend… scratch that! Derek used to be his friend! Not anymore. He didn’t have any real friends anymore. Self-respect, friends, and a life! As much as he wanted his dream, it was too difficult. He had to win this bet!

	Mel sat at her desk and leaned back in her chair. Chad was waiting in the next office for her. Andrea had just left for the day. She needed to go in and change Chad’s diapers so they could go and get some dinner before going to see Gloria. But her problem was what Cassie had told her earlier about how Chad had behaved at the gym. Was it wrong? She really wasn’t sure. And then there was the other question that Cassie had brought up, just how much authority should Cassie have over him?

	She glanced at her clock, it was running late. Her last few clients had taken more time than she thought they would… a common occurrence. But now she had to deal with Chad… or rather Sissy. Should she punish him? Or was he right in the way he had acted? She just didn’t know. She wasn’t one of those professional dominatrix women she had read so much about lately. They always seemed to know how to deal with everything. She wasn’t a dominatrix, she was a lawyer. This was all new to her. And as much advice as she tried to pick up from the web, she was mostly just winging it on her own.

	So what should she do about him? Having no answer, she decided to put the decision off till later. She got up from her seat and headed toward the door to her office. She was going to have to hurry now and changing his diapers was going to take a few more precious minutes. Change his diapers! Yuck! But it was a small price to pay for gaining her dream. She paused as she placed her hand on the door handle leading into the office where Chad was. Should she go ahead and start looking for a house to buy? It was obvious that he had already lost. Maybe she should. There was really no reason why she should put that off any longer.

	With a smile, she opened the door to go in and change Sissy’s diapers.

	The restaurant was their usual one. Chad did notice however, that this time, the staff didn’t seem to give him as many of their overly curious glances as they usually did. Was he becoming less of a curiosity? The glances he was getting from some of the other customers however, still made him very uncomfortable. He was a bit surprised, not to mention pleased, to notice that Mel didn’t even pull one of his empty baby bottles out and put it on the table – to taunt him. Instead, she just ordered both of them a cup of coffee when the waitress asked what they wanted to drink.

	“So how was your day?” Mel asked as they waited for their coffee.

	Chad rolled his eyes. “Miserable!”

	“Why?” she asked with some surprise.

	“I ran into an old friend today. It was the first time I’ve talked to him since this all started. It was very awkward… to say the least.”

	Mel nodded. She could only imagine what it must have felt like for Chad… yet strangely, she didn’t have much sympathy for him. This was his dream after all. “And that made your day so miserable?”

	“Mostly,” Chad replied.

	“So there were other things then?”

	Chad shook his head. “Oh, a lot of little things, I guess.”

	“Like what?”

	“Well… I got felt up today by Robin, for one thing.”

	“You what?”

	“She can be so conniving sometimes! She started out by complementing my figure, and the next thing I know, her hands were all over my breasts! Damn the woman!”

	“Don’t swear!”

	“Sorry,” Chad replied contritely.

	But Mel was trying to figure out how she felt about Chad’s latest encounter with Robin. On the one hand, Robin was obviously getting more physical with him. But on the other hand it sounded like Chad wasn’t all that happy about it. While she was very annoyed with Robin, she decided to put that on her list of things to think about later too. “Anything else?” she finally asked.

	“Ugh!” Chad grunted. “Just the usual mess I guess. All the women at break spend too much time talking about me. And they’re all after me to get my ears pierced now.”

	Mel’s attention was suddenly completely on Chad and that situation. Unfortunately, that was when the waitress brought their coffee. Mel ordered Chad his usual huge steak, but she only ordered a chicken salad for herself. There was no way she was ever going to let herself get fat! Finally, the waitress was gone and they could talk again. “So what do you think about getting your ears pierced?”

	“I don’t really know. On the one hand, it is kind of exciting. I mean, most women have their ears pierced, don’t they? And I have no doubt I’d probably feel embarrassed as hell about it.”

	“Careful with your language!” Mel cautioned.

	“Sorry… And I guess earrings would help make me look a bit more feminine… maybe anyway.”

	“Maybe,” Mel agreed.

	“But… Well, I don’t know that they’re really necessary. And then once I have it done, it would stay done. And when I win this bet, then what would I do?”

	“When you win? Aren’t you jumping the gun a bit?”

	Chad shook his head and smiled wickedly at her. “I’m not going to lose!” he said overly dramatically.

	“We’ll see about that,” Mel returned with a sinister tone in her own voice. They both laughed, but Mel was very conscious of the fact that Chad still didn’t think he could lose. At least not that he was admitting yet. Why was that? “So what are you going to do?” she asked.

	“About what?”

	“Earrings.”

	“Oh. I don’t know. Shouldn’t that be your decision?”

	Mel thought about that for only a moment. Actually, this was falling right in line with her plans for him. “No, I don’t think so,” she replied. “I think you should decide. I’m going to leave that totally up to you!”

	Chad was surprised. Up to him? Now what was he going to do?

	Mel stared at him. He obviously had a dilemma to figure out. But by making him decide what to do, it was more like he was now feminizing himself instead of her doing it to him. She wanted him to get to the point where he was pushing himself, adding his own humiliations, not just her. And obviously, he was starting to get there. That tiny spark of progress made their dinner much more enjoyable to Mel.

	When their meals finally arrived, Chad dug in quickly. He was famished and the steak was great. Mel almost laughed at the look of pure enjoyment on his face the moment he took his first bite. But Chad’s fast eating didn’t last long. Mel was actually very surprised when a short while later, he looked at her with a pained expression on his face. “I can’t eat another bite,” he complained.

	Mel looked at his plate. More than half his steak was still there. “What’s wrong?” she asked with total concern.

	“I’m too full!”

	“You’re full?”

	“Yeah! Well, with all the baby food you’ve been making me eat lately, and now this darn waist cincher squeezing my stomach, I can’t seem to eat as much as I could before.”

	“You can’t?”

	“Chad shook his head.”

	“So you’re going to waste most of your dinner?”

	Chad looked really crestfallen. “I hate doing it. It really tastes great. But I just can’t eat another bite!”

	“That’s all you’re going to get tonight. So if you can’t eat, then you can’t eat.”

	While Mel finished her dinner, Chad sat and just sipped at his coffee while they talked. He tried to take a few more bites of his steak, but his stomach just felt too full to eat much more.

	“So is it tomorrow that your divorce will be final?” Mel asked at one point.

	Chad set his coffee cup down. “Yeah,” he admitted. “I’ve been trying not to think about it.”

	“Is it bothering you?”

	He shrugged. “A little… maybe more than a little. Like I said, I’ve been trying not to think about it.”

	“How come?”

	He let out a big frustrated sigh. “Because I’m such a failure! It’s all my fault!”

	“Do you really think you’re a failure?”

	“Well, look at me!”

	She shook her head. “I don’t think you’re a failure at all. I just think that you and your wife couldn’t come to an agreement over your desires. That’s all.”

	“Ex wife!”

	She nodded, slightly amused. “Ex wife. Under different circumstances, I think that the right woman would be lucky to have you.”

	“Yeah right!” Chad replied, obviously not agreeing at all.

	“So do you want to celebrate it tomorrow? Some people are glad when it’s all over.”

	He shook his head. “No. I’m really not happy at all. I’m just trying to forget it and move on with my life instead.”

	She nodded her head again. “Moving on sounds like a good plan. I’m not so sure about forgetting it though.”

	“It hurts to think about.”

	“You loved her?”

	“I guess so.”

	“You guess so?”

	“I know I did once. It’s just… my stupid, fucked up, sexual needs! I can’t control them. And she couldn’t accept them. So all we did was to argue and hate each other over them. In the end, I think I started hating her. She just couldn’t understand. Nobody can.”

	Mel very much wanted to say that she was trying to understand. But she let it go unsaid. A few minutes later though, as she was paying the bill, she took one last glance at the huge amount of steak still left on his plate. Under any other circumstances, her comment would only have caused scorn and resentment, but in this case, it was probably one of the few things to take Chad’s mind off of his troubles. She put a sly smile on her face as she said, “Maybe we should be ordering from the children’s menu for you from now on!”

	Chad blushed furiously. He could only imagine how humiliating it would be to have to order all his meals out from a children’s menu – from then on.

	 


Chapter 27 (Thursday – week 4 Part 6 of 6)

	Chad loved going to their weekly relaxation therapy sessions. He never imagined that something could make him feel so good. Not only that, but the therapist, Gloria, didn’t seem to intimidate or humiliate him in any way. And he felt so good every time they left – so relaxed and carefree, almost like he was still walking on air. He took in a big breath of her scented air the moment he walked in and immediately felt his body starting to relax and feel better.

	“Hi you two,” Gloria greeted them warmly the minute they walked through her door.

	“Hi Gloria,” Mel replied just as warmly.

	All of them immediately went straight back to the room where Gloria held their sessions. Chad immediately felt his body relaxing even more the moment he walked in. Both Mel and Chad took their usual couches. Chad didn’t notice the extra little smile that Mel and Gloria exchanged as he was getting comfortable.

	“Okay. Just relax,” Gloria began. “Close your eyes… take a big deep breath... let it out again… and feel the tensions evaporate out of you.”

	It was the calming voice that Chad had grown used to and comfortable with. The phrases that she used were wonderful ones… phrases that seemed to work so well on him… phrases that he now looked so forward to hearing. Phrases that without his conscious knowledge, quickly dropped him into a hypnotic trance. It went faster than usual today, yet Gloria continued to go slowly. Taking him further and further, not wanting to take any chance that he might not be as far under as she thought.

	Noticing how quickly he had gone into a trance today, she tapped Mel on the arm, signaling much earlier than usual for her to wake up and stop trying to go along with her suggestions. Anticipating what was hopefully going to happen this time, Mel sat up to watch. Chad was laying there with his eyes closed. There as a hint of a smile on his face – his face that looked so peaceful. If she didn’t know better, she would have thought he was sound asleep.

	Slowly and methodically, Gloria took Chad further and further into his trance. Deeper and deeper, trying to get him further than he had ever been before. She didn’t rush things at all. In fact, Mel was wishing she would finally get on with the business because she seemed to be taking so much longer than ever before.

	Finally, Gloria picked up a wooden stool and a notebook that she had left on top of it from up against one of the walls of the room where they had been out of the way. She placed the stool near Chad’s couch where she could see his face. She glanced at Mel as she sat down and gave her a quick smile. Then she placed her finger over her lips, reminding Mel to remain quiet. Mel just nodded, impatient for Gloria to finally get on with things.

	“Chad,” Gloria said softly. “Can you hear me?”

	“Of course,” Chad replied as if he were wide awake. The sound of Chad’s voice momentarily startled and panicked Mel, but she remained silent and still.

	“Good,” Gloria replied. “I want you to keep your eyes closed and just remain in your quiet, calm place. I want you to stay calm and relaxed while you answer some questions for me. I want you to answer everything totally truthfully, because there’s no one who will judge you, or make fun of you anywhere near here. We only want to do this to help you feel better about yourself so you can be happy. Do you understand?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied very simply with his eyes still closed.

	“Good,” Gloria replied. “Remember, answering everything truthfully and calmly will help you feel happy. And you want to feel happy, don’t you?”

	“Yes,” Chad said. “I feel happy,” he added with a bigger smile suddenly on his face.

	Gloria opened the notebook in her lap and stared at what was written on the top page. Mel got curious and as quietly as she could, got up to peer over her shoulder. On the notebook page, Gloria had a long list of numbered questions she had planned to ask him. Mel only had time to read one or two before Gloria asked her first question. “Chad, tell me, how do you like sucking your thumb?”

	Chad’s face gave a very faint hint of trouble before his calm, happy expression once again returned. “I have a problem sucking my thumb,” he replied, “my nails are too long to do it properly. I can’t get it into my mouth far enough.”

	It was all Mel could do to stifle her giggle. But she managed it. She went back to sitting on her own couch to get further away from him in case she actually did let out any sound.

	“Good Chad. Very good. Remember, just stay calm and relaxed. There is no reason to ever get upset about anything here. We just want you to feel happy. Right?”

	“Right!” Chad agreed.

	Gloria revised her earlier question. “Tell me Chad, how do you feel about sucking on your pacifier, or maybe your bottles, or anything else you may suck on.”

	Chad smiled. “I love it. It makes me feel good… especially when something upsets me. It really helps me then.”

	“Good Chad. How about at work? Do you ever suck on anything at work?”

	“No. Not there. Never there. Even when I get upset. I think my work helps to distract me so I don’t need my pacifier as much.”

	“Chad, I want you to know that it’s alright if you feel the need to suck on something at work. Remember, sucking on things makes you feel more comfortable. It sooths you. If you need something to suck on, then just do it. Even if you think it’s going to make you feel more uncomfortable, you’ll find that it really helps. Okay?”

	“Okay,” Chad agreed like it was the most normal thing in the world.

	Mel was still a bit unnerved by the way he was talking. He was so normal. If she didn’t know any better, she would swear he was wide awake. She had to keep watching his closed eyes to remind her that he was actually fully in a trance.

	“Good Chad. Very good,” Gloria said. She glanced down at her notes again. “Now remember Chad, these are just questions to help you feel good. Even though they may bring up some disturbing thoughts, you won’t let those thoughts bother you. You will stay calm and happy and continue to answer as truthfully as you can. Okay?”

	“No problem,” Chad said with a smile still on his face. Mel almost giggled again.

	“Good Chad. Now I want you to think about the times when Mel has punished you. Stay calm and relaxed, nobody’s punishing you now. That was all in the past. Think about those times. How did you feel?”

	“Bad,” Chad replied. “Real bad. I can’t believe how bad it made me feel. It made me cry I felt so bad. I didn’t want Mommy Mel to be disappointed in me in any way, but she was, and I felt so bad about it.”

	“Good Chad. Remember, stay calm and relaxed.” She and Mel had exchanged glances at Chad’s mention of Mommy Mel. Obviously, that had been a bigger trigger than she had thought it would be. “Chad, crying is good. Crying is good for you. Don’t be afraid to let it all out and just cry like you need to. It’s a good thing for you to feel bad if Mommy Mel is angry at you. You should feel bad. I want you to feel bad. You can’t help feeling bad when she’s angry. It’s how you learn to feel good. And in the end, you do want to feel good, don’t you?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied noncommittally.

	“So don’t be afraid to let the crying out Chad. Don’t hold it back. It will help you feel better in the long run. Okay?”

	“Okay,” Chad agreed. But he didn’t sound as enthusiastic over it as he did other things.

	“Good Chad. Very good,” Gloria crooned again. She glanced down at her notes again, then looked back up at him. “Ok, tell me Chad, do you really like wearing diapers all the time?”

	Chad suddenly had a big smile on his face. “Yes!” he answered emphatically. “I love it!”

	“Very good, Chad. Why do you love it so much?”

	“I just do. It feels so good, especially when they’re wet. And when I’m wetting them, it feels absolutely amazing! Almost like sex… almost. Plus, I never have to bother to go find a bathroom somewhere,” he added.

	Gloria and Mel both almost giggled. But Gloria just continued in her usual calming voice. “Good, Chad. Very good. I’m very glad you like it so much. So you like wetting your diapers?”

	“Very much,” he replied.

	“How about messing in them?”

	Chad’s face didn’t look so happy. “No. Not really. Not at all in fact. I wish I didn’t have to, but there’s no way around it. I just can’t help it.”

	“Because you’re in diapers all the time?”

	Chad shrugged his shoulders. “That… and I can’t control it at all. The suppositories keep me so that I couldn’t stop it even if I tried.”

	“Do you often try to stop it?”

	He shook his head. “Never. What’s the point? I can’t control it at all because of the suppositories.”

	Gloria looked over at Mel who was positively beaming victoriously. Mel actually raised her arms up in the air in a celebratory gesture.

	“You’re doing good Chad, very good. Not being able to control it is what you should be feeling. And you’re completely right, there’s no need or even sense in trying. So I don’t want you to bother. Okay?”

	Chad shook his head again. “No sense in it. I can’t do it!”

	“Good Chad. Very good. I’m glad you like wetting your diapers so much Chad. I’m glad that it feels so good. And it’s going to keep feeling good for you. In fact, you’re going to keep liking it better and better. You won’t ever want to stop. That’s how I want you to feel Chad. Understand?”

	Chad had a big smile on his face then. “I love it!” he replied enthusiastically. “I really love it.”

	Gloria glanced at Mel to see her face positively beaming. She looked down at the questions she wanted to ask, but decided to skip down to one much further down the page. “Chad, since you like wetting your diapers so much, and since it feels so good for you, how much control over it do you still think you still have?”

	Mel leaned forward. This was really the crux of everything!

	“Total!” was Chad’s unequivocal answer.

	Mel looked closely at him. His eyes were closed, but he also seemed to have a big smile on his face. She must have heard him wrong… or he had misunderstood the question.

	Gloria was also confused, his answer wasn’t jiving with anything else he had said before. “What do you mean, total? I thought you couldn’t control your messes and that you loved wetting yourself.”

	“That’s right,” Chad replied. “I can’t control my messes at all, not with the suppositories, and I do love wetting myself. But I have total control over my wetting… mostly anyway.”

	“Mostly?”

	Chad suddenly looked a bit uncomfortable. “I’ve had some days when I couldn’t control it at all. I couldn’t even seem to find the muscles that control it. And when I did, it was so hard to do. I hated it. I didn’t want to keep trying to control it. But I forced myself to do it.”

	“You forced yourself?” Gloria asked. Mel was out of her seat now and practically standing right over him.

	Chad nodded. “Yeah. I had to. I can’t hold it as long as I used to, but I’m back up to twenty-eight minutes now.”

	“What?” Mel screamed. She was totally surprised, not to mention angry. “What does he mean?”

	Gloria quickly kept glancing back and forth between Chad and Mel. Mel was suddenly furious and Chad showed every sign that he was quickly coming out of his trance. “Relax,” she crooned softly. “Just float and relax.” She saw that Mel was about to demand more information. She couldn’t let her spoil things. She quickly got up and put her hands on Mel, silently pleading with her to be quiet, and through it all, she kept telling Chad to relax and repeating the phrases that had put him into a trance in the first place.

	Mel sat back on her couch for a moment. But she couldn’t stand it and got up to pace around the room. She needed answers and she wanted them now! But Gloria was now concentrating on trying to keep Chad in his trance, and she was again taking forever! She had to know! She had to know how and why Chad was so intent on relearning to control himself! And she had to know it now! Damn Gloria! She was taking forever. It took every bit of self-control that Mel had to remain silent while she paced.

	Gloria worked harder than she had ever worked before to keep her voice calm and relaxing. Chad had been on the very brink of waking up. His eyes had even begun fluttering. He was dropping back again, but slowly. She dared not let him wake up yet or even remain in a light trance. She had to get him deep again… and quickly. And Mel’s pacing wasn’t helping. She could positively feel the furious energy that Mel was putting off.

	Finally, Gloria had Chad in a place where she felt safe to leave him for a few minutes. She gave him some instructions to remain quietly relaxed and just enjoy the place he was in for a while. Then she got up and grabbed Mel’s arm and pulled her into her outer office. She closed the door behind them. “What did you think you were doing?” she demanded. “He was almost awake! You’re outburst shocked him so much, it pulled him almost completely out of a remarkably deep trance!”

	“I’ve got to know why and how he did it!” Mel returned. And you’ve got to place those suggestions again… the ones that obviously had him completely incontinent before! And then strengthen them. We know that repeating it makes them stronger!”

	Gloria shook her head. He’s obviously got some good reason for resisting. Anything that I do will probably have no effect till we find it!”

	“Then find it… and get rid of it!” Mel demanded.

	Gloria looked at her friend and saw nothing but panic. She got the distinct impression that there was more at stake here for Mel than she realized. Just what that was, she didn’t know… yet. She shook her head again. “Just stay quiet and let me work!”

	“I have to know!”

	“Then let me do my thing and stay out of the way!”

	Mel wasn’t happy, but she agreed. She knew she had to remain quiet and in the background, she just wasn’t happy about it. She wanted to be the one asking the questions. She wanted to grill him like a ripe witness on a witness stand. Make him tell everything. Make him admit things. Make him agree with her point of view… no matter what the actual facts might show. That was the lawyer in her. Sitting back and doing nothing while her life went up in smoke was just not in her. She had to force herself to trust her friend. She held her silence as they walked back into the room where Chad was. She held her silence… along with her anger and desperation.

	Gloria started all over again when she got back. Almost as if he wasn’t in a trance at all. She kept taking him deeper and deeper. Over and over again. Not taking any chances with it.

	Mel wanted to kick Gloria to get her to get on with it, but she just paced the room as far back from them as she could while Gloria worked.

	Finally Gloria felt ready again to continue with the questions. “Chad,” she said. “I’d like to ask you a few more questions again.”

	“Okay,” he answered like before.

	“Remember Chad. Stay calm and relaxed. There’s nobody here who wants to cause you any trouble for your answers.” She looked up crossly at Mel. Mel turned quickly away to hide her frustration… unsuccessfully. “Remember Chad, answering truthfully will make you feel happy. And you want to be happy right?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied. “Very happy.”

	“Good Chad. Very good.” She glanced briefly up at Mel again who was now standing next to her. “Chad, you said before that you forced yourself to learn to control yourself again, and it sounds like you’re trying to control yourself for longer and longer periods of time. Is that right?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied with his eyes still closed.

	“Why?”

	“Self-respect, friends, and a life!”

	“Huh?” Gloria hadn’t meant to grunt it out loud. She turned to look at her friend and saw Mel’s eyes bulging too. “What do you mean Chad? I thought you really wanted to be incontinent.”

	“I do. I really do,” Chad admitted. Maybe next time. But now… I have no friends, no life… and no self-respect at all. When this bet is over, maybe I’ll try to make myself incontinent again. I know I’m going to stay in diapers… I love them. But when this bet is over, I don’t know how I’m going to do it, but I’m going to get back some of my friends, I’m going to get myself some kind of a better life, and I’m going to get back some self-respect for myself!”

	Gloria was floored. He knew exactly what he was doing, and he had darn good reasons for doing it.

	Mel caught her attention. She tried furiously to silently mouth what she wanted Gloria to do, but Gloria wasn’t getting it. Finally, Mel put her mouth up against Gloria’s ear and whispered. “Give him the suggestions again to make him incontinent! Do it!”

	Gloria looked up at her for a few moments. She wasn’t at all sure she should anymore. Self-respect, friends, and a life. Chad had good motives. And Gloria had never been totally sure of her own ethics as far as what she was doing with Chad went. It was one thing when she believed that he really wanted what she was doing to him, but now…

	Gloria shook her head and motioned for Mel to sit down on her couch. Mel went, but she seemed to be waiting anxiously. Gloria knew what Mel wanted, but she still hadn’t decided what the best course of action for her was. So she did the best thing she could do under the circumstances. “Chad,” she said, “I’m going to start waking you up now. You’re not going to remember anything we talked about at all. You won’t even remember being in a trance at all...

	Chad was a bit confused by Mel’s behavior as they drove back to her office so he could pick up his car. She seemed angry, very angry. Not just at him, but he had the distinct impression she had been angry at Gloria too. Why? Nothing out of the ordinary happened during their therapy session as far as he could tell. Nothing at all. He felt as good as he always did. Didn’t she? He guessed not and wondered what had happened to her. Mel didn’t say two words to him the whole time she was driving. And when she did, it was more like she was snapping at him. Why? He couldn’t even really tell if she was angry at him for something or not.

	“See you back at my place,” Mel practically grunted as she pulled up way too fast next to Chad’s car. Chad got out with his purse and diaper bag. Before he could even get his keys out of his purse to get into his own car, Mel was screeching her tires, peeling out of the parking lot recklessly.

	Mel was angry as she drove. Angry at Chad. Angry at Gloria. She was too angry to drive straight home, so she sped out to the highway and turned North, pushing her pedal so that the car was going way too fast. There was a word she was searching for that defined perfectly what she was feeling. A word that perfectly described what had been done to her. She just couldn’t for the life of her think of what that word was yet.

	As she sped northward, she only thought about the visions in her head of her the beautiful house she was going to buy, burning to the ground. All her newfound hopes and dreams were being ground into dust by some unknown force. What was that word?

	Finally, she calmed down enough to at least turn around and head back toward home. It was amazing she hadn’t gotten a speeding ticket. Maybe the police knew that she had a reason for racing so fast. Calmer now, she pulled back off the highway and headed back towards her apartment on the streets she travelled every day. The traffic light in front of her turned from green, to yellow, then very quickly to red. She stopped and stared at the light. And she instantly knew the word she had been searching for. The word that perfectly described her situation. The word that also perfectly described her relationship with every man who had ever entered her life. Deceived!

	Once again she had been deceived by a man… even though this time, that man was nothing but a sissy. He had hurt her to the core. More than he would ever know. But then men always turned out to be that way. She should have known.

	She parked her car in her parking space and trotted angrily up the stairs. She opened her door. Sissy was there tending to the wash that had been left over from the evening before.

	“Welcome back, Mistress,” Chad said as he dropped his usual curtsey.

	“Get out! Get out now!” she replied angrily.

	Chad’s face turned red with surprise. Obviously she was still angry. He just didn’t know why. He quickly grabbed his purse and diaper bag and beat a swift retreat for his own apartment. What was going on? He didn’t have a clue.

	But somewhere… late, late at night… deep in the back of his dreams… he kept hearing a single word shouted in anger. The single word that he heard, was Mel shouting “What?” The word that had almost pulled him completely out of the trance that he didn’t even remember in his dreams.

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 1 of 10)

	Worry, fear, and confusion reigned supreme in every one of his dreams. All of his dreams being suddenly cut short by a big echoing scream of anger that was Mel’s voice yelling the word, “What?”

	Over and over again it happened. Each dream causing his feelings of confusion to grow and grow. Each dream making less and less sense. He began tossing and turning restlessly… as much as his breast forms and overly bloated diapers would allow. The echoing shout grew louder and louder… “What? What? What? What? WHAT?” Feelings of worry and impending doom descended on him, making his fear grow more and more. A terrible nightmare that somehow was all too closely linked to the real world!

	Fear! Doom! Fear! Doom! WHAT?

	He awoke covered in sweat and breathing hard. His mouth was sucking as hard and fast as it could on his pacifier. He brought his hands to his face and rubbed his eyes, nearly scratching himself with the super long claws that were his fingernails. What had he dreamed? Now that he was awake, all that he remembered was the feelings of fear and dread that still coursed through his body. Only faint bits of light filtered into the room from outside. It was still too early to get up, yet he knew he couldn’t sleep.

	He rolled out of bed and climbed to his feet, his heart still racing from his nightmares. He was immediately more aware of his diapers and how bloated they were. Messy too – as usual. He noted once again that he didn’t remember wetting or messing himself at all after he fell asleep last night – later than usual. And now he was up extra early.

	What had gotten into Mel last night? He didn’t have a clue. But he was very worried that she might be mad at him for some reason. He just had no idea as to why. He waddled over to the doorway and switched on his light so he could see better. His eyes checked the time on his pink clock radio. Early. Very early. He waddled over to the radio to turn off the alarm so it wouldn’t go off – but the alarm wasn’t set! Strange!

	Suddenly worried about whether or not Mel had left him a note last night, he waddled as quickly as he could out to his kitchen. He slapped at the wall as he entered it to turn on the light. But the bright stark light only showed him an empty counter top. There was no note. Nothing. What was going on?

	He grabbed a baby bottle filled with her lousy tea out of his refrigerator and wandered out to his living room to sit in the only chair that he owned. As he nursed on the bottle, his mind tried over and over again to replay everything he could remember about the night before. All during dinner she had seemed fine… friendly even… in fact, she was really nice. Then they went to therapy together, and he didn’t remember one thing out of the ordinary there… till it was over. And suddenly she seemed to be angry. Not just at him, but at Gloria too. Why? Or was it that she wasn’t angry at him at all and was only angry at Gloria? He couldn’t be sure. But she did throw him out of her apartment the minute she got home last night. What had he missed? Nothing that he could remember.

	But one thing was for sure, as angry as she seemed to be last night, he was going to be extra careful today to not make any mistakes!

	Mel stared blankly at the black depths of the coffee in her mug. She had had a restless night with very little sleep. Deceived! Betrayed! All her dreams had been ripped out of her. Now, in the early morning hours, she only felt the glowing embers of anger… and a bone deep weariness. She would have gone back to bed, but she knew she’d never sleep. Deceived!

	How could he do that to her? But he had really only proven that despite the fact that he was a sissy, he was still just like every other man on the planet – a self-serving bastard that can’t be trusted! Just thinking about him again made her lose her taste for her coffee. Making a horrid face at it, she put her mug down and wandered back into her bedroom.

	She laid down on her bed again, hoping against hope that she could get at least a little more sleep. She was tempted to turn her alarm clock off in case she did manage to doze. So what if she was late for work? So what? Let her clients wait! She couldn’t care less! But as she reached out to turn the alarm off, she stopped herself. No, she did care about her clients – unfortunately. She wasn’t going to let them down… even though everyone in her own life was letting her down. With one final glance at her clock, she closed her eyes and pretended to sleep.

	Chad opened the door to his closet and looked in. His eyes immediately fell on the only pair of pants still hung up there – the ones he couldn’t wear. His gaze moved over to the other clothes – blouses and tops with skirts mixed among them. Damn! He was going to do it again. He was going to go to work wearing a skirt – again!

	Not wanting to select which outfit he was going to wear yet, he closed the door and went back to his bathroom, delaying the decision of what to wear as long as he possibly could. He spent extra time perfecting his hair and makeup, trying to make it look as good as possible… as feminine as possible. Not because he was a sissy, but because he was afraid that Mel might be angry at him and he wanted to do everything possible to make sure she wouldn’t find any further faults with him. Visions of her punishing him continually ran through his head as he worked, keeping him focused on the tasks that continually made him less and less of a male… and more and more of a sissy.

	When his hair was finally done, and his makeup was finally done, dressed in only his diapers, plastic panties, waist cincher, and an all-in-one girdle, he again faced his closet. What should he wear? A skirt and blouse obviously. But which one? Having no preference, he pulled out the skirt closest to the left end along with the top that was right next to it. He knew they went together because Mel had grouped them that way. He held them up and looked at them. The skirt was solid black and tapered to fit fairly tightly. It had an elastic waist so it would probably fit him fairly well despite all the weight he had lost. It also looked a bit shorter than some of his other skirts. The top was a soft cotton print, mostly in differing shades of blue and white. It had white lace trim coming down along the low rounded neckline, emphasizing it beautifully.

	For the second day in a row he wasn’t wearing pantyhose and he was rather enjoying the freedom. He pulled the skirt on and ran his hands down the front of it. It only came down to a few inches above his knees, but it did seem to fit really nicely. He decided he really liked the skirt. He pulled the top on over it and checked his image in the mirror. Excellent!

	Now for the shoes. It was Friday. He and Mel always had their nails done on Friday evening. He was more glad than ever that he wasn’t wearing pantyhose that day since he’d only have to remove them later before having his toenails done. He chose a pair of strappy high-heeled sandals to put on his feet and fastened them on. He felt good! He looked in the mirror, he looked good! He added his necklace and ring and checked his image again. Feminine… somewhat. The longer he stared at himself, the more he could see the shape of his male body underneath. Not really feminine at all… just sissy! Ugh!

	Mel’s slumber was interrupted by someone knocking on her door. She groaned and looked at her clock. Damn! She had fallen asleep – which was a good thing. But the knocking had to be Sissy. And he was right on time again, darn it!

	She pulled herself out of bed and grabbed her robe as she walked, wrapping it tightly around her. Sissy! The last person in the world she wanted to see just then… and the stinking, rotten, scum-bucket, bag of sissy bones was knocking on her door. She wasn’t the least bit interested in seeing him – perhaps ever! She opened her door.

	Chad tried to put a big smile on his face despite the pacifier stuck in his mouth, trying to please her. He dropped his best curtsey. “Good morn…”

	“Get lost!” she shouted, and slammed the door in his face.

	Chad was shocked. More than shocked. What was going on? Obviously she was still mad. But why? What had he done? Feeling confused, he slowly went back to his own apartment. Before he went inside, he cast one more glance back at her door in hopes that she had opened it again and would welcome him inside. But her door remained closed. There was no sign of her at all.

	He went back into his apartment and stared at his blank walls. What was he supposed to do now? He always had breakfast at her apartment before he went to work. As horrible as her baby food breakfasts were, he was wishing for one just then.

	Having no idea what else he should do, he went back outside and headed down to his car. It was early, so he drove to his favorite fast-food restaurant and ordered through the drive through. He sat in his car in the parking lot and fretted about Mel while he ate. He had no idea what was wrong with her… or why she should be mad at him. Would she call him later? Would she apologize? He simply had no answers.

	With his breakfast finished, he continued his drive to work, getting irritated twice along the way because his too long fingernails kept getting in the way every time his thumb unconsciously tried to enter his mouth.

	It wasn’t till he sat down at his desk that he remembered that today was the day that his divorce was supposed to be final. All his problems over Mel had put that completely out of his mind – not that he really wanted to think about it. There was nothing he had to do for it anyway… just sit back and wait till the paperwork was mailed to him – which could take several weeks.

	He felt bad, not to mention frightened, over his situation with Mel. And now thinking about his divorce being final only added more weight to his depression. He pushed the button to start up his computer, sat back, and stared blankly at as his screen.

	“Hi Chad,” Robins voice called cheerily from the entrance to his cubicle where she had stopped for a moment. As usual, her arms were loaded down with things.

	“Hi Robin,” he returned rather flatly.

	He noticed Robin staring at him again. He was about to ask her what was wrong this time, but she spoke first. “Wait a minute. I’ll be right back.” She was quickly gone to her own cubicle.

	While she was gone, Chad glanced down at his clothes. As far as he could tell, there were no problems. He checked to see if he had maybe spilled something on his top while he was eating earlier. Nope!

	“Ok,” Robin said breathlessly as she hurried back, this time with her arms empty. “I just had to put that stuff down. It was getting heavy.”

	Chad expected her to come all the way into his cubicle, but she just stood at the entrance looking at him as if she expected him to do something. He wondered what she wanted.

	“Ok, stand up,” she said as she stood there. “Let me see.”

	“See what?”

	“You’re outfit!” she replied like it was the only possible answer there could be.

	Chad hesitated. He well remembered her actions yesterday when it was more like she was feeling him up. He wasn’t exactly in the mood for anything the least bit humiliating today.

	But Robin was waiting impatiently. “I can’t see it as well if you’re sitting down!” she complained. “Come on girl, show it off!”

	Rolling his eyes, he dragged himself to his feet, praying all the while that she wouldn’t come any closer than she was now.

	Her face turned to a smile, which confused him a bit. “Turn around,” she requested.

	Not sure he understood her right, he said, “Turn…”

	“Around,” she finished for him as she revolved a finger in the air to emphasize what she wanted him to do.

	Ugh! Women! Chad slowly turned all the way around.

	When he was facing Robin again, she had a huge smile on her face. “I love it! It’s really cute!”

	Chad was floored. “You like it? Thanks.”

	“Yeah, it looks super on you!”

	Chad looked down at his clothes, then back up at Robin. He smiled back at her. “Yeah, I kind of liked this too when I put it on.”

	“The only suggestion I might make,” Robin began.

	“Uh oh,” he thought.

	“Is that… well… Your legs… They look pretty good… for a guy. But… well… I just thought they looked better when you wore pantyhose instead of them being bare.”

	Chad was a bit crestfallen. He had rather been enjoying not wearing pantyhose, but now it sounded like he needed to be wearing them again. He was a lot more comfortable without them. “Do I really need them?” he asked uncertainly.

	“Well, no, of course not. You look fine. Great, in fact. It’s just that I think you would look better if you had some. That’s all.”

	“But I look ok, now?” he asked again for reassurance.

	“Yeah, of course,” Robin repeated. Then she paused for a moment. “You wouldn’t happen to have an extra pair in your purse, would you?”

	“No. Of course not,” he replied.

	Robin rolled her eyes. “God! You have a lot to learn! What happens if you suddenly get a run? You’re going to need an extra pair!”

	“But I’m not even wearing any. How can I get a run if I’m not wearing them?”

	“I mean when you are wearing them! And it wouldn’t hurt to keep a pair in your desk too.”

	“In my desk… But I’m not wearing any at all. I don’t need another pair!” he protested. Women! They could be so stupid!

	Robin shook her head in disbelief. Men! They could be so stupid! “Like I said, in case you are wearing any. You’ve got to be prepared. Besides, sometimes an extra pair of pantyhose can come in handy for the strangest reasons. You should always keep a pair handy.”

	Chad sat back down. He wasn’t going to win this argument – not that he even understood it. Besides, she had agreed that his legs looked fine as they were. That was good enough for him. Putting on pantyhose with his waist cincher was too hard to deal with!

	But Robin was staring at him again. “You know what would look super with that outfit?”

	Chad almost groaned. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know, but the word, “What?” slipped out of his mouth.

	“Colored hose! Since you don’t have any with you, you should get some in a solid color. Like I think some blue ones would really look great!”

	“Blue? Get some? I was going to stay like this. Besides, where would I get some pantyhose here? We’re at work!”

	“I mean when you go to lunch silly.”

	“Oh. Like I said, I think I’ll stay like this.”

	“Suit yourself. It was just a suggestion. That’s all.”

	To Chad, all too many suggestions from women sounded more like demands. At least this was one he didn’t have to follow!

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 2 of 10)

	Mel walked out to Andrea’s desk with a folder full of paperwork in her hands. She dropped the folder on Andrea’s desk as if she wasn’t happy with it, turned on her heel, and headed back to her office. Andrea watched her for a moment, then picked up the folder and looked through it. There wasn’t anything wrong there as far as she could see. “Mel?” she called, stopping her employer before she could get back into her office. “What’s wrong with it?”

	Mel just shook her head. “Nothing,” She replied before heading straight back into her office.

	Andrea was puzzled. Mel had been acting strangely all morning… as if something major was upsetting her. And now this! There were no clients in the office just then and none were expected for a little while. She got up and headed for Mel’s office. For once, she didn’t knock like she always did, she just barged in instead. Mel looked up at her from behind her desk, but her expression was almost blank. “Okay,” Andrea began, “you’ve been moping around here all morning like the world’s come to end! Out with it! What’s wrong?”

	Mel rolled her eyes, but otherwise her expression changed little. “Not today, Andrea.”

	“Bullshit!” With purposeful strides, Andrea walked all the way into her office and sat in one of the chairs in front of her desk. “You’ve been behaving terribly all morning! It’s got to stop! Now tell me what it is!”

	Mel looked at her friend. Had she really been behaving that badly? “Have I been that bad today? Does it show that much?”

	“You’re so out of it, you shouldn’t even be here!”

	Mel took a big breath and let out just as big a sigh. Yeah, Andrea was probably right. She hadn’t been behaving properly at all. Not very professional for a lawyer. “Sorry,” she apologized contritely.

	“So what gives?”

	“Ugh!” Mel wanted to jump out of her chair and pace around the room, but she forced herself to remain calm. “Have you ever thought you were about to touch your dreams, only to have someone suddenly rip them completely away from you?”

	“Huh? Over and over again! Let me guess, it’s got to be a man. Right?”

	Mel was about to say yes, but then stopped herself. “Sort of.”

	“So start at the top and tell me all about it, while we still have time.”

	Mel stared at her friend. She knew Andrea was right. She had to get it all off her chest. She told her about the trip to Gloria’s last night and about how she found out that Chad had been fooling her.

	“Wait a minute!” Andrea said at the end. “Are you telling me you’re giving up? You… the great Mel… giving up?”

	Mel blushed a bit. “I… I… I hadn’t really thought about it,” she stammered. “Maybe.”

	Andrea shook her head. “I never thought I’d hear you say that. You’re the one who always fights tooth and nail for every little thing – even when you shouldn’t be. You never give up!”

	“I don’t know that I am giving up! Like I said, I haven’t really thought about it!”

	“Yeah… Well as I see it, this bet was supposed to last for two months. Right? What’s it been, a month now?”

	“Not quite.”

	“So you’re not quite half-way through, and already you’re considering giving in?”

	“I said I don’t know! I haven’t really thought about it! And I’m certainly not going to quit half way through something. You know me better than that!”

	“So you’re not giving up then?” Andrea asked with a smile on her face. She could literally see her boss coming back to life.

	“Not on your life!” Mel proclaimed. “I don’t lose! Especially not to some… some… some powder-puff of a man! If I could go so far as to even call him that!”

	Andrea almost laughed. Yeah, her boss’s fighting spirit was back again. There would definitely be no more bad attitude around the office from her today. “So what are you going to do about it? It sounds like he’s got some pretty good reasons for fighting back.”

	“Yeah, that’s the problem, he does. Self-respect. Who would have ever thought that someone like him would be worried about such a thing?”

	“So what are you going to do?”

	“I don’t know yet. I still have to figure it out.”

	“But at the same time, from what you just told me, it sounds like you’ve made a lot of headway with him already.”

	“Yeah, but not enough. I got so wrapped up in my own dreams and desires, that I completely forgot about the terms of the bet itself. It’s fine to keep him all dressed up and be my little frilly sissy maid toy, but that won’t win the bet for me. He, on the other hand, has obviously not lost track of what’s important. I have to make him completely incontinent by the end of next month, or I lose! And I don’t like to lose!”

	“But you’ve already made some headway. You said a few minutes ago that all the suppositories you give him have robbed him of that control.”

	Mel shook her head. “It’s not enough. Besides, how do I know he can’t still control himself after I stop the suppositories?”

	“So like I asked before, what are you going to do?”

	Mel shook her head. “I just don’t know. I do have a plan for the suppositories. And from everything I can see, that part at least is working. And I do still have another month to go with it. It’s the other side of him, the front side that has me troubled. How do I fix him so he can’t control his peeing at all?”

	“I don’t know. I have no answer for you. Besides, this is your fight. I’m just here to keep the office running and type up your paperwork.”

	Mel smiled at her. “You do a lot more than that! Thanks for keeping me straight. I’m sorry I was such a bitch earlier.”

	Andrea smiled as she got to her feet. “That’s what I’m here for.”

	Mel stared at the back of her office door after Andrea had closed it behind her. Andrea had been right. There was still a month to go, a bit more actually. There was still time, just not as much of it. Frustrated, she picked up a pencil off of her desk and threw it down again. She felt like she had wasted an entire month. How could she have been so blind? But obviously Sissy hadn’t been wasting his time. Twenty-eight minutes. He said he could hold his pee for twenty-eight minutes. Almost half an hour. Mel didn’t think she could hold hers that long – no, she knew she couldn’t. How did he do it?

	One thing was for sure, the nice gloves had to come off! It was no more little-miss-nice-girl as far as he was concerned. She had to get tough! And with only a month left, she had to pull out all the stops and use every trick in the book! The only problem was, that there was no book. How the hell was she supposed to go about it? And with only a month left? Darn the man, anyway!

	A thought occurred to her. She reached for her phone and dialed Gloria’s number. “Hi Gloria, it’s Mel,” she said as soon as her friend had picked up.”

	“Mel! I’m so glad you called! I’ve been fretting over last night since it happened. I was so afraid you wouldn’t talk to me anymore.”

	“No. Don’t worry about it. Listen. I can bring him in for a special session. I’ll work out some kind of excuse so he won’t expect anything’s going on. Then you can hypnotize him again and convince him that he doesn’t want those ideas of his after all.”

	“Mel, I can’t! I’m not going to do that! I feel bad enough about what I’ve done to him already. And I’m really torn over whether what I did was right or not. I mean, on the one hand, what I did wouldn’t have worked at all if he didn’t really want it, so because of that I feel justified. But on the other hand, he’s obviously fighting so hard against it that he’s able to completely throw off some of the suggestions. Which means I was wrong and he doesn’t really want it.”

	Mel listened to her friend’s arguments. She tried to understand. But she was a lawyer. Much of her training was in forcing her opponents to see things the way she wanted them to look. “Listen, Gloria. Obviously he’s very divided over this thing. It has to be really bothering him. Trying to choose between two different things that he wants can’t be easy on him. In fact, I’m sure I’ve seen signs that these things are bothering him.” A lie if she ever told one, but if it suits her purpose… “Why not help him out with his dilemma. A little ‘therapy’ from you could go a long way toward easing his mind and making him a lot happier. And… since we both know how much happier he would be if he really were incontinent, then… Besides, he did say that when this bet was over that he wanted to try making himself that way again.”

	Gloria thought about Mel’s words for a moment. “That’s true,” she agreed – hesitantly.

	“I can have him there right after work today. Sooner if you’ve got the time!”

	But Gloria wasn’t ready to be pushed that far yet. “No Mel. Not today. I still need to think about this.”

	Mel’s frustration returned. She hated stubborn people. “Ok, Gloria. How about lunch today? I’m buying.” She could always convince her over lunch.

	Gloria was tempted, but she knew that Mel would only spend the entire meal trying to talk her into doing exactly what she didn’t want to do. And she really wasn’t ready to make that decision yet… with or without Mel. “Not today, Mel. I… I can’t do lunch today.”

	Mel was disappointed. She was sure she could have convinced Gloria to help her over lunch. “Ok, Gloria. Maybe next week?”

	“Yeah, next week for sure Mel… And Mel… I really am glad you called. I was so afraid I was going to lose you as my friend. You were so mad last night when you left!”

	“Yeah, I was mad Gloria. But I’m over it now. Sorry about that. Next week then, Gloria.”

	“Yeah, next week Mel.”

	Mel put her phone down and sat back in her chair. Gloria wasn’t going to help… at least not yet. But the next time they had lunch together, she’d convince her to help again. She needed that help. There was only a month left!

	Thank God Andrea had helped her get her head on straight. Speaking of Andrea… Mel picked up the phone on her desk and dialed a number she had memorized from frequent use over the years. “Hi, it’s Mel. I need something special, and I need it right away. And I’ll pick it up myself.”

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 3 of 10)

	Chad was busy working when he heard his cell phone buzzing indicating an incoming text message. Hoping it would be from Mel, possibly to even explain her odd behavior, he pulled it quickly out of his purse. But the screen didn’t show that it was from Mel. It was from his ex-wife. The message was short and simple. “It’s over. Papers in the mail.”

	He read it again, then closed his phone. It was over. He was officially divorced. Something deep inside was trying to convince him that he should be glad. But he wasn’t. It was weighing on him more than he thought it would. He hadn’t expected that. He was a failure! All because of what he was – a sissy! Failure! Failure! Failure!

	Robin suddenly appeared at the entrance to his cubicle. “Come on, Chad. Break time.” But as Chad looked up, she quickly noticed that something wasn’t right. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

	Chad stared at her for a moment, then he opened his cell phone and found the message from his ex-wife. He held the phone out for Robin to take.

	Robin took the phone and read the message. Her eyes went wide with surprise. “Oh Chad. I’m so sorry! And in a text message no less! How cold!”

	Chad just shrugged as he took his phone back. “I didn’t really want to talk to her anyway.”

	“But it’s bothering you?”

	“More than I thought it would. I’m such a failure!”

	“A failure?”

	He nodded. “If it wasn’t for… this,” he said, looking down at himself to indicate how he was dressed, “I’d be like everybody else… and still married… and…” He stopped himself there. He didn’t want to get into things that he didn’t want her to know about.

	“And what?” Robin asked softly.

	He shrugged again. “And lots of other things.”

	Robin wasn’t sure she totally understood. “A failure?” she tried again.

	The more he thought about it all, the worse he felt. He suddenly felt like crying as the frustration and full weight of his disappointment finally hit him. He turned his chair away from Robin so she couldn’t see his face. His thumb tried to find its way to his mouth, but his extra long nail quickly put a stop to that.

	But Robin had noticed the tears beginning to form in his eyes. She walked up behind him and wrapped her arms around him from behind. “Hey Chad. It’s ok. Lots of people get divorced.”

	Chad tried to nod and say “I know.” But as the words came out, it was as if they pulled the plug on his tears. A moment later, he was sobbing openly, and he couldn’t help it. The fact that he was crying like that in front of Robin only made it worse.

	Robin was so surprised to see him crying. She just continued to hold him and whisper kind words in his ear. It took a few minutes, but gradually he calmed down. She turned him around in his chair. His face was a total mess, with makeup running all over the place. “Feel better now?” she asked.

	He nodded and sort of got out a small, “Yeah. Sorry.”

	She smiled. “Sometimes a good cry is all it takes.”

	Chad was a bit surprised… embarrassed, but surprised. “Yeah,” he agreed. “I do feel better… sort of.”

	Robin pulled on his arm. “Come on,” she said, “you’re a mess. Let’s get you cleaned up.” Chad let her pull him to his feet without thinking about it and started following her out of his cubicle. But she stopped him before they got very far. “Aren’t you going to grab your purse?”

	Chad was confused. “What for?”

	“Isn’t all your makeup in it?”

	“My makeup? I thought we were going to the break room.”

	“Not till we get you cleaned up! You don’t want to go anywhere looking like that!”

	Chad finally came to his senses after his bout of crying. He looked bad? Worried, he opened his purse and pulled out his tiny compact mirror.

	“Forget that thing!” Robin said quickly. “You’re going to need a bigger mirror than that. Much bigger!”

	Bigger mirror? “Like what?” he asked.

	“The ladies room, dummy!”

	“Oh… But…”

	“Look, I know you’re probably still using the men’s room all the time since I never see you in the ladies room, but I can’t help you if you go in there. Besides, the way you’re completely dressing now, I don’t know why you’d want to anyway.”

	Chad was confused. “Want to what?” he asked.

	“Use the men’s room instead of the ladies room, of course. Geez! You really are still out of it!”

	Chad was just taken by surprised. He hadn’t been in a men’s room… or a ladies room for that matter… in a very long time now. He really never had a reason to go into any restroom anymore. So what was he supposed to do? He felt more than a bit embarrassed about going into the ladies room. “Um…” he said trying to find something to say.

	Robin only saw his confusion. So she made up his mind for him. “Just grab your purse and let’s go. Geez! Like I said, I can’t believe you’d even consider using the men’s room anymore!”

	Chad grabbed his purse and followed her towards the restrooms, stopping briefly at her cubicle so she could get her own bag. Obviously Robin didn’t understand his real situation… which was just the way he wanted it. The closer they got, the more he stared at the men’s room door. And the harder he tried to remember the last time he had been in there. He couldn’t. He couldn’t remember the last time he had been in any public restroom. He couldn’t even remember the last time he had used a bathroom instead of his diapers. He was sure it had been somewhere shortly after the whole bet-thing had started. He just couldn’t remember the last time he had actually done it.

	He followed Robin right up to the women’s room door. He paused just for a second to glance again at the men’s room door that was now so close. Robin opened the women’s room door and started inside, she held the door wide for him to follow. Putting the men’s room behind him, possibly for a very long time, he followed her in. The closing door behind him felt like it was cutting off and locking out another part of his life. But that was a part of his life he didn’t really need anymore. But he missed it, never the less.

	Robin headed toward the row of sinks, then she stopped and pointed to the stalls on the other wall. “Do you need to do anything while you’re here?”

	“Uh… No thanks,” he replied.

	Robin grinned a bit. “Shy, huh? Don’t worry. Just act like a woman and nobody will ever care. You start washing your face. Now that I’m in here, I’ve got to go.”

	Chad watched as Robin went into one of the cubicles and closed the door behind her. He turned and stared into one of the mirrors above the sinks. Ugh! He did look bad. He had mascara running everywhere and his foundation was all smeared. There would be no help for it but to wash it all off and start again. He put his purse on the shelf above the sink, started the water running, and got busy.

	Robin came out of the stall a few minutes later. She washed her hands in the sink next to Chad, fussed with her hair for a moment, examined her makeup, and did a very slight touch-up to her lips. Then she leaned against the sink and watched closely as Chad worked on his face. “It’s been a while since I’ve seen you doing any of your makeup,” she noted as Chad continued to blend this and that all over his face as fast as he could. “You’re certainly getting a lot better at it.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied without turning towards her. He really just wanted to get his face fixed and get out of there. As he worked, he wondered, hadn’t Robin mentioned something about helping him? Wasn’t that why they were there in the first place? But so far, all she was doing was watching. She was making him nervous. Was he doing something wrong? But so far, she wasn’t saying much.

	As he was working on his blush, the door suddenly opened again. Chad stopped what he was doing, the brush still held against his skin and watched as another woman came into the room. The woman seemed to do a classic double-take as she was taken by surprise to see Chad there.

	“Hi,” Robin said very casually to her without moving a muscle from her given position.

	“Hi Robin,” the woman returned, still staring – almost suspiciously – at Chad as she headed for one of the stalls.

	Chad was amused to notice how loudly she clicked the lock shut after she closed the door. He went back to his face. The woman came out a few minutes later, still staring at Chad as she went to another of the sinks, washed her hands, checked her face, then left.

	Chad expected Robin to make some kind of a comment about the woman who had just left, but Robin didn’t say anything. As he continued working on his lips, he realized that there was no reason for Robin to say anything. The woman belonged in there. It was normal for the woman to be in there. What wasn’t normal, was for him to be there!

	Finally, Chad finished with his lipstick. He rolled the stick back into the tube and took a good look at his face. Not too bad for a rush job.

	“Interesting!” Robin proclaimed with a look of approval on her face. “You’re definitely getting better at it. That’s for sure.”

	“I have to do it every day,” he replied as if complaining.

	“Just like a woman!” Robin laughed.

	“Yeah. I guess.”

	“Hey!” Robin exclaimed as she suddenly started digging through her bag. “I’ve got something new that should help to cheer you up after your bad news earlier. I really love it! Want to try some?”

	“What is it?”

	“Ah!” she replied as she finally spotted what she was after in her overly stuffed bag. “This!” she proclaimed as she brought out a small bottle. She sprayed a spritz from the bottle onto her neck and inhaled deeply. “Mmmm. Lovely.”

	“Perfume?”

	“Of course. Hold out your wrist.” Chad wasn’t all that sure about it, but he did as she suggested and held out his wrist. Robin sprayed some of her perfume on it. “Rub your wrists together,” she directed.

	Chad started rubbing his wrists together so that the perfume would be on both wrists. But as he was doing it, Robin suddenly stuck the bottle out again and sprayed his neck too. “Hey!” he protested.

	Robin giggled. “Doesn’t it smell heavenly?” She sniffed at him. “Darn, you smell good now!” They both giggled a bit. “Now don’t you feel a lot better?”

	Chad took another look at himself in the mirror… and smiled. “Yeah,” he replied, slightly surprised at himself, “I do!”

	It was a bit difficult for Chad to get used to the constant smell of his new perfume as they walked back toward their cubicles. But there was no doubt that he felt better than he did before he fixed himself up. He felt better because his makeup looked better, he felt better because he liked the outfit he was wearing that day, and he was starting to enjoy the constant smell of the perfume that Robin had sprayed on him. He thought he almost felt... feminine.

	But as Chad was reveling in his pleasant feelings, another feeling quickly intruded – the need to pee. As always, he held it back and quickly checked his watch to start timing himself. As he continued back to his cubicle though, his mind was more on something else. It used to be that when he entered a bathroom – any bathroom – the need to pee got suddenly much worse. This time, he never felt the slightest urge at all… not till now, completely out and away from the bathroom. How strange!

	They each dropped their purses off at their desks, and with Chad feeling fairly light hearted for once, they headed for the break room… which Chad was certain would be emptying out by now – which didn’t hurt his mood either.

	Chad’s estimation was close. The room wasn’t empty, but as they walked in, a large group of women was heading for the door. “Hi Robin. Hi Sissy. You’re late!” one of the women called as they approached.

	“Yeah. Sorry,” Robin replied. “We had to have a little cry this morning.”

	“Oh? What’s the matter,” one of the women asked her.

	“Not me! Him!” she replied, pointing at Chad. Chad’s face suddenly felt like it was getting red underneath his makeup as he heard a few giggles. “His divorce was made final this morning.”

	“Oh, you poor thing.” Someone said.

	“Would you believe it, his ex only sent him a text message to tell him. She didn’t even bother to call him!”

	“The bitch!” someone in the back exclaimed.

	Chad shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t want to talk to her anyway.”

	“Well, I don’t blame you! Imagine, a text message!”

	“It’s ok,” Chad replied. “I really don’t mind.”

	“Hey Sissy,” one of the women asked, “is the divorce because of the sex change you’re trying to get?”

	Chad was momentarily taken aback. “I’m not getting a sex change,” he replied.

	“Oh, so you just like dressing like a woman?” another woman noted. “No sex change, girls… at least not yet.”

	“I’m not getting a sex change!” Chad reiterated.

	“Of course not, dear,” the woman replied, then laughed. “Not yet, anyway.”

	“Hey, I like your outfit today,” another woman said, changing the subject.

	“Thanks,” Chad replied, blushing slightly.

	“Isn’t it great!” Robin chimed in. “I’m trying to get him to buy some blue pantyhose during lunch. I think they’d go great with it.” There was a hearty chorus of women suddenly agreeing with her.

	Chad felt like he was being pressured again. “What’s wrong with not wearing any pantyhose?”

	“Nothing!” Robin replied. “It’s just that we all think you’d look better with some, that’s all. And I think blue ones would be perfect with that outfit!” Chad felt the pressure more than ever. Women! Why couldn’t they just leave well enough alone?

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 4 of 10)

	Andrea hung up the phone after telling one of their clients that Mel had just stepped out and would be back shortly. A common occurrence. Another client was due into the office shortly. The question was, who would get there first? No real problem either way.

	The door opened and Andrea fully expected to see a man in the usual grey business suit walking in. Instead, she saw a large mass of color being pushed through the doorway. Surprisingly, Mel was the one carrying the mass of color – which turned out to be a very large bouquet of flowers.

	Mel deposited the large colorful bouquet right on Andrea’s desk. “This is for earlier!” she explained, then walked off with a smile on her face.

	Andrea put her nose up against the beautiful bouquet and breathed in deeply. Fabulous! All her favorite flowers. She loved getting flowers, they always made her feel so good. She noticed the card stuck in the bouquet near the top. She plucked it out and opened it. “Thanks for keeping my head straight – Mel” It was just like Mel. At times she could be a real bitch, other times she was simply driven. But when it counted, she could be the sweetest person in the world.

	A thought struck her, she picked up her phone and dialed Mel’s extension. “Just don’t forget about Sunday!”

	Mel laughed over the phone. “Not on your life!”

	Mel hung up her phone feeling good. Flowers were a just the right touch sometimes. People didn’t send them often enough. Her thoughts turned once again back to Sissy. She was still angry, but she was also more determined than ever now. Could she really blame him for what he was doing? Damn! Yes she could… but at the same time, no she couldn’t. She wouldn’t be a good lawyer if she couldn’t try to understand her opponent’s position. But that certainly didn’t mean her opponent ever had to win… especially in this case!

	Another thought suddenly struck her. Wasn’t today the day his divorce was supposed to be final? She wondered how he was handling it. Men! As far as she was concerned, most of them were uncaring bastards when it came to something important. But then, Chad was only partially a man. He was certainly still a bastard, but was it possible for him to feel anything else at all? A tiny wicked spark suddenly lit in her eyes. He was a sissy – for sure. Would he be embarrassed if… Or maybe he wouldn’t care at all… Or maybe he would really like it. Either way, it was probably the right thing to do in this situation. She picked up her phone again and dialed.

	Chad glanced at the clock on his computer monitor. It was almost time for lunch. Time for him to go and get his diapers changed again. Hopefully, Cassie wouldn’t be a pain like she was yesterday and she would play with his asshole once again. That thought brightened his day.

	The sound of voices in Robin’s cubicle suddenly caught his attention. He thought he heard someone say ‘Sissy.’

	“Oh wow!” he heard Robin exclaim. “He’s right next door!”

	Chad was shocked. Someone was looking for him? Under the name of ‘Sissy?’ He quickly got to his feet, just as a young guy turned the corner from Robin’s cubicle into his. He heard the guy saying, “Are you Sissy?” But Chad’s eyes were completely captured by the bouquet of flowers in a large vase that the delivery man held. Chad was stunned. Someone had sent him flowers?

	“Never mind,” the delivery guy said as he set the vase down on Chad’s desk, “I can see that these obviously are for you.”

	Chad finally pulled his shocked eyes away from the bouquet to look at the man. The poor guy was obviously a bit shocked to see who… and what… “Sissy” really was. He just continued to stare curiously at Chad, unable to take his eyes off him.

	Chad felt very uncomfortable under the delivery guy’s scrutiny. He had never gotten flowers before and wondered if the guy was waiting for a tip or something. Was he supposed to tip the guy? He honestly had no clue. Getting flowers was a totally new experience for him.

	The delivery guy finally shook his head and mumbled something about, “Enjoy them,” and left. Chad stared after him for only a moment before turning back to the colorful vase.

	“Wow,” Robin exclaimed, “you’ve only been dressing like a woman for a few weeks, and already someone is sending you flowers! I wonder what I’ve been doing wrong all these years. Are they from a man?”

	Chad was still trying desperately to wrap his mind around the concept that someone had sent him flowers, so it took a moment for Robin’s question to finally soak in. “What?... Oh, I don’t know. I can’t imagine why anyone would send flowers to me.” He took a moment to try to imagine a man sending them to him. The very concept of it made him feel funny inside.

	“Isn’t there a card?”

	“Oh. I didn’t think of that,” Chad replied as he searched the top of the bouquet for a card. He found it quickly and pulled it out. “Sorry about your divorce,” he read out loud. “Hope these help… Mel.” Mel had sent him flowers! Were they really her way of saying she was sorry for the way she had acted last night and this morning? Or was she truly sorry about his divorce? Or perhaps both?

	“Mel? Isn’t that your makeup-lady friend?”

	Chad was a bit confused by her question. Makeup lady? Then he remembered that that was the only thing that Robin really knew about Mel – that she was one of the ones teaching him how to do his makeup. “Um… She’s really just a friend,” he replied, reluctant to explain things any further than that.

	“A very good friend… obviously.”

	Chad stared again at the colorful bouquet. “Yeah. I guess so.”

	Robin leaned over the bouquet and took a big sniff. “Mmmmm. They smell soooo good!” She looked closely at the flowers and touched a few of them. “Look, there’s even a few pink roses scattered around. I just love roses. Don’t you?”

	Chad really didn’t care. “I guess so,” he replied.

	Robin looked at him funny. “You guess so? What are you favorite flowers? Are any of them here?”

	“My favorite? I don’t have a favorite. I can’t even tell you what most of the flowers in there are… other than the roses of course.”

	Robin shook her head. “God!” she exclaimed. “You’ll never make a very good woman. There’s just too many things you don’t know!”

	Gloria sat alone at one of the tiny tables in the sandwich shop that was within walking distance to her office. She took a few tiny bites from the sandwich in front of her, but mostly, she hardly realized that she was eating. Her mind was totally on Mel and Chad instead. What had she done? What should she do? Had she really done something wrong? Or was what she had done the right thing to do because Chad really wanted it?

	Her dilemma was compounded because there was plenty of evidence to support all sides of every argument. So basically, she just didn’t know. And therefore – she worried about it. Plus… Mel was her friend. That made things even worse. Should she go along with Mel’s wishes – just because she was her friend? Something about that didn’t completely sound right… but still, it was very tempting.

	So what should she do?

	If she could just talk to him again… hypnotized of course. That would be the only way to really get at the truth. But she didn’t want Mel around when she did it. Mel would only make matters worse by insisting, probably all too hard, that she put the suggestions back into Chad’s head again. There was no way she would do that, unless she was clearly convinced that he really, really did want it. And the only way she could be convinced, was to hypnotize him and talk to him. But only without Mel!

	Would Mel let her hypnotize him and talk to him… without her around? Somehow, she seriously doubted that. But there was only one way to know for sure. She would have to call Mel and ask her.

	Still fretting over her dilemma, she took another bite of her sandwich. Suddenly, she wasn’t hungry anymore. Disgusted, she wrapped up what was left of her lunch and dumped it into the trash can on her way out of the sandwich shop.

	As she walked back to her office, she decided for sure to call Mel. There was no harm in asking… was there?

	Chad walked through the door to the gym and was immediately confronted by the receptionist staring at him expectantly. He stopped a few feet away and stared back. He knew she was waiting for him to curtsey for her, but he wasn’t going to do that. Not anymore!

	“Aren’t you going to curtsey pretty for me?” she finally asked.

	“No,” Chad replied quietly but firmly.

	“Not even since it’s just me today?”

	“No,” Chad reiterated, feeling very sure of himself.

	“Oh poo! You’re no fun anymore!” she exclaimed and stomped off to find Cassie.

	Chad felt proud of himself as he watched her walking off. He felt like he was much more in charge of himself again… like he should be! Did he dare not curtsey for Cassie? He was tempted, very tempted. But when Cassie finally walked up, he decided to stay on the safe side of things. Cassie was Mel’s friend after all… and she did change his diapers for him every day, not to mention doing other things to him that felt “oh-so-good!” He dropped his curtsey and greeted Cassie like he always did.

	The receptionist looked up at Cassie with kind of a “darn-it!” look on her face. She seemed to be frustrated at Chad’s behavior.

	Cassie just shrugged and said, “Don’t worry about it,” to her. Then she turned to Chad. “Come on, Sissy. Let’s get you into the back.”

	Chad’s feeling of victory over the receptionist continued as he followed Cassie through the room full of exercise equipment and sweating women. While he knew they were all watching him closely as he walked past, he hardly gave them another thought anymore.

	“I like your outfit today,” Cassie noted as they walked.

	“Thanks,” Chad replied. “I kind of like it too. Although Robin kept trying to convince me that I should buy some blue pantyhose for it while I’m at lunch.”

	Cassie opened the door to the office and let him go inside first. “Blue?” She looked him over carefully and nodded. “Yeah, blue would work very nicely with that outfit. Are you going to get some?”

	Chad rolled his eyes as he started to get undressed. He didn’t really want to mess with pantyhose at all. He searched for an answer… “Um… They’re too much of a pain to put on with this darn waist cincher I’m wearing,” he finally explained.

	“Oh, they are?”

	Chad stopped undressing for a moment and looked at Cassie’s figure with her tiny waist. “I guess, like Mel, you’ve never worn one either.”

	“Nope, not that I can remember.”

	Chad began his chore of undressing again, and caught sight of his red toenails. “Besides, it’s Friday. Mel and I always get our nails done on Friday and she has me remove my pantyhose before we go so they can do my toes easier.”

	“Ah!” Cassie exclaimed as she pulled a baby bottle out of his bag. “That makes sense… Hey! This bottle is empty!”

	“Oh yeah! Mel wouldn’t let me into her apartment this morning. She usually puts the fresh bottles in while I’m there.

	“She wouldn’t let you in? How come?”

	Chad shrugged. “I don’t know. And last night she threw me out too. I haven’t a clue as to why.”

	“Hmm.” Cassie grunted as she checked through the rest of his diaper bag. “Plenty of diapers here though,” she mumbled as she continued to paw through the bag’s contents. “So no problem there.” She pulled a few diapers out of the bag along with the baby lotion, some wipes, and the jar of suppositories. “Do you want me to fill one of these bottles with water for you?”

	Chad was surprised by her question. “No thanks,” he replied. “I’ll be fine.”

	“Are you sure? You know that Mel wants you to drink one every day.”

	Chad knew. He also knew that one less bottle would make it all the more easier for him to control his peeing later. But Cassie was right, Mel did want it. Yet… “No thanks,” he said again. “I’m sure it will be okay.”

	Cassie shrugged. She would have insisted – for Mel, but she was still haunted by what authority she really had over him. She made a mental note to call Mel and talk to her again about it later.

	She waited till Chad finished undressing and laid down on the floor. And then she noticed something different. She sniffed the air slightly and smiled. “Hey, are you wearing perfume today?”

	Chad blushed. “Yeah. Robin sprayed it on me.”

	“The same Robin who thinks you should get some blue hose?”

	“Yeah. Same one,” Chad replied rolling his eyes.

	Cassie stored that information in the back of her mind as she went to work on Chad’s front side. As she spread the baby lotion around whatever wasn’t covered up by his chastity device, she again took particular notice of his tiny cock. Was it even smaller than yesterday? She wasn’t sure. But she was sure that it certainly wasn’t any bigger. She didn’t have a lot of knowledge about guy’s cocks, but from the two experiences she had had when she was younger, and from what she thought she knew from many other sources, a guy’s cock was certainly supposed to be a lot bigger than what she was looking at. Was it normal for a cock to be that small? She knew it used to be a lot bigger – all the time. Was it actually shrinking? She didn’t really think that was possible, but it sure seemed like it. Strange! But interesting!

	Once again, nothing she did on his front side seemed to make his tiny cock even twitch a bit, let alone get any bigger. It might have been dead meat locked up inside of that plastic cover for all she could see. Trying to get any kind of reaction out of him was now a totally useless exercise. “Ok, Sissy, roll over. I think we’re done here… maybe forever!”

	Chad wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but he dutifully rolled over and immediately brought his knees up under him too. This was the part he was looking forward to!

	Cassie checked his backside as she started smoothing the baby lotion all over it. “It looks like your rash is about gone now,” she noted.

	“Fortunately,” Chad replied, his voice muffled by his position. “It wasn’t a fun experience. I don’t want to go through that again!”

	“Hmmm. If you continue to wear diapers, like it looks like you will be, you may have no choice about that.”

	“The new baby lotion works pretty well,” he replied. “That should take care of it,” he replied with confidence. He closed his eyes and started concentrating on Cassie’s hands rubbing all over his backside – delicious… sensual… addictive! And when her finger finally touched directly on his asshole, this time it didn’t send lightning bolts through his system. Instead, it sent a huge surge of sexual passion and desire through him. He wanted it… he needed it! His desire for it was almost all consuming. And when he felt Cassie’s finger actually enter him, he moaned in pleasure despite himself. But by that time, he wasn’t really paying attention to anything except Cassie’s wonderful attentions to his backside.

	Cassie stuck her finger a bit further into his tiny hole and wiggled it around a bit. She watched as he reacted. The poor guy was loving it so much, he almost appeared to be hurting. She pushed her finger in a little further, pulled it out and pushed it back in a few times, then pulled it totally out again. It was time for something bigger, much bigger. She grabbed her toy that she usually used on him and held it up against his waiting hole. The moment she touched it to him, she saw him shudder. She started to shove it gently into him, but faster than she could react, he suddenly pushed himself back against it… opening himself up to take as much as he could. Before she knew it, she was holding onto the plastic ribbed dildo for dear life as he bucked back and forth, fucking himself as hard and as fast as he could.

	Chad was desperate. Desperately desperate! It felt so good, yet he needed more and he needed it badly. Faster, harder… it made no difference! Still he tried over and over again to reach that peak that he could never quiet reach… the peak that only came from sexual orgasm. Try! Try! Try! Try! Push! Pull! Squeeze! Relax! Nothing did any good. It felt great! It felt wonderful – almost like he could really get there if he just kept at it. But as good as it felt, he never really got close.

	He was breathing hard and fast as he realized it – puffing in great huge gasps. But in the end, he finally realized that no matter what he did, he couldn’t get there… the “there” of sexual relief! He was still denied. Still a prisoner of Mel’s unique manipulations.

	He slowed his breathing along with his motions… rocking back and forth now to a much slower, much calmer rhythm. Slowing, slowing, less tension, less pressure, less rocking… till he finally stopped for a split second, then collapsed fully to the floor. He felt Cassie pulling her toy out of him. It was impossible! As wonderful as it felt, it was just impossible for him to get off. For the briefest of moments, he considered not ever trying again, but he knew better. He would try, and try, and try with every chance he got. As far as he could see, it was his only chance for relief… at least till this bet was over with. Besides, he really did love it. Why should he quit or refuse to do it. It felt great! With a huge sigh of frustration, he rolled back over onto his back.

	Cassie watched him carefully as he rolled back over. He had been like a wild animal today – trying so hard. She actually felt sorry for him. As he laid there, she quickly looked down directly at his cock. It wasn’t one tiny bit bigger than it had been earlier. Not one bit! Yet she was sure that what she was doing to him was somehow sexually stimulating for him. Somewhat anyway. By his actions, she had assumed that it had been very sexually stimulating. Yet he hadn’t grown the slightest bit – as far as she could see. Just dead meat. On an impulse, she reached out and flicked the plastic trap surrounding is penis with her finger. No reaction. None at all. Incredible! Did he even care? It was an interesting question.

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 5 of 10)

	Mel took another bite of her salad and chewed, even though she wasn’t tasting anything she put into her mouth. Her mind was on other things instead – Chad, Gloria, Sissy, Robin, Chad, Cassie’s receptionist, Sissy, the women that Chad had been rude to by not curtseying for them, and again – Chad. What should she do about all of them… especially Sissy?

	At the heart of all the problems was Chad – the deceiver! The one who had led her on, making her believe that he was really becoming more and more of what she thought he was. Acting like the perfect maid and servant. Perfect! To the point where she couldn’t see anything else but her own fantasies. And all the while he had been working against her… working at maintaining the very control that would win the bet for him.

	Chad, Chad, Chad! Or rather Sissy, Sissy, Sissy! What she really wanted to do was to punish him like he’d never been punished before! He deserved it… the jerk! Thinking he could pull the wool over her eyes like that? Damn! He had almost really done it! But was it too late now to do anything about it? She hoped not. One thing was for sure, things would be much tougher now. And therefore, she would have to be tougher too!

	He needed to be taught a lesson for what he had done. He needed to be put in his place! And that was another thing… he was a sissy! Hadn’t he himself had some idea of what a sissy’s place should be at the very beginning of all this? They had talked about it! It was one of the reasons she had been so drawn to writing the contract in the first place. Both of their fantasies… all in one! That was what this was all about! But lately, it seemed like he wasn’t acting the part like he should be… at least according to everything she had thought or read about on the subject… she wasn’t exactly an expert. But she did have some preconceived notions about it. And everything in her limited experience told her that he wasn’t behaving like he should. He suddenly seemed to be thinking way too much of himself and doing way too many things he shouldn’t! Not curtseying to the women at the gym? Not curtseying to the receptionist? What else had he been doing that wasn’t exactly right?

	Well, maybe it was time to teach him a lesson. Time to teach him exactly where he stood in the pecking order of things. Time to do something he wouldn’t soon forget – if ever! But exactly what should she do? That was the question. She could picture in her mind exactly what she’d like to do with him… that would teach him a lesson for sure! Of course it would also get him, or more likely both of them arrested, so going that far with him was definitely out. But… but… but… maybe… maybe she could do something just a bit less – if she was careful. Something that would still get just as much of his attention and really teach him his place. And… and… and… it would definitely be an awful lot of fun! She giggled as her cell phone rang and she quickly dug it out of her purse.

	“Hi Mel,” Cassie’s voice came through the receiver.

	“Hi Cassie. What’s up?”

	“I just wanted to talk to you a bit about Sissy.”

	“What’s wrong? He wasn’t rude again, was he?”

	“No, not really… well, not to me anyway. The only thing I wondered about was that he still won’t curtsey for our receptionist. But then I still don’t know where we stand on the issue of authority.”

	“Cassie, I’ve just been thinking about that very thing, and let me put it this way. You have full and total authority over him… and so does your receptionist… and any other woman that’s there.”

	“So if I think he should do something, then he should be doing it?”

	“Definitely! I’ll spell it out more for you later, but basically, he has no rights at all! As far as I’m concerned, he’s lower than the lowliest snail on the planet!”

	“You’re kidding, right?”

	“Well, that’s the concept anyway… I think. Just plan on him having to do whatever you tell him to… or he’ll be answering to me!”

	“Ok Mel, if you say so. Sounds good to me. And I’m sure our receptionist will be interested too. Oh hey, Mel. What I really wanted to tell to you about though, was the way he reacted today to the toy I used up his backside. You should have seen him, he was like a wild animal with that thing! But Mel, I swear, his little penis didn’t grow at all. And I mean nothing. The damn thing is so small now I can’t even believe it!”

	Mel laughed. “Thanks Cassie. That’s great to hear. At least something is going right.

	“Yeah, no problem there! There was one other tiny little thing though, I hope you won’t mind.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Well… he didn’t have any fresh bottles with him, only empty ones. So he didn’t get anything to drink today. I asked him if he wanted me to fill one of them with water, but he said it would be ok if he didn’t have any today. He said something about you not letting him in this morning was the reason he didn’t have any full ones?”

	“Yeah, I was having a bit of a hissy fit this morning. Sorry. But he didn’t want to drink anything?”

	“Nope. Not at all. I guess I could have made him, but I still didn’t know where I stood with him. But hey, at least he did smell nice today, that was different. He was wearing a really nice perfume with that cute outfit.”

	“Perfume? Yeah he does have some nice stuff. He just never bothers to wear it. I even borrowed it once myself.”

	“No, he said Robin sprayed it on him.”

	“Robin!”

	“Yeah, he also said she’s been after him all morning to buy some blue pantyhose to go with the outfit he had on too.”

	“Blue pantyhose?” Mel tried to remember what he had worn today, but she couldn’t. Not at all.

	“Hmmm,” Mel mused to herself for a moment. The Robin woman again! She was really beginning to hate her. But still… considering some of the new things she had in mind for Sissy… “Cassie, did he say he was going to get the hose?”

	“No, he definitely wasn’t going to get them. He claimed they were too hard to get on because of his waist cincher. He also mentioned you had a nail appointment tonight and they’d only be in the way.”

	“Yeah, that’s true. Still… Ok, thanks Cassie. I really appreciate it. I’ll get back to you later, ok?”

	“Sure, Mel. Great.”

	“Oh Cassie! I just thought of something. Those two women… the ones he wouldn’t curtsey for… do you know if they’ll be at the gym tomorrow?”

	“Probably not. I only see them on weekday mornings.”

	“How about your receptionist?”

	“No she only works during the week too.”

	Mel was a bit disappointed. She’d have to come up with another idea. But what? “Ok. Thanks Cassie. I’ll talk to you later.”

	Mel hung up her phone and nearly threw it into her purse. Damn! Now she had even more to think about than before. Chad wouldn’t take the bottle he was supposed to… and the damn Robin woman again! What was she up to?

	Well, one way or another, Chad was going to get what he deserved. He was going to get put in his place and welded there. He was going to get taught a lesson he’d never forget. The only question was… how?

	Chad felt happy and proud as he sat down at his desk. Proud because he had stood up to the receptionist at lunch again today and had won, and happy because not having to drink the bottle of Mel’s lousy tea during lunch meant that he would have even less liquids in his system all afternoon and he could probably do a lot better at holding back today.

	He heard Robin talking on the phone in her cubicle. She would probably be getting right to work and wouldn’t bother him. He opened up the spreadsheet that he used for tracking his progress on the bet and scrolled down to the empty space next to yesterday’s date. He filled in twenty-eight minutes. A two minute improvement over the day before! Progress! Slow, but definitely good progress. Without having the extra bottle in his system today, he was sure he could get up over thirty minutes today. That would be a major milestone for sure.

	He stared at the sheet. Still thirty five days to go before the testing would begin. A very long time. Time for Mel to humiliate and destroy him so much more. But really, what more could she possibly do to him than what she had already done? Spank him a few times? Twenty-eight minutes! And he would only get better with time. The way things were going now, there was no way he could ever lose.

	He stared at his list of reasons for winning the bet. The first three items, self-respect, friends, and a life meant the most to him. But now his gaze ran over the list of other things on the list – a pool table, a new TV, stereo… He could almost see them in his apartment. They would be the things that would get him his self-respect and friends back… and consequently, his life! He could use them to gloat over when showing them off to everyone… proving that he had done all these humiliating things for a good reason. He would be accepted again by all the guys. He would be admired by them. Oh… they still might think he was strange and what he had done was stupid, but they’d come around in the end. He could definitely see it all now… Twenty-eight minutes… No way Mel could win…

	He thought of something else. All those things in his apartment. For it to really impress everyone, it had to look good. It had to look really great. It had to look really impressive! He wasn’t exactly an expert at picking great furniture and stuff like that. Maybe he needed help with the design. But who? The first choice that came to mind was Sandy – in fact, she was the only one who came to mind that might help him. But Sandy was firmly in Mel’s camp. She was even going overboard to help Mel in any way that she could.

	Still… he needed help. And Sandy was a really, really good designer. Would she help him? He’d have to think about that.

	He closed his spreadsheet before anyone could see it. The flowers that had been delivered earlier caught his eye. They really were beautiful. So much color! No one was looking. He leaned over and smelled them. So nice! He took another big breath, his whole cubicle smelled of them. No wonder women loved getting them so much. For a guy, well… it was usually mostly embarrassing, although he did know of a lot of instances where guys did receive flowers. It just wasn’t the usual macho thing to do.

	Mel had thrown him out last night. She had seemed to be more than angry. He didn’t know why. Then this morning she had slammed the door in his face. She had still seemed to be angry. Now she had sent him flowers! He supposed it was her way of apologizing – even though the note only mentioned that they were because of his divorce. Well, since she had only mentioned the divorce, he could play that game too. He opened up a fresh email to Mel, breathed in the heady fragrance from the flowers – mixed with the perfume that Robin had sprayed on him earlier, and began a thank you email to Mel.

	“Hey Mel. It’s Gloria.”

	“Hi Gloria. I hadn’t expected to talk to you so soon.”

	“Yeah, well, I was just wondering if there’s any chance you would let me hypnotize Chad again – just so that I can talk to him. Nothing else!”

	Mel thought about that for a minute. “Um… Sure. I’d kind of like some more answers too.”

	“But that’s just the thing, Mel. I want to do it without you there.”

	Mel was shocked. “Why?”

	“Because I don’t want anything to possibly distract him while I’m working with him. You almost woke him up last night. He was on the brink of opening his eyes.”

	“But I won’t! I promise! And if you find out that he really does want to be incontinent… like we all know that he does… then you can start working on the suggestions again.”

	“No Mel!” Gloria’s voice clearly showed her frustration. “That’s just it! I don’t want that pressure from you. I just have to know if what I did was right or not!”

	“Of course it was right, Gloria,” Mel argued. “You know that!”

	“No I don’t! Oh, forget it, Mel. Forget I even called and asked!”

	Mel immediately found herself listening to an empty connection. Gloria, perhaps her best friend in the world, had hung up on her! Mel leaned back in her chair to think. Gloria still wanted more answers… so did she! Gloria wanted to hypnotize him again. She wanted him hypnotized again. But Gloria didn’t want to plant any more suggestions into him. Gloria didn’t want her around at all when she did it. A startling thought struck her… Would Gloria remove all the other suggestions she had already put into him? The ones that had definitely stuck? Damn! The way things sounded, it was a very good possibility! That would make things almost impossible for her to win this bet!

	Mel wasn’t sure about a lot of things, but one thing she was sure of – she wasn’t going to ever let Gloria get her hands on Chad without her being there!

	Mel’s office door was open when Andrea approached with a thin file folder in her hands. She could see Mel working at her computer. She knocked politely before entering. Mel looked up. “Here’s the papers for the Strider case. If you sign them now, then I can take them with me when I run to the clerk’s office this afternoon.”

	Mel nodded. “Good idea.” She took the folder from Andrea, opened it, briefly glanced through the paper on top, and signed it. “Thanks Andrea,” she said as she closed the folder again and handed it back to her.

	“No problem,” Andrea replied. But she didn’t leave right away. “By the way, did you ever get your problems with Chad sorted out?”

	Mel sighed dejectedly as she leaned back in her chair. “No. And now it seems like things are worse than ever.”

	“Uh, oh! That bad huh?”

	“Yeah. Definitely that bad.”

	But Andrea was totally interested in the situation. Too interested to leave. She sat down in one of the chairs in front of Mel’s desk. “So tell me about it.”

	Mel was slightly amused at Andrea’s infatuated interest in Chad, but really, she couldn’t blame her. So she brought her up to the latest, ending with what she’d really like to do to him right away.

	Andrea laughed. “Now that would be something I’d love to see.”

	Mel smiled. “Me too. Unfortunately, the women most involved are only there on weekdays, and Chad has to work.”

	“Doesn’t he get any day’s off?”

	Mel stared at her friend almost blankly, then a smile spread across her face. “You’re so right! That’s another bunch of flowers I owe you!”

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 6 of 10)

	Tedious, tedious, tedious! That’s what was running through Chad’s mind as he worked on the project. The part he was finishing up just then had been nothing but tedious – squared! He noticed an email notification popping up on his monitor. There was no question about not opening it right away… anything for a break in what he had been doing!

	The email was from Mel… a return email from his thank you note. Was she going to apologize fully? He read the short email through and was more than a bit surprised. She had sent him orders… there was no other way to label the command… that he take the day off on Monday. She didn’t say why. She didn’t really say anything else, other than to spell out in no uncertain terms that he should take the day off formally, because he certainly wasn’t going to be at work on Monday. Why? What did she have planned?

	Knowing Mel, he figured he better not take a chance. He immediately emailed his boss, Tom Robinson, and told him that something had just come up and he was taking one of his vacation days on Monday. It only took about fifteen minutes before his boss emailed him back with the ok.

	Chad immediately emailed Mel back, informing her that he had arranged for the day off. He also asked her what was going on that he wouldn’t be at work. He closed his email program and his eyes caught sight of the flowers she had sent him again. The flowers really had been a nice gesture… very nice. Maybe she had planned something really nice for him on Monday. He breathed in the sent from the flowers once again and felt his whole body relaxing for a moment. A nice long weekend. Just what he really needed. Oh! He’d better tell Robin! “Oh Roooobiiiin,” he called over the cubicle wall.

	“Cassie’s on the line for you,” Andrea said over her private line to Mel’s desk.

	“Ok. Thanks Andrea,” Mel replied as she punched the button to take the other call. “Hi Cassie. Thanks for getting back to me.”

	“No problem, Mel. What’s up?”

	“Do you think those two women that Sissy wouldn’t curtsey for will be in on Monday?”

	“Pretty certain. They’ve been coming almost every morning for a while now.”

	“And your receptionist will be there too?”

	“I don’t think she’s planning any days off. What’s up?”

	Mel almost laughed. “Listen, here’s what I’d like to do…”

	It was the middle of the afternoon when Chad leaned back in his chair again to take a mental break. After all the tedious work he had been doing today, he was really going to need that long weekend. But, it had been a really good afternoon so far. The only thing that had happened that really messed things up was when the suppositories that Cassie had put up inside of him had done their thing earlier. Yuck! Even though it happened every single day at about the same time, he still wasn’t used to it. He was just very glad that everything he was wearing under his outer clothes hid what he had done from everyone else… but he could certainly feel it. Double yuck!

	“Ready for break?” Robin’s voice asked from the entrance of his cubicle.

	Chad thought about it for a minute. Would it really be a good thing for him to go? He had run into Derek yesterday. That hadn’t been good. “I don’t know,” he answered, totally unsure of the idea. “Coffee would be really good, but I don’t think I want to chance running into Derek again.”

	Robin shook her head. “You can’t hide forever. Besides, nothing bad really happened. You just talked – sort of. Come on, it will do you good to get out of here for a while.”

	Chad glanced at his computer monitor again and the tedious work that had occupied him all afternoon. “Maybe you’re right,” he said as he turned the program off. Anything for a break! He got up and followed her out into the hallway.

	“I still think you should have gotten some blue hose during lunch,” Robin said as they walked.

	Chad rolled his eyes. Women! They never let up! “I really didn’t want to. Besides, we always get our nails done after work on Friday. The pantyhose would only get in the way.”

	“Oh,” Robin replied. “That makes sense.” They walked in silence for a moment before Robin said, “We?”

	“We what?”

	“You said ‘we’ always get our nails done. Who’s we?”

	“Mel and I.”

	“Oh.” They walked in silence for a few more moments. “I guess you’ve really got a thing for her then. She even sent you flowers. Gee, here I was feeling sorry for you because of your divorce, but you’ve already got a new girlfriend.”

	“It’s not like that. She’s not my girlfriend.”

	“Then what is she?”

	Chad couldn’t tell her she was his mistress. Not at all. “She’s just… a friend. And that’s it!”

	He had said the last part with such finality, that Robin knew for sure there must be more to it than that, but she left it alone. But a little teasing around the ladies couldn’t hurt.

	Chad followed Robin through the line to get coffee, then followed her over to the table that was already mostly full of women. They had barely sat down though, when one of the women said to Chad, “I heard you got flowers delivered to you today. Is that true?”

	“Yeah,” Chad admitted.

	“Damn, must be someone special.” The woman exclaimed. “Nobody ever sends flowers to me.” There was a chorus of agreements from a few of the women.

	“Can you believe it,” Robin added teasingly, “he’s only been dressing like a woman for a few weeks, and already men are sending him flowers!”

	Chad almost spit out his coffee. Men? What was Robin up to?

	“Who is it honey?” one of the women asked before Chad could protest.

	“Was it Derek?” another woman asked.

	“It was from someone named Mel!” Robin threw into the mix.

	“Mel?” yet another woman asked. “I don’t think I know anybody around here by that name. Does he work here?”

	“Mel’s not a guy!” Chad protested. “She’s a woman!”

	“A woman sent you flowers? Doesn’t sound right to me… Unless it was another guy like you are… Kind of a… what shall we say… pretend woman?”

	“No, no, no!” Chad shook his head. “Mel’s a real woman. Genetically born… just like you.”

	“Are you sure, honey? Cause sometimes it can be hard to tell these days.”

	Chad said nothing. He just rolled his eyes and leaned back and took another sip of his coffee. Women! He knew they were all just teasing… but still, they could be such a pain!

	“Hey,” another woman said, “I thought you were going to get some blue pantyhose for your outfit today.”

	Chad wanted to throw what was left of his coffee at her. “No I didn’t say that. Robin wanted me to.”

	“It’s nail day,” Robin added teasingly. “He and ‘Mel’ always get their nails done together after work on Friday.”

	There was some smattering chuckling from some of the women. “You mean, Mel – the ‘maybe’ woman?” someone replied. The women were all so worked up now, that the whole table burst out laughing – except Chad.

	“No. She’s not a ‘maybe’ woman. Geez! Her name is Melissa!”

	“Honey, a name don’t mean nothin’! I just hope you checked under the covers… if you know what I mean.”

	Chad’s eyes went wide. “Hey, trust me, she’s a real woman!”

	“So you’ve had sex with her?”

	This was really getting out of hand for Chad. Why did he come here in the first place? But how could he answer that question. The answer was both yes and no. But really, no he hadn’t actually had sex with her. “Well, not exactly,” he admitted.

	“But you have seen her naked,” another woman asked teasingly.

	“Um… Not really,” he admitted.

	“Then you don’t really know do you? Honey, if I was you, I’d be findin’ out for sure!”

	Robin smiled as everyone else laughed. This wasn’t exactly what she had in mind for teasing Chad… and she had only wanted to tease him a little bit. But women… well, they sometimes could get the strangest ideas, thinking they’re funny, and then run that idea into the ground. She actually felt a bit sorry for Chad… sort of. She spoke up, “Actually, the flowers he got were because his divorce was final today.”

	“Oh! Sorry about that,” one of the women said far more contritely. “I forgot about that.”

	Chad was surprised at how quickly the mood seemed to change around the table. He was suddenly mostly forgotten as woman after woman told tales of divorce’s that were either personal, or they knew about. And every woman listened raptly to every tale. Even Chad.

	Mel rushed home after work. As usual, there wasn’t a lot of time before their nail appointments. Would he be ready? He’d better be! She really still wanted to kill him, but she held her anger – by Monday she would be feeling a lot better about things. But she had no doubt that he wouldn’t be! She had to be very careful about how she went about everything or he might realize that he had been hypnotized by Gloria. And Gloria had been right when she had said that it would undoubtedly make things almost impossible for her. So for now, she wouldn’t let him see any of the anger she felt towards him. Let him continue to think everything was just fine. And then later… wham!

	She pulled into her parking space and practically ran up the stairs, heading for his apartment instead of hers. She had her key for his apartment out in her hand, but before she could get it into the lock, he opened the door from the inside.

	“Hello Mistress,” he said with a smile on his face as he dipped into a better than usual curtsey.

	She stood still for a moment and stared at him. Damn! She loved seeing him do that! There was just something about it that totally thrilled her down to her toes.

	“I’m sorry I didn’t see you driving up, or I would have met you downstairs.”

	Mel only barely heard him. The sight of him curtseying to her had thrown her totally off balance. And Cassie had been right, the outfit he had on looked cute on him. And blue hose wouldn’t look bad at all with it. She finally recovered her wits. “That’s okay, Sissy. I take it you’re ready to go?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he answered. He made a quick grab for his purse and diaper bag, then he was out the door, locking it behind him.

	He was just too good! All the way down to the car, Mel had to keep reminding herself that this was the very person who had been deceiving her. She couldn’t trust anything about him! She said nothing as she drove to the nail salon, but occasionally she glanced at him with her peripheral vision. No, she couldn’t trust him, she reminded herself again. Not one bit!

	“Mistress,” Chad began, breaking the silence, “I hate to ask, but…”

	Before he even got the question out, Mel was tempted to tell him a big, firm… No!” But she held her silence.

	He held out his fingers in front of him to look at his long claw-like nails as he continued with his question. “Is there any chance I could have these nails shortened a bit? They really make life difficult. I promise I won’t try to cut them myself anymore.” He looked over at her, pleadingly.

	They made life difficult for him! They were supposed to make life difficult for him! That was why she had them put on him in the first place. She was so tempted to tell him no, but she had already talked to the nail technician and told her what she wanted for him for this week. Besides, having at least somewhat shorter nails would help with other things that she wanted to change… or improve on. But still, they did make life more difficult for him… probably a lot! “We’ll see, Sissy,” she said with a bit of a frustrated sigh. “We’ll see.”

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 7 of 10)

	When they walked into the nail salon, both Chad’s and Mel’s usual nail techs were waiting at the front for them – along with a few other customers who didn’t have appointments and were sitting in the waiting room. Chad stood by quietly as Mel briefly greeted the two small women. As soon as she was done though, he expected his usual nail tech to lead him straight back to where she would be working on him, but instead, she stood there staring at him as if she was waiting for something.

	“Aren’t you going to properly say hello to her?” Mel asked him, her voice sounding more than a bit harsh. “Be polite!”

	Chad was a bit surprised, but he immediately turned to his nail tech and said, “Hi. How are you today?”

	Before she could answer back, Mel lashed out at him. “That’s not the proper way for you to do it! Now do it again… and curtsey for her this time.”

	Curtsey! Chad was slightly flabbergasted, but Mel had made him do it for the nail tech before. He just hated doing it in public like this. And after deciding not to do it for the receptionist at the gym, he was hoping to get away with not doing it here. He immediately dropped a quick curtsey and repeated his greeting.

	But before his chuckling nail tech could answer, Mel lashed out. “Not good enough! You can manage a much better curtsey than that… and smile! Say it like you really mean it!”

	Chad was completely startled. Worse, there was something about the look on Mel’s face that frightened him more than a bit. Quickly, he faced his nail tech again and redid his curtsey and greeting, this time doing a slower and much better job of it. As he did so, he heard more than a few chuckles from the women in the chairs behind him. As soon as he finished, his own nail tech was laughing louder too.

	“Somewhat better!” Mel declared. “Now greet my technician. She deserves just as much consideration as yours!”

	What was going on? Chad was totally surprised by Mel’s sudden new attitude. He was surprised, but he was more worried about her sudden anger. Not wasting any time, he did another curtsey and greeting for Mel’s nail tech.

	“Now turn around and say a proper hello to everyone else here, and apologize to them for being so rude and taking up so much time!”

	What? Chad couldn’t believe it! But one look at Mel’s determined face and he knew there would be no way out of it. The feelings of total humiliation and embarrassment ran rampant through his body as he slowly turned around to face all the women in the waiting room. He glanced around. The seats weren’t all full, but there were more than enough women all staring at him expectantly with very amused looks on their faces so that he wished he was dead. Slower than before, he dropped yet another curtsey as he said, “Hello everyone. I’m sorry I was a bit rude a few minutes ago and took up so much time.” He stood back up again and looked at Mel… praying for her approval.

	Mel rolled her eyes angrily. “Marginal at best, but you’ve wasted enough time here. We’ll have to practice more later. Now go get your nails done.”

	Chad quickly followed behind his chuckling nail tech. He was glad to be away from Mel for a few minutes. What had gotten into her? Damn! It was like she was momentarily possessed!

	“You looking very pretty today,” his nail tech commented as he sat down and started to remove his shoes.

	“Uh… Thank you,” he replied as politely as he could. He wasn’t about to take any chances that Mel might be angry at him for anything!

	As usual, the nail technician did his toes first, changing the color from red to a soft, shiny, pale pink. As she worked on his toes, Chad kept staring at the new color. “Pretty,” he thought more than once. Something about the color made him really happy to be wearing it. Then he caught himself… had he just thought that?

	Finally it was time for her to work on his fingernails. He prayed as she started removing the red polish that she would cut them shorter… at least a bit. They were so long that they were nearly impossible to work with. As soon as the old polish was off she picked up her scissors and grabbed one of his super long nails by the tip. Chad held his breath. She put the scissors to the edge of the nail, and with one smooth cut, shortened the nail by about two thirds. Chad felt nothing but happy relief the moment the nail had been cut. His nail was still very long, sticking a good ways out past the end of his finger, but it was now much shorter than it had been. In fact, as she went to work cutting the next nail, he decided that now the length looked much more normal. Any woman would be proud to have nails that long.

	A little while later, Chad stared at his freshly done fingernails. They were elegantly shaped to a long tapering oval, the length and shape making his fingers look longer, slimmer, and somehow much more feminine. He thought the pale pink color was truly beautiful, he felt funny inside just looking at them. It was hard to believe they were his hands. He bent his fingers over to try and make a fist and realized that the nails were still long enough that he couldn’t do it fully, but it didn’t matter, he could move his fingers much easier now. He just couldn’t get over how feminine his hands looked. Without the super long claws, his hands looked less dangerous, more friendly, and like hands he’d always dreamed he could have… mostly anyway. They were still male hands underneath those pretty nails. They just looked a lot less male now.

	Feeling happy and light-hearted, he got up and thanked his nail technician verbally. Then he headed up front to where Mel was waiting for him. “Did you thank your technician?” she asked.

	“Yes I did,” Chad replied.

	“I didn’t see you curtseying!”

	Chad realized right away that he wasn’t going to win the argument. He turned back to the woman who had just done his nails, dropped as good a curtsey as he could manage, and thanked her. The woman just giggled again as she rung up the service at the register.

	“We need to work on your behavior!” Mel declared in a steely voice as they walked back to her car.

	My behavior? Chad wasn’t at all sure what she meant by that. What was wrong with his behavior? Nothing that he could see. But he held his silence as Mel drove both of them to a restaurant they hadn’t been to together before. Considering the mood Mel seemed to be in, he didn’t want to chance saying anything that might upset her in any way.

	“You’ve got some empty bottles in your diaper bag?” Mel asked as she parked the car.

	“Yes, Mistress. They’re left over from yesterday. We didn’t get a chance to replace them this morning.”

	Mel winced a bit. “How about some full ones? Did you put any fresh ones in?”

	Chad’s eyes widened a bit. “No, Mistress. I didn’t think of it.”

	Mel nodded. “Grab one of your empty ones then and let’s go.”

	Chad was surprised, but he dutifully dug out one of the empty bottles and stuck it into his purse where it wouldn’t be seen. As they walked from the car to the restaurant, he prayed she wouldn’t make him drink from the bottle again once they got inside… but something in the back of his mind was telling him to be prepared for it.

	Chad opened one of the double doors and held it wide for Mel to enter first. As soon as he got in, he noticed that there were a lot of people waiting to be seated. He felt more than heard Mel’s impatient sigh. “Better go put our name on the list, Sissy,” she said. “I hope it won’t be too long a wait.” Chad only took two steps toward the hostess behind a small counter before Mel’s voice lashed out at him. “Sissy!” He turned to look back at her. “I better see you curtseying politely when you talk to her!”

	Chad was aghast. Curtsey? Again? He turned to get on with the task, but Mel’s voice again lashed out. “Sissy!” He turned again to Mel. “That’s not how I taught you to acknowledge an order from me!”

	Chad was very aware of all the people around watching them – including several small children. He didn’t want to do it, but Mel’s determined face was still staring at him… waiting. He dropped a polite curtsey to her and said, “Yes, Mistress.” Mel’s whole demeanor seemed to change slightly as she barely nodded her approval. Chad heard a few small chuckles and comments of astonishment from the people around him, but he did his best to turn toward the hostess’s desk again without looking at anyone around them.

	“May I help you?” the hostess asked with a very amused look on her face. Chad was tempted to turn back toward Mel for a moment before he continued, but he restrained himself. Knowing that Mel was watching him closely, and knowing that she would only make him keep doing it till he got it right, he dropped yet another curtsey and asked, “How long is the wait?”

	“For two?” the hostess asked.

	“Yes.”

	“About fifteen to twenty minutes. Can I put your name on the list?”

	Chad turned back toward Mel, who was now standing much closer where she could hear what was going on. “Fifteen to twenty minutes,” he told her.

	“Give her ‘your’ name. We’ll wait.” After having to curtsey like he did to the hostess in front of all the people there, Chad wasn’t at all sure he wanted to wait, but he dutifully turned back to the hostess.

	“What name?” the hostess asked as she put her pen to the book in front of her.

	Mel had specifically said to give the hostess his name. He wasn’t exactly fond of the idea just then, he had already had enough humiliation tonight to last him a long time. “Sissy,” he said softly.

	The hostess shook her head. “I’m sorry? I couldn’t hear you,” she apologized.

	“Sissy!” Chad was forced to say much louder.

	The hostess had a very surprised look on her face. But then she smiled and wrote the name into her book. Chad was about to leave, but luckily he remembered just in time. He quickly dropped another quick curtsey to her and said, “Thank you.”

	As he and Mel walked toward an empty area of the bench seats along the wall, Chad was aware of a couple of very young girls playing by curtseying to each other and the rest of their families with them. Uh oh! It looks like I’ve started something.

	There was only enough room for one of them to sit, and there was certainly no question about which of them was going to be standing. As they waited, they both watched the young girls playing. They were both also aware that the other customers kept watching them closely. Mel was delighted. Chad was not.

	One of the little girls started to run out closer towards Chad and Mel before her mother yelled to stop her. The little girl turned and screamed a big loud “No!” back to her mother before continuing to run straight up to Chad. Chad was very surprised… and embarrassed. Especially when the little girl went right into her very awkward curtsey… right to him. Now what was he supposed to do? But fortunately, the little girl ran off laughing. Chad breathed a sigh of relief and watched as the mother scolded the child… who didn’t seem to care at all about anything her mother was saying to her.

	Chad turned to look at Mel, but before either of them could say anything, the mother was yelling again. Chad turned back just in time to see the other little girl running right up to him too. She curtseyed like the other one did, all the while laughing hysterically like it was some big game, then she too ran back – where her mother scolded her. And obviously, neither of the girls seemed to care about what their mother was saying at all.

	Chad was glad to see the mother holding onto the two little girls after that. But as soon as the girls had calmed down again, she released them. Fortunately, the two little girls stayed with their family. But they kept staring at him and pointing and laughing. Then one of them curtseyed toward him from where she was. And right after that, the other one did the same, copying her friend… or sister - Chad couldn’t tell which.

	Chad was more aware than ever of all the people around watching them… and him. Embarrassing! But the two little girls, just wouldn’t leave it alone. The first one curtseyed again, and then the second one did it too.

	“You’re not being very polite!” Mel noted in her harsher than usual voice.

	Chad looked down at her. “What am I supposed to do?” he asked.

	“Curtsey back, you fool!”

	Damn! Why did Mel sound so mad tonight? And curtsey back? To the kids? But obviously Mel wasn’t going to be happy till he did it. So he quickly dropped a slight curtsey to the two little girls – which immediately sent them both into peals of laughter and raised their excitement level even higher. But now both girls curtseyed to him at the same time. They looked back expectantly at him.

	Chad looked quickly down at Mel. “You’re more of a child than they are,” she declared. “Play with them!”

	It wasn’t exactly the answer Chad was looking for. But he again turned to the two girls and returned their curtsey – which again set them off laughing excitedly.

	The girls curtseyed… then Chad curtseyed. Back and forth. The two girls laughing and having a great time. Chad feeling totally foolish. But then one of the girls took a step forward and bowed like a man to him instead. Chad was so surprised. Where had she learned that? He was about to bow back, but Mel’s voice lashed out quickly. “Don’t you dare!” Chad immediately dropped yet another, but more contrite curtsey. The girls started laughing yet again.

	The hostess announced another name over the speaker system. The little girls were finally gathered up by the people around them and were carted off toward their dinner. Chad was never so glad to see two children leave.

	“Sissy. Table for two!” Their table was ready. The hostess was looking right at him. She knew perfectly well who he was, she didn’t have to announce his name over the loudspeaker for everyone to hear… but she had done it anyway. Damn!

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 8 of 10)

	“Give me your empty bottle,” Mel demanded as soon as they were seated. Chad quickly dug it out of his purse as Mel was digging into her own purse. He handed it to her as soon as she had finished. He was quickly becoming more sure than ever that Mel would make him use it again during dinner. The waitress came to the table and asked what they wanted to drink. “Coffee for me,” Mel told her. Then she held Chad’s bottle out for the waitress. “And please keep this filled with iced tea for her.”

	The waitress looked very unsure of the order. “Um… I’m not sure I can do that…”

	Mel quickly wrapped a twenty dollar bill around the bottle and held it out to the waitress again. That was all it took to change her mind. She took the bottle, and money, from Mel and nodded her head. “And please make sure it stays full,” Mel added.

	The waitress looked over at Chad for a moment then back at Mel. The money disappeared into her uniform somewhere. Suddenly her cautious smile turned more genuine. “Of course. No problem.” Chad felt doomed. Totally!

	“How was your day today?” Mel asked in a much more calm and polite voice than Chad had heard her use all evening so far.

	He shrugged a bit. “Okay. The usual really.”

	“Did you get a chance to flirt with any more men?” Mel teased, referring to his meeting with Derek the day before.

	Chad blushed. He knew she was only teasing a bit. “Fortunately, no. The women are all still trying to mess with my fashion sense, but that’s about all… Oh! By the way, thank you again for the flowers. They really were beautiful.”

	Mel beamed at the compliment. “You’re welcome. Any lingering regrets about your divorce?”

	“Only a few.”

	“You’ll probably always have those.”

	Chad nodded. “Yeah, probably.”

	“So what fashion ideas were the ladies suggesting for you?” Mel asked.

	“Ugh! They think I should be wearing blue pantyhose with this outfit. And Robin said my legs look better with hose than without – like it really matters that much. Besides, pantyhose are a pain to get on… especially with this darn waist cincher I’m wearing.”

	Mel mentally winced a bit at hearing Robin’s name again, but still, Robin might be right… and it was more ammunition to use against him – especially in light of some of the new things she had planned for him. “I think Blue hose probably would look good with what you’re wearing. We’ll get some this weekend, then you can wear it all to work again on Tuesday.”

	Chad shook his head. “But if I wear this again, then Robin will complain that I wore the same thing two times in a row.”

	Robin, Robin, Robin! Mel was quickly becoming more and more miffed at the woman. She had way too much influence over him! But still, she had to admit, the damn bitch was probably right. “We’ll get you a new, but similar outfit this weekend then,” Mel replied, a tiny bit of anger seeping into her voice.

	The waitress arrived with their drinks. She handed Chad’s bottle to Mel before she set the hot coffee on the table in front of her. Mel handed the bottle directly over to Chad. “Keep drinking,” she ordered.

	Chad hadn’t even had time to open the menu in front of him to see what he wanted. “Don’t bother,” Mel told him, not bothering to look at her own menu. “I know everything they have here by heart.” Mel ordered a chicken salad for herself and a large steak for Chad. The moment she mentioned the steak, Chad’s stomach sent out a small rumble. He was hungry because he hadn’t eaten much lunch again.

	When the waitress had left, Chad chanced Mel’s mood and asked. “What do you have planned for Monday since we’ve got the day off now?”

	“I’m going to be working,” Mel told him. “You’re going to be working on something else.”

	“What’s that?”

	Mel hesitated as she searched for a suitable answer. She certainly didn’t want him to know what she had planned for him.

	“Business,” she replied with a small smile. “Necessary business!” Her demeanor changed slightly. “Now start drinking that bottle. I want you to finish at least three of them before dinner is over!”

	Chad picked up the bottle and put it to his mouth, silently praying that nobody was watching. He didn’t exactly feel like looking around to see the reactions of the other customers – he already had a pretty good idea of what they would be. As he drank, he wondered what had gotten into Mel? She was going at him like crazy tonight. He decided to change the subject away from himself. It would probably be safer that way. “So how was your day?” he asked as he took a break from his bottle.

	Mel smiled. “Up and down,” she replied before starting to relay a bit about a few of the problems she had with her clients. But while she talked, she never once mentioned anything that had to do with him. That information was for her, and her only.

	It seemed to be an extra long wait for their dinners to arrive. The waitress came back twice to refill Mel’s coffee and to see if he needed his bottle refilled yet. The second time, she did refill it. And while they waited, they talked again… pleasantly. It wasn’t till the waitress had interrupted and was refilling Chad’s bottle that Mel realized just how pleasant the conversation had been again. He’s the deceiver, she reminded herself. So perfect on the outside… but oh so black-hearted on the inside!

	A few minutes later, their dinner finally arrived. She watched as Chad cut off a small bite of steak and stuck it into his mouth. The look on his face was pure pleasure. “I haven’t eaten hardly anything all day,” he said as he chewed.

	“Why not?”

	“The more I eat, the more those darn suppositories have to work with. And there’s just no stopping them.”

	Mel grinned. “Eat up, Sissy. Eat up.”

	As Chad again put another bite of his steak in his mouth, he brought the conversation back to where it was a few minutes earlier by asking her a light-hearted question. As Mel chomped on her chicken salad, she quickly fell back under the spell of his pleasant company. Again and again she had to remind herself that he was the deceiver. And again and again, she quickly forgot, or ignored it… because she really was enjoying his company over dinner. And why not? Why shouldn’t her dinner, in such a nice restaurant, be anything but enjoyable – especially for her?

	A little while later, Chad glanced down at his plate with a rather forlorn look. “I may have been hungry before,” he stated, “but I’m not hungry now. I can’t eat much more of this!”

	Mel noticed that more than half of his steak was still there. “Again?” she asked. “You had the same problem last night!”

	Chad shrugged apologetically. “I just can’t seem to eat this much anymore. At least not with this darn waist cincher crushing my stomach.”

	Mel shook her head. “The cincher stays!” Then she chuckled a bit. “I really am going to start ordering from the kids menu for you,” she teased.

	“Sorry,” Chad replied. “I know this steak cost a lot, but I just can’t finish it.”

	Mel nodded, then briefly looked down at her own chicken-salad. It was mostly gone already. She had only ordered it because it would be better for her waistline. She had been purposely ordering larger meals for him to put more into his system for the suppositories to work with. Also, since he was unintentionally getting more baby food lately, the better meals were probably good for him. He needed some kind of nutrition. But maybe it was getting time to rethink the meals she ordered for him.

	The waitress came back again to check on their drinks. Mel refused more coffee, but had her refill his bottle yet again. “For the trip home,” she explained.

	Chad rolled his eyes. Ugh!

	The minute they walked through the door of Mel’s apartment, she gave him the order to strip down to his diapers and plastic panties. Chad wasn’t very surprised since he already needed changing pretty badly. All the tea she had made him drink during dinner had kept him peeing quite a bit. While Chad was removing his clothes in her bathroom, Mel disappeared into her bedroom. By the time he came looking for her, she had everything ready. Her bed was well protected against any of his “accidents” and she had already attached the ropes to hold his wrists and ankles to the headboard and footboard. “Climb up,” she ordered as he walked into her room.

	Chad saw the ropes out and ready to use on him, but as he climbed up onto her bed, he wondered why she bothered. He wasn’t going to do anything except to enjoy the pleasure of her changing him. In fact, he was looking forward to it. But it was her party, and to tell the truth, he really didn’t mind that much anyway. He laid back on her bed and waited while she tied each limb, making sure that he wasn’t going anywhere… as if he wanted to!

	But what she did next surprised him a bit. She opened the drawer in her nightstand and pulled out a small bottle and what looked like an artist’s paintbrush. She opened the bottle, dipped the brush into it, and started brushing the liquid all around the edges of his breast forms. The liquid she was brushing on him smelled terribly. “What are you doing?” he asked.

	“You’ve had these forms on for a full week now. We’ve got to take them off and give your skin a rest for a while.”

	Chad wanted to cheer. And she had tied him up for this? Now he really didn’t want to move. It took a lot of brushing and tugging, pulling and peeling to remove the breasts. Mel worked on both of them at the same time, gradually loosening one while the solvent softened the glue on the other one. Finally, with one last tug, the first of the breast forms came off. Chad felt nothing but relief as the weight was finally removed from his chest. A minute later, the other one was off too. Chad breathed in fully and easily for the first time in a week. What a huge pleasure. He desperately wanted to rub his chest where the forms had been, but his hands were still tied.

	“Don’t get used to it,” Mel cautioned. “They get glued back on again tomorrow… like it or not! And in the mean time, if you have to wear anything other than just your diapers, then you can stick them back in your bra like you did last week. Got it?”

	Chad nodded awkwardly from his position on his back. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. She was going to glue them back on tomorrow. Darn! But still, a few hours without them was going to be pure heaven.

	“Now, while we’ve got you here,” Mel said… But she didn’t finish. Instead, she left the room, leaving Chad still tied to her bed. She was gone for a while – longer than Chad thought she would be. He tried tugging a bit on each of the ropes that bound him, but he quickly discovered that he wasn’t going to get out of any of them. So he resigned himself to waiting patiently, and enjoying the feel of no heavy breasts on his chest.

	When Mel finally came back, he was surprised to see her carrying an empty baby bottle – without the nipple. She also had another small length of rope in her hand. “I had trouble finding one of the right ones,” she explained as she walked around to the side of the bed.

	As she started to pull his plastic panties down, she paused. “Do you have to pee?”

	“Not right now,” he replied.

	“When was the last time you went?”

	“In the car, on the way home.”

	She nodded and continued pulling his panties down, then she began unfastening his diapers. As soon as he was completely naked, she tied the small piece of rope to the baby bottle. As soon as she did, Chad knew what she intended to do with it… and he wasn’t looking forward to it. His body wanted to move and buck her a bit as she grabbed his chastity device in one hand to hold it steady. His mind warred with itself over wanting to complain or to lay still. But he knew without a doubt that he had no way of winning, so despite wanting to protest, he laid still while she pushed hard on the baby bottle till the mouth of it popped up and over the head of his chastity device.

	Mel felt the bottle suddenly pop into place. It was a tight fit – but it did fit. Before she tied the cord around his waist, she noticed his penis though the clear plastic of the device. Cassie had been right, it was tiny… very! And even though she had been moving it around as she had been trying to get the bottle in place, his penis hadn’t seemed to grow one little bit. And little, in this case, was certainly the right word! She almost laughed. How could the darn thing have gotten that small? Not that it mattered. All that mattered was that he could pee out of it, which he couldn’t do if it was hard – so the smaller, the better!

	She untied his restraints and had him stand up. The bottle, even though it wasn’t tied to him yet, hung from his chastity device like an obscene penis – making up with its size for how tiny his real penis now seemed to be. She wrapped the cord around his waist and tied it. She checked the clock next to her bed. “I’m going to be nice. You’ve got ten minutes now to pee into that bottle before I beat you black and blue!”

	Ten minutes! Chad couldn’t believe it. Panic hit him full throttle. How was he going to do it? He had no doubt Mel would hit him – and hard – with her stick if he didn’t make it in time. Liquids! He needed something to drink – even if it was her lousy tea. “Can I have a bottle?” he asked desperately.

	“All you want. Drink whatever you need.”

	Chad made a fast dash for the kitchen where he tore open her refrigerator, grabbed one of his baby bottles of her lousy tea mixture, and started drinking it as fast as he could. All the while, he tried as hard as he could to make himself pee.

	Mel almost laughed as he ran out of her bedroom. She had no doubt that she would be using her stick on him tonight… and for once, she was really looking forward to it. The deceiver! Well, he was about to start getting his due!

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 9 of 10)

	Chad was still in the kitchen, furiously trying to drink the contents of his bottle, when Mel found him again. “Don’t just stand there doing nothing,” she ordered, “there’s work to be done. Remember, your peeing has nothing at all to do with anything else that you’re doing. Just don’t forget to tell me every time you’ve finished peeing. Now get busy!”

	Chad hurried from the kitchen out to the living room. But what work needed to be done? He glanced back at the kitchen – no problems there… not really anyway. His gaze landed on her laundry closet. The wash! There were things in her washer and dryer that had been there for days now! They needed to be done… or more likely redone now. He hurried over to her washer and checked it. Then he started that load of laundry all over again.

	Mel sat back in one of her comfortable living room chairs and watched him closely as he messed with the laundry. She had her yardstick out and was playing with it in her hands. Oh, she was looking forward to this! She glanced at the clock. “Two minutes to go!” she called out. “Have you peed yet?”

	“No, Mistress,” Chad called back. “Not yet.”

	“Curtsey when you answer me, Sissy!”

	Chad quickly stopped what he was doing and dropped a curtsey toward Mel. “No Mistress,” he repeated. “I haven’t peed yet… but I’m trying!”

	“You better do more than try, Sissy! One minute to go!”

	The panic in Chad doubled. One minute… and he still wasn’t feeling the need! He went back to sorting the clothes with one hand… while he frantically tried to drink his bottle with the other hand… while he kept trying desperately to pee! And then he heard Mel counting down the last few seconds. Why did she have to sound so evil when she did it?

	“Ten… nine… eight… seven… six… five…” Mel got out of her chair so she could see him better. “Four… three… two… one! Have you peed yet, Sissy?”

	Chad felt a ton fear running through him. He dropped a quick curtsey toward her as he answered. “Not yet, Mistress.”

	“Then get over here and prepare yourself for your first beating!”

	“But Mistress,” Chad protested, “you always wait to see how much longer it takes me to pee!”

	“I’m changing the rules. You’ll get beat for each of those minutes too – after you manage to pee. But now you obviously need some extra incentive to help you along. So get over here!”

	Chad walked over to the area of her living room where she usually punished him with her stick… but he didn’t move very quickly. He noticed that her heavy yardstick was already in her hands – ready to go. She was watching him very carefully as he got into place. Was that anticipation in her eyes? Did she look angry at him?

	“Put your hands on your head and don’t let them get in the way!” she ordered.

	Knowing what was about to happen, Chad fearfully put his hands on his head and tried to mentally brace himself. But before he even knew what was happening, Mel was swinging her yardstick with both hands – like a baseball bat! Swish – Whap! “Ow!” he screamed as the sudden intense pain rocketed through him. He threw his hands to his backside to rub it against the stinging pain.

	“Now curtsey and thank me!” Mel ordered.

	Chad saw her stick raised, ready to hit him again. He fearfully dropped a curtsey as he said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

	“Hands on your head!”

	Not again! Panic filled his entire soul as he slowly put his hands on his head and turned so she could swat him – again. Again her stick lashed out with everything she had. And again he cried out in pain.

	“Now thank me!” she ordered.

	As before, Chad dropped his curtsey and thanked her, but he really wanted to just rub his sore behind and dance around in pain.

	“Hands on your head!”

	Not again! How many blows was she going to give him? Fearfully, he again assumed his position… and again she swung as hard as she could, and again, and again, and again. Each time, he had to curtsey in between and thank her. He counted twelve blows before she finished. Twelve very hard, mind numbing, stinging blows. His backside felt like hamburger.

	“There’ll be one more for each minute past your deadline,” she reminded him, sounding all too happy about it. “So this was just a warm up.”

	A warm up? How could she call that a warm up? It was terrible. He really hurt! It was a miracle that he wasn’t bawling like a baby already! He was awfully close as it was.

	“Now get back to work!”

	Chad hurried back to where he had been working on the laundry. He immediately grabbed his baby bottle and started drinking furiously again. The nipple felt cool and comforting in his mouth. Sucking on it immediately helped him to calm down as his free hand gingerly rubbed his sore backside. The bottle finished and started sucking air. Mentally cursing, he hurried to the kitchen to get another one.

	It was another five minutes before he was able to pee. A wonderful sensation! Yet he knew the punishment that awaited him for his previous failure. Why had Mel only decided on giving him ten minutes to start? Was it because he hadn’t peed since they had been in the car? Please, next time, make it longer! As the pee finally finished coming out of him, the bottle felt heavy and very awkward hanging from the front of him – despite the fact that it was tied around his waist.

	“I’ve just finished peeing,” he declared quickly so that Mel could hear it. Drat! He had forgotten to curtsey. Had Mel noticed? She had been looking down at her work.

	“It’s about time!” Mel replied as she glanced at the clock. She quickly got up and walked over to where he had been working. “Why did you stop? Did I tell you to stop working?” she asked, sounding very threatening.

	Chad quickly went back to sorting clothes with one hand while drinking his bottle with his other. What was with her tonight? Damn she was being unreasonable!

	Mel watched him for a few moments before she finally had enough. “Okay, let’s empty that bottle.” Chad gratefully stopped working and put the bottle he had been drinking down on top of the dryer. The bottle attached to his front side was mostly full and it banged against his legs when he turned. He was afraid it might spill, but there wasn’t much he could do about it other than to move carefully. He followed Mel into the bathroom where she untied the bottle and pulled it – almost painfully – off of him. She quickly emptied it into the toilet, then before he knew it, she was pushing it back onto him again – none too gently.

	“You’ve got seventeen out of your twenty minutes left now to pee again. Don’t disappoint me!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied as he dropped a small curtsey. Seventeen minutes left. Could he make it? He could only hope so.

	“Now get back out there and get ready for your punishment again!”

	The words themselves made his stomach feel sick. Again? But he knew before that it was coming. He didn’t really move slowly, but he didn’t exactly run either – back out to where she usually punished him. With only a look from her, he placed his hands on top of his head and prepared himself. The blow came all too quickly and was all too painful – yet perhaps not as painful as before.

	“Thank you, Mistress,” he intoned as he dropped a curtsey to her before putting his hands back on his head again.

	Nine blows. Nine curtseys. Nine minutes too long. There were tears running down his cheeks before she got to the third blow. Each thank you sounded more and more like incomprehensible blubbering… but he couldn’t help it. As the blows continued, he began yearning for his pacifier – not his bottle – he’d already had enough of that. But his pacifier would bring him comfort. Pity, it was stuck somewhere in his purse.

	When she finally finished, she leaned her yardstick up against the corner where she could get to it easily. “You’ve only got thirteen minutes left. My yardstick is waiting. Now get back to work!”

	Thirteen minutes! He hurried back out to the laundry, grabbed his baby bottle full of tea, and started drinking again while he finished sorting the clothes. He was quickly becoming all too tired of drinking tea. He’d already had way too many with dinner and now he was on his second bottle here. All that tea was building up in his system and was starting to make him sick. But the thought of what Mel’s yardstick would do to him if he didn’t find a way to keep peeing – and quickly – kept him at it.

	Having nothing left that he could do with the laundry while the machines were running, he went into the kitchen to wipe things down again. All the while he feverishly concentrated on trying to pee. As he watched the clock ticking down closer and closer to his deadline, he tried harder and harder. But to no avail.

	“Three… two… one! Have you peed yet?”

	Chad dropped a polite curtsey to Mel as he admitted that he hadn’t. What he didn’t understand was why Mel looked positively delighted at his failure.

	“Get over here then,” Mel ordered as she again grabbed her yardstick.

	Once again Chad had to go through the painful lesson that was supposed to give him incentive for learning to pee sooner. This time it was only ten strokes, and he cried through each and every one. When she was done, just touching his backside brought him more pain. He didn’t want to think about how bad things might get later if he didn’t start peeing quicker. He hurried back into her kitchen to rewipe her already spotless countertops.

	He finished his bottle shortly after he got back to the kitchen. He quickly reached into the refrigerator for a fresh one… and stopped. He just didn’t want any more tea? Would Mel let him have water instead? He rushed out to the living room to ask. “Excuse me, Mistress.”

	Mel looked up from what she was working on. “You’ve peed?” she asked.

	“No, Mistress.”

	“Then why are you bothering me?” she asked angrily.

	“May I have water instead of tea?”

	“I don’t care! Whatever you need to do to pee sooner! Now let me work!”

	Chad rushed back into the kitchen and refilled his bottle with water from the sink this time. The different taste was almost a pleasure in his mouth. He had still drunk way too much already, but at least the water was now something better.

	Only a few minutes later, Chad felt the urge to pee building. He tried everything he could to get it out as soon as possible and was rewarded by almost filling the bottle again. “I’ve just finished peeing, Mistress,” he said, forgetting to curtsey again.

	Mel looked up from what she was working on and almost smiled. “It’s about time!” She glanced at the clock. “Only seven minutes too long. I guess my stick is already beating down the time. Okay, into the bathroom. Let’s get that bottle changed.”

	Once again they went through the ritual of changing the bottle, followed by her beating him with her stick. This time, Chad was dreading her punishment so much that the tears were flowing from his eyes before her first swing.

	“Sixteen minutes, Sissy. That’s all you’ve got left before I beat you again. Now get busy and make good use of that time!”

	Chad was still crying as he grabbed his bottle of water out of the kitchen. He carried it back to where he checked on the laundry. Sucking on the water from the bottle felt good. The water was cool and wet, and the bottle was comforting to suck on. He didn’t care why he liked it, he just did. And his distress was so great that he didn’t want to stop sucking on it. He barely paid any attention to any of the tasks that he was only sort-of doing. All his attention was focused on trying to pee. After all the pain he had just received, and the certain threat of much more to come, there wasn’t room in his mind for anything else.

	Mel reread what she had typed into her laptop for the umpteenth time. She hadn’t typed very much, so it didn’t exactly take her very long. What she was typing wasn’t exactly a contract. It wasn’t a list of rules either… not exactly. In fact, she didn’t quite know what to call it. Not that it mattered – yet. What she was really trying to do, was to define for herself… and probably him… and probably everyone else that mattered too, just how she wanted him to behave – at all times! Her little project wasn’t coming easy. She had only written the few things she had already thought of earlier in the day, but not much new was coming to her.

	Frustrated, she closed her laptop and turned on her TV. She glanced at the clock again. There was still a few minutes left before she’d have to beat him again – probably – since she doubted he would pee on time. She still held a lot of anger at him, but now that she had used her stick on him – extra hard, she felt somewhat better. Not enough to go easy on him in any way, but enough to take some of the edge off.

	She had hurt him. Somewhere deep down that bothered her… yet at the same time, she was glad. He had gotten away with too much for too long. Deep down she also knew that it was really her fault, but she just didn’t want to admit it – even to herself. She had lost track of what was really important and what would win her the bet. But the deceiver hadn’t! At that thought, her anger started building again.

	A commercial came on the TV, she hardly noticed since she wasn’t paying that much attention anyway. But since it was a diaper commercial for babies, perhaps a bit more of it got through to her. As the commercial continued to run, more and more of her attention was caught by the commercial, till she was paying rapt attention – mostly. The commercial had ended, but her thoughts were still on it – especially one particular concept in it. There was an idea there, maybe a good one! If she could just completely figure it out…

	 


Chapter 28 (Friday – week 4 Part 10 of 10)

	Chad finished transferring the clothes from the washer to the dryer – all the while becoming more and more upset over not peeing yet. He didn’t want to get beat again! He had to pee! Why couldn’t he pee? His desperation grew as he checked the clock. Only one minute left! Please, body… pee! But it didn’t happen.

	“Five! Four! Three! Two! One! Have you peed yet?” Mel’s voice called from the living room.

	Chad dropped the best curtsey he could, hoping that maybe she wouldn’t beat him this time. “No, Mistress. I’m trying… I really am! But I just can’t do it yet.”

	“Then get over here for more incentive!” Mel ordered.

	Chad started walking to his designated punishment spot, all the while watching Mel as she picked up her yardstick again. The tears started flowing as he got about halfway there. The tears started and so did his blubbering and pleading. “Please, Mistress. Don’t hit me again. Please, please, please!” he wailed. He stopped in his tracks, still well short of the designated spot.

	“Get your ass over here!” Mel demanded angrily. “If I have to come to you it’s going to be twice as bad!”

	But Chad was too afraid. His tears increased dramatically. “Please, Mistress,” he pleaded once again from where he still stood.

	Mel angrily raised her yardstick and started hurrying toward him. Chad saw her action and got even more scared. He scurried quickly into place and put his hands on his head. He turned his head to look at her, but she was already swinging – hard!

	“Ah!” he cried out at the pain. He wanted to run, but it would do no good. There was really no place to run to.

	“I’m waiting!” Mel demanded.

	Slowly, Chad removed his hands from his head and dropped the best curtsey he could under the circumstances. He thanked her for hitting him, although what came out was almost unintelligible through is crying. His hands went back to his head and the beating continued. Again she hit him… and again he thanked her. Again she hit him… and again he thanked her. And again she hit him… but the moment the pain from her yardstick registered again, so did something else – he was peeing! Right there and then! And it felt wonderful.

	In shock he turned to her, his eyes wide with wonderment. “I’m peeing!” he declared, not really believing it himself.

	Mel stopped what she was doing for a moment and watched him. He really was peeing into the stupid bottle attached to his penis. She watched for a moment, then collected herself. “I’m still waiting for your curtsey! You know that peeing is not an excuse to stop anything that you’re doing!” Chad dropped yet another curtsey as he continued peeing. “Hands on your head, Sissy! We’re not done yet,” Mel ordered. Once again, she continued where she had left off.

	Chad couldn’t believe it. She was still hitting him, even though he had just peed. The ridiculous bottle was hanging heavily from the front of him. But having no choice, Chad continued to keep his hands on his head each time she hit him, followed by the best curtsey he could manage as he thanked her. Ten full strokes for not making it on time, followed by two more for being late.

	When she was done, Mel again ordered him into the bathroom where she emptied the bottle and again reattached it to him. “My stick is obviously working!” she declared. “You’ve got another eighteen minutes now. Maybe this time you’ll make it.”

	Chad was still sniffling as he shuffled back out of the bathroom. His backside hurt terribly. It was all he could do to keep from touching it, because just touching it hurt. And now he had to go through it all again! Ugh! He reluctantly picked up his bottle and started drinking, but slowly. He was so full of liquids now that drinking was becoming more and more difficult.

	The dryer was still running but he didn’t feel much like putting another load in the washer. He didn’t feel like doing anything – except going home. But he couldn’t go there… yet. Mel was back to work on whatever it was that she was working on. She wasn’t really paying much attention to him. He wandered into the bathroom where she couldn’t see him as well and pretended to clean it. He was too sore to do any actual work.

	As he half-heartedly wiped down the counter, over and over again, he tried to concentrate on peeing, but it was becoming more and more difficult. He was getting too tired. His mind began wandering, feeling more and more sorry for himself.

	And then it happened… more suddenly than he ever expected… more shocking than when Mel had yelled out her countdown… he was peeing! Before the time was up! He felt totally elated. He rushed out of the bathroom before he even finished, excitedly looking for Mel. Unfortunately, he got into the living room a little too fast. He had to stand there and wait for his peeing to end before he could drop into a curtsey and proudly announce that he had just finished peeing.

	Mel looked up and actually smiled. “It’s about time! See, all you needed was a little persuasion.” Chad was praying that she would stop her game now and rediaper him again, but unfortunately, Mel had other ideas. “Is the dryer finished yet?” she asked.

	“Not quite,” he replied.

	“Then we’ll keep at this for a while. Once again Mel emptied the bottle and pushed it back in place again. “You’ve got another twenty minutes now. Don’t screw it up!”

	Chad hated this game. Probably more than anything! But he was stuck playing. Once again he picked up his bottle and began sipping on it. Again he stayed mostly in the bathroom. After a little while, he began turning the water in the sink on and off, over and over again, hoping that it would help make him pee. But it didn’t. Shortly before his twenty minutes were up, he heard the dryer going off. He wandered back out to start taking the clothes out of it. He knew his time was running out, but there didn’t seem to be much that he could do about it. He bent over and pulled clothes out, and folded them, over and over again. And then, remarkably, he started peeing again. Once again he raced into the living room so that he could tell Mel as soon as possible. She was looking at him, but he wasn’t finished peeing yet. He glanced at the clock… less than a minute. Come on… finish! Finish! Finish! The clock ticked away the final minute while the last of the pee was still coming out of him. Before Mel could yell “Time’s up!” he dropped into a curtsey and announced that he had finished peeing.

	He looked at Mel. She suddenly burst into laughter. “You’re about two seconds too late!” she declared. “But don’t worry. I won’t punish you for it this time. We’ll call it close enough.”

	Chad felt nothing but relief.

	Then Mel amended her decision. “We’ll call it close enough, that is… if you can keep peeing like that! Otherwise…”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. Was she going to keep playing this game? Obviously!

	“Are you finished with the clothes from the dryer yet?” she asked.

	“Almost, Mistress,” he replied.

	She looked at the mostly full bottle that was obscenely hanging from him. “Can you finish them without spilling any of that?”

	Chad looked down at the bottle. “I think so,” he replied.

	“Then get to it!”

	Chad carefully went back to his chore of folding clothes as he took them out of the dryer. He had to be extra careful now so as not to let any of the contents of the bottle spill. It wasn’t easy, but it wasn’t all that hard either.

	Mel got up from her chair and went into her bedroom to get things ready again. Since her bed was already protected, there wasn’t really much she had to do. She went back out to watch him finishing his work. When he was all done, she took him into the bathroom and removed the bottle again. But this time she didn’t replace it. “Back to my bedroom,” she told him. “I’ve got your diapers in there.”

	Chad hurried back to her bedroom and laid down on her bed again. The moment he laid down he felt the burning sting of his backside where she had beat him. He wanted to scream it hurt so bad. He half expected her to bind him again, but she didn’t. Instead she had him turn over so that she could smooth baby lotion all over his bright red and raw behind. He jumped the moment the cold lotion touched his skin. He had to force himself to stay still as Mel’s hands gently tried to smooth the lotion all over him. The pain of her touch on that area was almost more than he could stand. When she was done, he rolled over and she began pulling up two of his super thick cloth diapers. Encasing his stinging aching back side, and his tiny chastity covered front side in super thick, soft protective cloth.

	And just as Mel was about to put the first of the oversized diaper pins through the thick material, Chad got another shock. He was peeing again! Already! And he didn’t hardly realize that he was going to. “Aaaa!” he cried out in surprise.

	Mel was trying to push the diaper pin through the thick material when she heard Chad’s small scream of surprise. And at almost the same time, the cloth in her hands started to get wet! She burst out laughing again. “You’re peeing! Good baby,” she crooned and went back to her task of fastening the now wet diapers.

	Chad felt foolish. Worse, he was already starting the night off with wet diapers. Not that he really minded that much. He loved wetting his diapers, and wet diapers felt great! Usually anyway.

	Mel pulled a pair of oversized plastic panties onto him and finally pronounced him ready. “Have you finished that last bottle yet?” she asked.

	“Not yet,” he replied.

	“Then go finish it.”

	Ugh! Chad figured he had already had enough bottles tonight to last him a lifetime. But he dutifully went back out to where he had left his bottle of water and started drinking it again. Fortunately, there wasn’t much left in it.

	Mel watched him as he finished his baby bottle. It was one of those ridiculous sights that made her smile. He looked so stupid drinking from it… and consequently, she got so turned on watching him. But she wasn’t in the mood to get into that kind of fun and games tonight. When he finally finished, she walked back to his apartment with him. She dressed him in one of his baby print onesies, and let him lay down on his blow-up mattress. She helped pull the covers over him and placed his pacifier on the floor next to him. She left him there for a few minutes while she went to his refrigerator to get his nighttime bottles for him.

	While Chad waited for Mel to come back, he mused over his evening. What had gotten into her tonight? He was afraid to ask. His still stinging bottom made him afraid to ask. It did feel good though to be rid of those darn breast forms – if even for just one night. It was so much more comfortable without them. Now if only his sore bottom would stop hurting.

	When Mel came back, Chad was aghast to see her carrying four baby bottles instead of his usual two. “Four! It’s too much,” he protested.

	“Tough!” she replied. “I’ll be back late tonight, probably while you’re sleeping. I better see all four bottles finished by then.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. Four more bottles! Just thinking about drinking that much was making him sick. He picked up the first one and put it to his mouth. Then he watched as Mel headed for the doorway.

	Mel paused just before she turned out the light. “Goodnight, Baby. Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 29 (Saturday – week 4 Part 1 of 9)

	Whap! Whap! Whap! Even in his dreams Mel was swinging her dreaded stick at him. And even in his dreams his stinging backside hurt, seemingly more and more. All night long he tossed and turned and cringed in his sleep as Mel’s stick lashed out at him. Stinging pain after stinging pain urged him to pee… pee… pee! Over and over again… constantly… never stopping. And every time he did manage to pee, it was a warm, wet, wonderful experience – each and every time – a feeling that he reveled in – each and every time. They were the only calm and quiet points in his otherwise painful and troubled night. But all too soon, his dream Mel was angrily swinging her stick at him again. Whap! Whap! Whap!

	Cringing terror… Warm, wet peace. Cringing terror… Warm, wet peace. And when the suppositories in his system went to work on him, they did so at the same time that he was also peeing, so even in his dreams he didn’t mind it so much. Whap! Whap! Whap!

	As the night wore on, he yearned harder and harder for the wonderful feeling of peeing. Craving it. Concentrating on it whenever he did so with an almost conscious intensity. Yet within his dreams, he was unaware of how bloated his diapers were becoming in the real world, as each time he peed in his dreams, his body responded in actual fact – or perhaps it was the other way around. But each time he finished peeing in his dreams, a more and more monstrous Mel loomed over him, holding her stick high above her, ready and willing to bring it down on him with such intensity that it sent shivers of fear throughout him. Whap! Whap! Whap!... What?

	Something in his dream reached a bit further into his conscious mind – something troubling. As Mel’s dream stick descended one more time, Chad fearfully clawed his way to the surface, waking fully from the awful nightmare into the pale gloom of his room in the early dawn of reality. What troubled him the most as he awoke, was the stinging pain in his backside. The awful pain from last night was still all too real. The pressure from his overly bloated diapers was pressing too hard against it, making it sting continuously. So much so, that for a moment, he believed the dream had been real. Fortunately, sanity crept in and he realized it was just a dream. One that he wished he could forget, just as he usually forgot all his other dreams.

	As sanity continued to creep back into his mind, an odd uncomfortable feeling suddenly rushed through to him. A clammy, damp, oddly wet feeling – in places where he shouldn’t be wet. He couldn’t believe it, the onesie he was wearing was soaked, along with his sheets. His diapers also seemed to be more bloated than ever. Damn. All those extra bottles she had made him drink last night had made him pee so much he had leaked all over everything. Yuck! Now what should he do?

	He levered himself up so that he could see the time on his pink clock radio that was high above him on his cardboard dresser. It was early… sort of. Not much earlier than he usually got up on a weekday. But this was Saturday, the one day when he could sleep in. He groaned as he laid back down on his wet, smelly blow-up mattress.

	But now that he was awake, he was more aware than ever of the clammy wet feeling surrounding him – in places where he shouldn’t be wet like that. He tried for a few moments to ignore it, but in the end, he couldn’t. Groaning again, he worked his way to his feet. Immediately, more wetness escaped his plastic panties and ran down his leg. Argh! He wanted to go immediately to the kitchen to see if Mel had left him another note. He always went to the kitchen first when he got up. It was his routine… his habit. But today he had no choice, he gingerly waddled to the bathroom instead to get cleaned up. Halfway there, his system let out yet another stream of pee. And most of it felt like it ran straight down his leg. He waddled faster before he could leak any more. Damn! Way too much to drink!

	A little while later, freshly showered and shaved, dressed in two comfortable fresh diapers and plastic panties, he finally wandered out to the kitchen. He saw Mel’s note right away.

	Sissy,

	First bottle right away! Get cleaned up. Second bottle before you get dressed! Third bottle! Go to the store and do whatever shopping you need for the week. Make sure you get at least two more packages of diapers. Buy yourself some breakfast while you’re out and make sure you eat it. Fourth bottle with your breakfast.

	Sandy will be at your door today at 10 sharp! Make sure you’re done with everything and home already. Don’t bother changing before she gets there.

	Now get busy!

	Chad’s couldn’t believe it! Sandy was coming over this morning – early! Why? Probably more of her stupid baby lessons. But why would she be coming here? He read the note again. Four baby bottles this morning – before Sandy arrived. It was more than usual. He was still peeing way too much from all he had drunk last night. Seeing no other choice however, he went to his refrigerator and pulled out a baby bottle. He removed his pacifier and put it on the counter as he put the bottle to his lips. Immediately, visions of Mel swinging her stick at him last night ran through his head. The visions caused him to panic just a bit and try to pee. He was rewarded by the wonderful sensation of peeing into his diapers. He closed his eyes in enjoyment as he sucked on his bottle. Pure bliss!

	As he worked on his first bottle, he found a large plastic trash bag. He carried it into his bedroom where he stripped the sheets off of his blow-up mattress and put them, along with his soaked onesie, into the bag. He would have to ask Mel if he could do his laundry today for sure. He didn’t have any other sheets than this one set of little girl sheets that Mel made him use. If she didn’t, then he guessed he’d have to go without any tonight.

	He worked on his makeup and hair while he drank his second baby bottle. No use wasting time. This week, he planned on going out to the store early to avoid as many people as possible. As he worked on himself, he was very aware of how much shorter his fingernails were. What a pleasure. They were still very long, elegantly long. But now they no longer looked like claws. He could do everything with them much easier than with the longer version that he had been forced to wear all last week. Being much shorter now, they gave him so much more freedom. Wonderful freedom! He was still forced to move his hands more girly because of their length, but he no longer minded so much. In fact, it was becoming almost natural to him now.

	With all but his lipstick done, he put on his waist cincher and an all-in-one girdle. He stuffed his breast forms that were thankfully no longer glued to his chest into the bra cups of his girdle. It had been so nice sleeping without them glued on last night. So much more comfortable. Unfortunately, Mel had said she was going to glue them on again today. Ugh! Now, without them attached to his chest, they felt a bit strange inside his bra – less secure, alien… like they were no longer a part of him. Strange.

	It was time now to get dressed… time to face his closet. But what should he wear? Sandy was coming over this morning… and he had to go out shopping first… what kind of outfit would be best? If it was Mel coming over instead of Sandy, there would probably be no question, one of his maid’s dresses for sure. But Sandy? Having no pants that he could wear, he finally decided on another of the skirt and top outfits that Mel had put together for him. He avoided the brighter colored skirts and chose a dark navy blue one this time that he hoped would attract less attention. The top that Mel had paired with it was a soft white pullover with a round scooped neck. The lacey trim on the neck, sleeves, and across the breasts was also white. It was just baggy enough to be nicely comfortable.

	After adding his low-heeled shoes and jewelry, he finally applied his lipstick and checked his image in the mirror. Just like yesterday, he was fairly satisfied with the image he saw. An image that made him feel good again – feminine, and happy.

	He was supposed to be drinking his third bottle now that he was dressed, but he decided to wait. Mel would never know if he drank it now or later… just so long as he had the right number of bottles finished by the time he saw her later. He grabbed his purse and headed out the door.

	He had only two quick stops planned for the morning, the ATM to get more money and the drug store. Working with mostly cash all last week had worked out really well with his unusually long nails. But even now that they were much shorter, they were still long enough that they could make things difficult. And pushing buttons with just his nail tips was much easier than digging out his credit card and trying to hold a pen and write with it. The cash was also a lot faster too which made his life a lot more comfortable.

	He pulled up to the ATM and quickly got plenty of cash to last him the week. Then he headed on to the drug store. He only needed to get two packages of diapers and some more razors. He figured he had enough of everything else to get through another week – hopefully. He drove straight to the store, glad for once that it was early enough that even the traffic was still light. There were only a few cars in the parking lot, something he was glad to see. He hurried into the store before more people could show up.

	Inside, he hurried to the aisle where the razors were and grabbed another package of the same pink colored women’s razors he had been using for the last month. Then he hurried around to the diaper aisle where he wrestled two big packages of his usual diapers off of the shelf and into his arms. He noticed that the store’s stock of the diapers was getting a bit low. As he headed toward the checkout counter at the front of the store, he wondered if he was now their best customer when it came to buying the disposable adult diapers. By his estimation, he probably wasn’t all that far off.

	For once, there was nobody ahead of him at the checkout counter. He recognized the woman behind the counter as the same one who was there last week. Unfortunately, she recognized him too. As he was unloading his arms onto the counter, it was obvious that she was checking him over all too carefully – and smiling with one of those very amused smiles. “You look very pretty today,” she said, still looking him over instead of ringing up his purchases.

	“Thanks,” he replied simply, hoping she would get on with things so he could get out of there before things could get more humiliating.

	“Haaayyyyy! It’s the baby lady… or guy… or thing,” a female voice called from the doorway.

	Chad turned in horror to see two girls just walking in – the very same girls who had been such a pain to him last week! Already, his time in the store had gone from good – to bad – to worse – and he had no doubt that very soon it would go to horrible. He made a mental note to avoid this drug store from now on. He looked quickly back at the woman behind the counter to see if she had started ringing up his sale yet, but she hadn’t even started. In fact, she was grinning even broader now at the two young women who had just walked in. Obviously, she recognized them from last week too!

	“Oooo, don’t you look good today!” the second girl practically squealed as she came up excitedly right next to him. Chad was afraid she was going to hug him for a moment, fortunately, she didn’t.

	“Uh… thanks,” he replied, hoping the clerk behind the counter would finally get busy – but so far… Even though he was standing up against the counter, the two girls spread out to either side of him where they could see him better. Chad felt like he was being attacked. Maybe he was… sort of.

	“Are you wearing diapers again today?” the first girl asked.

	Chad was totally aghast that she would even think to ask such a question. Didn’t kids have any sense of what was proper these days? Well, not these two at least. “Uh… Mm hmm,” he acknowledged softly. This time it was the woman behind the counter who laughed the loudest – the same woman who still hadn’t started to ring up his purchases yet.

	“Man,” the second girl said as she poked at the two bags of diapers that were still waiting to be rung up, “you must go through a lot of these things.”

	“Uh… sometimes,” Chad replied, still wishing the girls would leave him alone… and that the store clerk would finally start ringing up his sale.

	“You bought two bags last week too,” the same girl noted. She turned to her friend. “I’d call that a lot.”

	Her friend nodded in agreement before turning back to Chad. “So what is it, you have medical problems or something?”

	Chad wanted to scream. Why couldn’t they leave him alone? “Uh… not really,” he replied, knowing he probably should have said yes.

	The girl’s eyes seemed to bulge in her head. “So you mean… you wear them… like… for fun?”

	The other girl broke out in laughter, along with the store clerk again… who still hadn’t started to ring up the sale. How was he going to answer her? How could he get out of this quickly? “Um… Uh… It’s just that… Uh… I don’t want to talk about it.”

	“Why not?” the other girl demanded.

	Chad was ready to scream… again. “It’s complicated!”

	“So?” girl number one replied. “I’m not stupid. Explain it.” She leaned back against the counter, folded her arms across her chest, and waited for an answer.

	Chad looked at her for a moment, not believing she could be so forward – not to mention rude. Why couldn’t she… and her friend, just leave him alone? Couldn’t they see that they were bothering him… that he didn’t want to answer their stupid questions? Maybe they did see and just didn’t care! Probably! Instead of answering, he turned directly to the store clerk. “Would you please ring these things up now?”

	The woman looked very put off. She seemed to huff a bit, but she finally pulled out the scanner and started searching the diaper package for the bar code.

	“Hey!” the girl who had asked the question exclaimed. She was now standing upright and looking angry. “You’re not going to answer me?”

	“No,” Chad replied flatly, then went back to watching the store clerk search for the bar code to scan… which was taking way too long. She finally found it and scanned it, then set about searching for the code on the second bag.

	“You’re being very rude!” the girl noted.

	“Tough!” Chad replied. “I think you two are being very rude too.”

	“Us?” both girls chorused unbelievably.

	“How are we being rude? We’re just trying to be friendly,” the second girl stated.

	“Can’t you see that I don’t want to talk about this?” Chad hissed angrily.

	“Why not?” the girl asked.

	Before he could reply, the first girl asked, “Well would you like to talk about something else then?” Her question took Chad totally by surprise. “Who buys your clothes?” she asked. “Do you pick them out yourself?”

	“It is a cute outfit,” her friend noted.

	Chad didn’t know whether to answer her or not. “Can’t you please just leave me alone?” he begged.

	“What do you mean, leave you alone? And we’re not being rude!” girl number two stated. “I think we’re being very nice.”

	“Yes we are!” girl number one agreed.

	Chad tried to ignore them. “How much is it?” he asked the woman behind the counter as he started digging through his purse to find his wallet.

	“I haven’t finished ringing everything up yet,” she replied.

	“Well, aren’t you going to answer my question?” girl number one asked, sounding a bit angry about it.

	Chad didn’t even remember the question. Not that he cared. “What question?”

	“Who picks out your clothes? Do you do it?”

	Chad rolled his eyes. Why couldn’t they leave him alone? “Sometimes,” he replied.

	“Did you pick out that outfit?” the other girl asked.

	It was like being assaulted from all sides. He noticed that the woman behind the counter was still not finishing up with his sale. Instead, she seemed to be listening all too interestedly. But the girl was still waiting for an answer. “No,” he replied, shortly and flatly.

	“Who bought it for you then? Your mother?”

	Chad shook his head. “No, not my mother!”

	“Who then?”

	“A friend!”

	“She has very good taste,” girl number two noted to her friend.

	Girl number one nodded her agreement, then turned back to Chad. “Does she know that you wear diapers under your clothes?” she asked.

	Argh! “Can you please finish ringing this up?” Chad demanded of the saleswoman.

	“Well, does she?” girl number two asked, referring to her friend’s question.

	It was all Chad could do to keep from growling. “Yes!” he finally replied. He noticed the saleswoman still wasn’t moving.

	“She must be a very good friend then,” girl number two noted to girl number one.

	Girl number one nodded her head. “She must be,” she agreed.

	Chad looked directly at the saleswoman again. “Please…” he started to beg.

	“Okay! Okay! I’m working on it,” the woman replied as she finally picked up the package of pink razors and scanned it.

	Chad pulled his wallet out of his purse and opened it to take out some money.

	“I see you had your nails redone,” girl number two noticed.

	“He did, didn’t he,” girl number two chimed in. “Remember how long they were last week?”

	“Incredibly!” girl number two replied. “Hey,” she asked Chad. “Did you finally get tired of having nails that long? Is that why you had them cut?”

	“I think they were gorgeous!” girl number one stated. “I wish mine were that long. I’d never get them cut.”

	“No. I think you’d get tired of them pretty quick,” her friend replied. She looked back at Chad. “Isn’t that why you had them cut? You got tired of them?”

	Chad still wanted to scream. That wasn’t exactly the case, yet it would have been if the choice had been his. “Yes,” he replied.

	“See! I told you they’d be a pain!” girl number two told girl number one.

	“I’m still thinking about doing it,” girl number one replied. “Just to try it.”

	Chad tried to ignore their discussion and looked back at the saleswoman. She told him the total and he handed over the money.

	“So do you come here every week?” girl number one asked him.

	Why couldn’t they leave him alone?

	“Of course he does,” girl number two replied for him. “If he’s using that many diapers, then he has to come every week… at least!”

	The saleswoman was finally putting the diapers and razors into two big bags.

	“Then maybe we’ll see you next week too,” girl number one stated.

	“Of course we will,” her friend laughed.

	“Not if I can help it!” Chad thought to himself as he grabbed the large bags from the saleswoman as soon as she finished with them. He didn’t even turn to look at the two girls as he rushed out toward his car.

	“See you next week!” one of them called after him. Chad didn’t turn around, but he could hear them laughing all the way out the door.

	 


Chapter 29 (Saturday – week 4 Part 2 of 9)

	“Thanks Mel,” Sandy said slightly breathlessly as they set the large highchair down in her kitchen. I wasn’t looking forward to carrying this big thing all the way here by myself.

	“No problem, Sandy,” Mel replied. “Glad to help.”

	“Want some coffee? It’s fresh.”

	Coffee! Mel still had half a cup left at her own apartment… but still. “Sure. Sounds good.”

	“I’m still surprised you were up so early,” Sandy said as she pulled cups and saucers out of a cupboard. “I was so afraid I was going to wake you.”

	“Ugh! Like I said, I was already up. I woke up early this morning… much earlier than usual – especially for a Saturday. So you got lucky.”

	Sandy giggled politely. “What got you up? You feeling okay?”

	“I’m fine… I guess. It’s just Chad… or Sissy rather. I’ve had a lot on my mind about him lately. Lots of things to think about and try to figure out. I guess it all woke me up way too early.”

	“Anything I can help with?” Sandy asked hopefully.

	Mel shook her head. “Not this time. This time I have to figure it all out myself. I’ve decided that his behavior has to change. He’s not acting the part enough. He’s taking way too many liberties and acting way too cocky and sure of himself. I need to take that confidence away from him – completely. I need to cement him into a different role entirely – one that will make it easier for me to win this bet.”

	“What do you have planned?”

	Mel shook her head. “Not much so far. Just a few basic things.” She grinned wickedly. Did Cassie tell you what I’ve got planned for him for Monday?”

	Sandy giggled. “I’m planning on being there! I wouldn’t miss it for the world!”

	“That reminds me. I never formally asked you and Cassie over for dinner tomorrow. I have a friend from my office who will be there too. You two are coming, aren’t you?”

	“Are you kidding? I’m already looking forward to it! Not to mention getting more of Sissy’s good cooking. I’m pretty sure Cassie feels the same.”

	“Good, because I’m going to need your help tomorrow night. By the way, where is Cassie today?”

	“Filling in at work. She’ll be back later this afternoon.”

	“Oh. Did she tell you that I’ve decided that you have full control over him? Anything you tell him to do, he’d better do… and gladly. Anything!”

	Sandy giggled. “Yeah, she told me. Not that he’s given me any trouble before. And I don’t expect him to give me any trouble in the future.” She giggled again and glanced at the highchair. “I don’t think he’ll be giving me any trouble at all today.”

	Mel smiled. She didn’t know what Sandy had planned, but knowing her, it would probably be interesting.

	Chad pulled into his parking place and glanced at the small bag on the passenger seat of his car. He had decided to go ahead and stop at his favorite fast food restaurant and get something to eat after all. It was the weekend and lately the weekends meant all too many chances for him to be served nothing but baby food. So now, just smelling the breakfast he had bought was making his stomach growl. He grabbed the bag, then wrestled the other bags from the drug store out of his back seat and headed up the stairs to his apartment. Once inside, he simply dropped the big bags on the floor and headed straight to his kitchen. He was already munching on some potato tots as he opened his refrigerator door and grabbed a baby bottle full of Mel’s tea to drink with it. His tea supply was again growing smaller. Why couldn’t it just disappear altogether? With a small sigh, he closed his refrigerator door, put his bottle to his mouth and began sucking on it.

	He ate his breakfast while he busied himself around his apartment, putting things away and generally straightening up a bit. Not that there was much to do, having no furniture helped to take a lot of that load off of him. As he worked, every time he felt the need to pee, he tried to hold it back as best as he could, but with all the fluid still in his system, it wasn’t easy, especially since Mel had increased his required number of bottles today.

	He checked his clock. It was getting close to the time for Sandy to show up. Why was she coming here? He looked at himself in the mirror again. Should he change? Mel had said not to, but was what he was wearing good enough for whatever Sandy had in mind for today? But then, he had no idea what else he should wear anyway.

	He realized his diapers were getting fairly wet too. He hadn’t even thought about changing them. Why didn’t he think of it earlier? Probably because he was too used to wearing them wet all the time now. He enjoyed them being wet too – mostly. Did he have enough time to change them? He glanced again at the clock. Unfortunately, no. He’d just have to stay in the ones he had on.

	A knock came at his door a full five minutes early. He wasn’t the least bit surprised to see Sandy’s smiling face when he opened his door.

	“Hi,” Sandy said. “I know I’m a few minutes early, but I just wanted to check to see if you might be ready yet.”

	Chad didn’t know what her rush was, but he just shrugged and replied, “I guess I’m ready. Mel said not to change or anything. Besides, I don’t know what to get ready for.”

	Sandy giggled and pushed her way past him into his apartment. “More practice being a baby, of course.”

	Ugh! “That’s what I thought,” he replied more to himself. “I guess I’m as ready as I’ll ever be then.”

	Sandy giggled again and shook her head. “Not quite, you can’t wear an outfit like that. You don’t look anything at all like a baby! Let’s see what else you have in your closet.” She led the way to his bedroom and opened his closet door. “Nope, nope, nope, nope,” she said as she quickly scanned the contents. “Nothing suitable here.”

	Chad could have told her that before she even checked.

	She turned back to look at him. “If you’re going to be a baby, then you really need more baby clothes.”

	Going to be a baby? He had mixed feelings about that. On one hand, the concept of being forced to act like a baby excited him greatly. But on the other hand… well…

	“I’ll talk to Mel about it later,” Sandy said as she closed his closet door. Her eyes fell on his cardboard dresser. “How about one of your onesies? Where are they?”

	Chad did some quick thinking. “Uh… One of them has been in the dirty clothes for a few days now, and the other one… well… I’m afraid I soaked it last night when my diapers overflowed.”

	“Huh? Overflowed? You’re kidding? With all the diapers Mel says she puts on you for bed?”

	“Yeah, well… I had way too many bottles last night. I’m still peeing my brains out! Especially since Mel had me drink another extra bottle this morning too!”

	Sandy giggled again. “Nonsense! No such thing as too many bottles… at least not for you!” She looked at him as if she were pondering something. “So if your onesies are both useless, then what else do you have?”

	Chad shrugged. “I guess my baby-doll nightie would probably be okay.”

	“Perfect! Go get it.”

	Chad pulled the nightie out of his dresser and held it up. “What do you want me to do with it?”

	“Duh! Put it on of course. Is your brain totally regressing now too?” She giggled. “Of course, that’s exactly what we want.”

	Chad rolled his eyes as he started to get undressed. While he did so, Sandy watched him closely and with more than a hint of amusement. As he was removing his girdle, Sandy noticed that his breast forms were no longer glued onto him. “What happened to your breast forms? Did they finally fall off?”

	“No, Mel took them off last night to give my skin a rest. She says she’s going to glue them back on again today.”

	“Oh, well, that’s probably good. Besides, you should look more like a real baby without them today.”

	Like a real baby? She had to be kidding!

	As soon as he was down to just his diapers and plastic panties, she stepped in to help. “Here, let me put that on you,” she said as she picked up the nighty top. Chad raised his arms over his head and let her pull it down into place. “There! Now you’re starting to look a little better,” she declared. “Much more like your real self.”

	“My real self?”

	“A baby, of course!”

	Chad had to keep himself from groaning. Sandy’s fixation with turning him into a baby was getting worse! He expected Sandy to grab the matching bottoms to his nightie next, the bottoms that he really never wore, but she surprised him by suddenly grabbing his plastic panties and pulling them down. “Hmmm,” she exclaimed, “it looks like you’re pretty wet. Are you messy too?”

	“Not yet.”

	“Good!” she replied, sounding relieved. “Then let’s change those wet diapers before we go any further. Where are they?”

	Chad led the way into his bathroom where he pulled two disposable diapers out of the package. He spread one of them out and grabbed a pair of scissors to cut slits in one of them like he usually did, but Sandy quickly slapped his hand and grabbed the scissors from him. “Ah! Ah! Babies have no business playing with scissors,” she admonished. Then she cut several slits in the covering of the diaper herself. “Okay, baby, lay down. Let’s get you changed.”

	Within moments, Sandy had his wet diapers untapped and pulled off of him. She slipped the new diapers under him, but before she pulled them up through his crotch to cover his front, she grabbed his chastity device and rocked it back and forth a few times while she carefully examined his trapped penis inside. “Hmmm. Looks like Cassie was right.”

	“About what?” Chad asked as Sandy finally pulled the diapers over him and began taping them up.

	“Never mind. It’s nothing,” she replied. She almost laughed at her choice of words – nothing… or very nearly nothing. Because his penis was still as small as Cassie had said it was. Almost nothing!

	Before they left his apartment, Sandy grabbed his diaper bag and made sure it held plenty of diapers. She also grabbed one of his empty baby bottles and stuck that in the bag too. There was only one thing left that she needed. She found one of his pacifiers on his nightstand and stuck it in his mouth. Chad immediately felt more babyish than ever, especially while Sandy was standing back to look him over. “Not bad,” she declared. “Looking better. We need to change your makeup a bit, but we’ll do that later. And you do look more like a baby without the breast forms. Now let’s get out of here.”

	 


Chapter 29 (Saturday – week 4 Part 3 of 9)

	With Chad dressed only in his diapers, plastic panties, the top to his baby-doll nightie, and a pacifier, Sandy led the way to his door. Chad was nervous about going outside dressed like he was, even to go just the short distance to Sandy’s apartment. Sandy paused before opening his door. She turned to look at him. “Don’t forget your rules!” she cautioned. “As soon as we get to my apartment, no walking… and no talking! At least not in any language that anyone can understand. Got it?”

	“Got it,” Chad replied through the pacifier in his mouth.

	Sandy looked disappointed. “Can’t you curtsey pretty for me when you answer? Cassie says you curtsey for her.”

	Chad mentally groaned. This was becoming bothersome. He dropped a quick curtsey and said contritely. “Sorry.” At least once he got to Sandy’s apartment, he would no longer have to worry about curtseying or even answering her… at least not in English anyway.

	Sandy giggled and smiled at him. “I just love seeing you do that!” Her expression turned more serious. “And you better watch yourself and do exactly what I say! Mel made it very clear to me that I’m completely in charge of you. You’ve got no say at all about anything I want you to do! And you know that I won’t hesitate to punish you if you deserve it! And I have no doubt that Mel will punish you further too! So watch yourself!”

	Chad was not only surprised by Sandy’s sudden attitude, he was surprised by what she said. She was totally in charge? Well, Mel had told him something like that in the past, just not in such exact terms. But… no problem. Just to be on the safe side, he dropped another curtsey. “I understand,” he replied.

	Sandy giggled yet again as her mood changed back the other way. Then she turned and led the way out his door, leading him outside where he was all too visible to whoever might look in their direction. It wasn’t until Sandy had closed the door behind them that Chad realized he had left his purse with his door keys inside. As Sandy checked to make sure the door was locked, Chad’s fear and humiliation rose considerably. He was now stuck outside, visible to anyone who happened to look up in his direction, and he had no way to get back to his own apartment.

	As he followed Sandy toward her apartment, he noticed some people across the parking lot walking to their cars. Unfortunately, Sandy noticed them too. “Hi!” she yelled as she waved excitedly. Chad wanted to crawl into a hole somewhere. He had literally no place to hide. He was on full display to everyone. The people waved back and then started pointing… Chad knew exactly what, or rather who, they were pointing at. He tried to stand behind Sandy so they couldn’t see him as well. “Oh no you don’t, silly baby,” Sandy said as she pulled him back out toward the edge where he could be seen better. “Curtsey to the nice people down there!”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t mean it! “Now!” Sandy ordered in no uncertain terms.

	“Please,” Chad mumbled softly.

	“I said now!” Sandy repeated angrily.

	He had no choice. The people below were watching him intently. Knowing that his face was turning as red as a beet, he grabbed the short hem of his baby-doll nightie and curtseyed to the people down below. The looks of shock were very evident on their faces, as was the burst of laughter from one of the women in the group.

	“See, that wasn’t so hard, now was it?” Sandy said as she turned and continued on toward her apartment. “I don’t know why you even thought about putting up a fuss. And you know what, when you curtsey like that in that top, it really shows off your diapers underneath so nicely. You should really consider doing it more often.”

	Shame and embarrassment filled every cranny of Chad’s feelings as he followed her closely to her apartment. She paused one more time before she put her key into her lock to look around. Not seeing any more people, she shrugged and opened the door. Chad wanted to bolt in quickly, but she was ahead of him and took her sweet time going through the doorway and blocking it with her body while she removed the key… trapping him outside. Then she turned in the doorway to face him, a stern look occupying her face. “Now remember your rules!” Chad only wanted to get inside. He didn’t care about anything else. She took a step back and he finally stepped over the threshold, waiting for her to move further into her apartment so he could get further in. But she wasn’t moving. Mentally groaning once again, he dropped to the floor. His time as a complete baby – in training – had begun again.

	Chad crawled behind her into the kitchen where he was surprised to see his highchair already there. He wasn’t really thrilled to see it because he had no doubt that Sandy would not only put him in it, but she would trap his arms under the tray where they would be totally useless. Not very good baby training as far as he was concerned.

	Sandy removed the tray from the chair. “Ok, baby, climb up.” Chad did just that, although he did do it slowly to delay the inevitable. Sandy immediately pulled the safety strap around him and buckled it behind the chair where he couldn’t get at it. She picked up the tray. “Arms in your lap, baby.” Chad reluctantly put his arms down while she put the tray in place and pushed it all too firmly up against him. It took very little trying to see that his arms were totally useless once again.

	A minute later, Sandy had set her laptop computer down on the tray and Chad watched while it booted up. While he waited, he hoped that she had found some new things for him to look at. He was tired of the same old video clips she had shown him over and over again. But unfortunately, as soon as her computer was ready, she clicked on the very first video in the list. The one he had seen the most. The short video played through and ended. Chad sat there. “Well? I’m waiting,” Sandy said, trying to prompt him to duplicate the sound.

	Chad had done the sound a hundred times already. He repeated the baby’s strange word of exclamation, knowing that he had done it fairly well.

	But Sandy surprised him. “No! That’s not right!”

	Huh?

	“While you’ve got the basic sound down now, you don’t sound anything at all like a baby. Your voice is too low… too deep. Raise the pitch, make it tinier.”

	This was new! Make it tinier? Trapped as he was by the chair, Chad certainly wasn’t going anywhere, so there was no getting out of Sandy’s weird demands. Carefully, he tried to raise the pitch of his voice to make it sound higher. The baby sound came out even weirder than before.

	“Still not right! Here, listen to it one more time.” Again, Sandy played the video, and again Chad tried to duplicate it with a higher pitched voice. “Keep trying,” Sandy ordered as she left him and walked over to the kitchen counter. “Make your voice tinier.”

	Over and over again Chad tried to duplicate the sound, trying to make his voice smaller and smaller. Sandy continually tried to give him encouragements or criticisms while she worked in the kitchen. “Better!” She’d say. “You’re getting there… Keep trying… More like a baby!” Chad’s voice was becoming horse. His throat was beginning to hurt. Finally, Sandy came back to his highchair – carrying a baby bottle. The white color of the bottle’s contents warned Chad immediately that it was probably filled with baby formula. “Does the baby need a drink?” Sandy asked.

	Chad knew that he wasn’t supposed to answer any of her questions in any intelligible way, yet he wasn’t allowed to not answer them either. “Gaba baga,” he said, his eyes fully on the bottle in her hands. He wanted it, formula or not. His throat was parched and hurting.

	“Ah! Ah! Baby sounds! Make it sound more like a baby!”

	Chad repeated his nonsense sounds, trying desperately to make the pitch higher and tinier. “Gaba ba ba.”

	“Better!” Sandy replied as she held the bottle to his lips so he could drink.

	Chad sucked on the bottle gratefully. Even though he hated the baby formula, it still felt wet and wonderful against his throat. And at least it was a change from Mel’s stupid tea. Sandy continued to hold the bottle in place for him, and he drank greedily, till she finally pulled it away. She played a different video clip for him. Once again, as soon as it was finished, Chad tried to duplicate it, only now in the tinier, more baby-like voice. Over and over again Sandy had him repeat the sound, trying over and over again to sound more and more like a real baby. She frequently gave him breaks by holding the bottle to his lips. Each time, he drank as much as he could to ease his aching throat.

	The relentless coaching to sound more like a baby, plus being confined as he was in the chair, plus the babyish way he was dressed, plus Sandy feeding him the bottle over and over again, started taking its toll on him – mentally wearing him down… even though he didn’t realize it himself. Over time, the baby sounds became a bit easier to make, the bottle felt great in his mouth, and when he suddenly had to pee while he was drinking during one of Sandy’s many breaks, he didn’t even think about holding it back. His situation had made it easy to for him to slip into kind of a baby mindset – where everything he was doing was perfectly normal.

	All morning long she kept at it, finally having him just sit in the chair and baby talk for a long time while she continued to work in the kitchen, trying to bake a cake. Chad kept up his endless, mindless, nonsense chatter the whole time. Gradually, the tiny voice he was using started to become a bit better as he relaxed into it so it wouldn’t be so tiring to use. The constant talking and being treated completely like a baby kept him in an almost trancelike state so that every time he had to pee, he never even considered holding it back. And with Sandy stopping him frequently to feed him more baby formula, his system had plenty let out.

	His mindless state was finally interrupted by someone knocking on the door. The sound jerked Chad back to reality. “Keep talking,” Sandy ordered as she made her way to answer the door. Chad went back to his mindless chatter, but he was now very worried that Sandy might invite in whoever was at the door. Trapped in the highchair like he was, there was no way he could escape and whoever it was would certainly see him. He kept talking as he heard the door open, but he was now speaking very quietly so he could try to hear who it was and also so he wouldn’t attract so much attention by the sound.

	“I don’t hear you talking!” Sandy’s voice admonished from the doorway.

	Chad was forced to go back to babbling louder again. Now more embarrassed than ever, because whoever was at the door could surely hear him. Sandy came back a minute later, and Chad was relieved to see that it was Mel that was following her. He stopped his babbling, relieved to see who it was. But then he noticed that Mel was carrying a bag from his favorite fast food restaurant. Oh no! Not again! He just knew that they were going to sit and eat something good in front of him, while the best he could count on was more baby food. Fortunately, all the formula Sandy had fed him was preventing him from feeling hungry just then.

	“I don’t hear you talking…” Sandy admonished as Mel was setting the bag on the table. Chad silently groaned but he immediately went back to his baby babbling – just not as loud as he had before.

	Mel stared at him, listening raptly. The longer she listened, the more she smiled. “I love what you’ve done with his voice,” she said to Sandy who was pulling drinks out of her refrigerator.

	“It’s getting better,” Sandy replied over top of Chad’s incessant babbling.

	“Sounds pretty good to me. A bit cartoonish, but really not bad at all.”

	Sandy set the drinks on the table. “Yeah, you should have heard it when we first started. He’s come a long way this morning.”

	“I can see that.” There was something about watching Chad make such a total fool of himself that was starting to get to Mel. She loved seeing it. It wasn’t really that she was cruel, it was more just another part of the total domination thing she had going with him. He was doing all this, because ultimately she wasn’t giving him any choice in the matter. She suddenly sniffed the air. “Hey, something smells good!”

	Sandy blushed. “Oh, I’ve been trying to bake a cake while he was practicing. I’m afraid I didn’t do very well.”

	“Didn’t do very well? I’ll bet you did fine! Let me see it.”

	Sandy got up from the table. As she did so, she glanced at Chad. “You’re not practicing!” Chad had stopped without realizing it while they were talking. He immediately went back to sounding stupid again.

	Sandy brought over her creation that Chad hadn’t been able to see before. Chad almost laughed despite his crazy babbling. The cake was lopsided and looked just plain awful! It looked to be a chocolate cake with more chocolate icing on top.

	“It’s my first effort,” Sandy explained as she set it on the table. “I’ve never tried to do this before.”

	“Hey, it looks pretty good to me. I doubt I could do half as well.”

	“You think it looks okay?”

	“Sure does. Can we try some?”

	“Now?”

	“Why not?”

	Sandy giggled as she made a mad dash for some plates and forks. A few minutes later, Chad was staring at the two of them, thoroughly enjoying Sandy’s first chocolate cake effort, while he had nothing. He had stopped babbling when they started eating. All he could do was to stare at them and the cake. Despite the fact that the cake was lopsided and not decorated very well, it did smell good. And these two cruel women were eating it right in front of him! He really wanted some. His mouth was watering for some.

	Sandy saw him staring. “Aw. What’s the matter, baby. Do you want some cake? If you weren’t such a baby, you could have some. But I’m afraid that something like this isn’t good for babies like you. But don’t worry, I have more formula and some yummy baby food for you – just as soon as we’ve finished eating.”

	Mel let out a giggle. Oh yeah, this was fun! And she was starting to think about later tonight when she could have some more fun with him… fun of a different kind!

	When the cake was done, they finally pulled out the hamburgers that Mel had brought with her. Again, Chad was forced to sit and watch while they ate. Fortunately, neither of the women complained about him not talking anymore. Besides, just watching them eat something good while he knew he would be forced to eat something that tasted bad later, kept him quiet. Women could be so cruel sometimes!

	“Did you manage to get any bottles into him while you were working this morning?” Mel asked while they ate.

	“Only three or four,” Sandy replied.

	Mel smiled. It was far better than she had hoped. And Chad didn’t know it yet, but he would probably be grateful later.

	As soon as the two finished eating, Sandy refilled Chad’s baby bottle with yet more of her baby formula and handed it to Mel. “You want to do the honors while I get his lunch ready?”

	“I’ll be glad to,” Mel replied with a broad smile. She brought the bottle over to Chad and stood behind him while she stuck the thing in his mouth. Chad began sucking on it again, but reluctantly. Why couldn’t he get anything better to eat? Like what they had! As he drank, Mel leaned down close to his ear. “Are you enjoying being such a baby?” When Chad didn’t answer, she leaned closer. “Answer me!”

	Did she expect him to answer her in any way she could understand? He wasn’t supposed to do that! Or was she trying to get him to mess up so she could punish him? He did his best to turn his head to look at her quizzically while she kept the bottle in his mouth.

	Mel saw his questioning look. “In baby talk!” she whispered.

	Oh! Of course! Chad let out a string of practiced baby language in his new voice. What nonsense!

	Mel nearly laughed. “Well, I hope that meant you enjoyed it, because I’m certainly enjoying it.” She paused to get close to his ear again. “It suits you!”

	Chad didn’t know what to say to that. He just sucked on his bottle and stayed silent. It suited him? He simply had no answer for that.

	Sandy brought over a bowl of baby food for him part way though his bottle. Mel took a break and watched as Sandy played her baby games with him while she shoved the food relentlessly into his mouth. “You’re enjoying this way too much,” Mel noted at one point.

	“Of course I am,” Sandy replied as she shoved yet another spoonful of the mush into Chad’s mouth. “I wouldn’t be doing this if I wasn’t.” She giggled. “And the more he acts like a complete baby, the more I love it!”

	“I certainly agree with you there,” Mel replied. “He’s definitely… entertaining!” Sandy and Mel both giggled at that.

	Chad felt nothing but further humiliation at the words of the two women. And worse, he knew they were completely right!

	 


Chapter 29 (Saturday – week 4 Part 4 of 9)

	As soon as Sandy was finished feeding him his lunch, Mel brought the bottle back so he could finish it. Chad couldn’t understand why she didn’t just free him from the highchair and let him hold the bottle on his own. But she kept him firmly a prisoner, right where he was.

	As soon as the bottle was finished, Mel put a bright smile on her face as if she were talking to a real baby and asked him, “Are you ready to get out of there yet?”

	Chad was definitely ready to be released! But he was also fairly certain that he still wasn’t allowed to speak normally yet. So he answered with more high-pitched baby nonsense. He just tried to make it sound as enthusiastic as possible.

	Mel smiled at him for a moment more, then her eyes seemed to narrow and her face turned very stern. “Sorry, but you’re not getting out of that chair quite yet!”

	Chad was surprised by Mel’s sudden change of attitude and he was totally bewildered as to why she suddenly seemed to be angry.

	She pulled one of the kitchen chairs over in front of him and turned it around so she could sit on it backwards with her arms leaning over the back of the chair. She stared intently at him, like a lion staring down at its prey. Chad started squirming under her gaze. He realized he was wetting his diapers again, but that only added to his feelings of baby helplessness and humiliation.

	“You’ve been bad.” Mel finally said. “You’ve made me angry.”

	Chad was completely surprised yet again. He had been bad? How? He couldn’t think of a single thing that he had done even remotely wrong.

	“You’re supposed to be a ‘Sissy!’” She had practically yelled the last word. “But the truth is… you’re not acting like one at all.”

	He wasn’t? What was she talking about? What did she think wearing only women’s clothes all the time meant? Not to mention diapers too!

	“In fact,” Mel continued, “I’ve discovered that you’re starting to act less and less like the sissy you should be. And… you’re starting to take way too many liberties and acting way, way above yourself!”

	He was? It was all completely news to him? What was she talking about?

	“Tell me,” she continued… “and you’d better answer in baby language, because nothing you say is going to matter anyway. What did you think you were doing when you refused to curtsey to the receptionist at the gym? Not just once, but twice now! Despite the fact that she begged you to do it!” Her anger was clearly building. “And those two customers at the gym the other day… why didn’t you curtsey for them? They asked you to do it… nicely! They waited for you to do it. But you outright refused! Rudely! Why?” She was no longer in her chair, but was now pacing back and forth in front of him. Chad was definitely afraid now. He squirmed in his seat trying to get loose, but it was a totally useless gesture.

	“Do you think you’re better than they are?” Mel continued. “Do you think you’re better than any of them? Above them somehow?” She stopped her pacing to look directly at him. If Chad had been a plant, he would have withered away completely under her stare.

	“Well let me tell you something… Sissy! You’re not better than they are! In fact, you’re below them completely. Not only that, but you’re below everybody! And I mean… everybody! A two year old baby has more rights than you do right now! In fact… if a child tells you to do something… or even hints that you should do something… then you better well do it! You’re a baby! A sissy! You’re nothing!”

	Chad had never seen Mel so worked up. Just because he didn’t curtsey to some women at the gym? It didn’t make sense. But then women in general didn’t always make sense. The only thing he really knew for sure was that Mel was angry with him, and she now had him scared shitless!

	Mel hardly paused for a breath. “But I don’t mean just children… I mean everybody! You take orders from everybody! If anyone asks you to do something… then you have to do it! Because if you don’t… then I just might beat you out of existence!”

	Mel backed away for a moment and Chad took a second to catch his breath. He tried once again to free his arms from the confines of the highchair, but as usual he didn’t get anywhere. He was stuck there, completely at Mel’s mercy. He chanced a quick glance past Mel at Sandy. She was leaning up against the kitchen counter with her arms folded across her chest, obviously completely in agreement with Mel. No help there… as if he could even consider it.

	Mel came back to him and got right in his face. Stuck in the highchair as he was, there was no way to back away from her. Her voice was totally threatening. “From now on, if anybody asks you to do something… or even makes a suggestion to you… you will take it as if it were an order from me… and do it! Got that? Sissy? Got it? Anyone! You do it!” Chad just stared up at her in fear. “Answer me!” she yelled.

	Chad started to nod and say, “yes,” but she lashed out quicker. “In baby talk!”

	Chad quickly got out some of the baby sounds he had learned, but Mel’s face turned even angrier.

	“In your new baby voice!” she demanded.

	Gulp! What was with her? She was so angry that Chad immediately complied and forced even more baby sounds out of his mouth, this time in the new high-pitched voice. Fortunately, Mel seemed more satisfied because she backed away again. Chad would have given anything to be able to suck his thumb just then… or his pacifier, which would have been even better.

	Mel sat back down on the chair in front of him and leaned her arms over the back of it again. “And it’s not just curtseying for the women at the gym… we’ll get back to them later… it’s a lot of other things too. You refused to take your bottle at lunchtime yesterday, even though Cassie offered to fill it with water for you. You know you’re supposed to drink at least one bottle at lunch every day! You know it! But you refused! Well, there’ll be some changes there too.”

	Cassie had told her about that? He couldn’t believe it. It was something so minor. And changes? What did she mean?

	She leaned close into his face again. “I have to seriously wonder what other liberties you’re taking that you shouldn’t. I’ll bet there are a lot. Maybe little things that you don’t even realize. Things that you take too much for granted!” She was shouting again. “Well, we’re going to put an end to those things too!”

	Chad really had no idea what she was talking about. And he was more than certain he didn’t really want to find out!

	Mel leaned back and stared at him for a moment. “And now that I think about it… I’m not satisfied with the way you treat me either. Not enough respect! Not even close to the respect I deserve! You’ve become way too complacent there too. Well, that will stop too! Your whole life is about to change! We’re going to turn it upside down! Completely!”

	She was standing again. She backed away from him a few steps, then paused. “You think you’re a sissy? You think you know how a sissy should act? Behave? You think you know what it means? Well let me tell you, you may have thought you knew, but you’re going to find out just how wrong you were! I’ve got a new definition of the word sissy for you, and it’s a lot different than what you think it is. What you consider to be a sissy is nothing compared to what I have in mind. You’re about to start a whole new life here… like it or not! A new life… dedicated to showing the whole world just how much of a sissy you can possibly be. The whole world! We’re going to teach everybody what the true meaning of the word sissy is! Because you’re going to be that sissy! You’re going to be that sissy if it kills you! So get ready for it… because it’s coming! And it’s coming now! So welcome… to the rest of your life!”

	Chad was cringing in his seat. Mel’s tirade was unlike anything he had ever experienced. He had no idea what she was thinking or planning, but he had no doubt that it couldn’t be good.

	Mel was calming down again, collecting her thoughts. She sat back on the chair again, leaning over the back of it. Her voice dropped almost to a whisper. “And there’s one other thing that’s bothering me too. You’re the one who originally wanted to be incontinent in the first place. That was your idea. That’s what this whole bet was founded on. But are you working at it? Are you trying in the least way to make it happen? You’re the one who wanted it! But I’ll bet that other than having to wear your diapers all the time, you’re not putting much effort into it at all. Are you?” Mel had to be very careful about what she was saying here and how she was saying it. She had to make very sure that he couldn’t even guess that he had ever been hypnotized. But it was ground that she still had to cover.

	Chad’s whole face changed to show his surprise at her accusation. How could she know? Or was she just guessing? There was no way she could know that he was purposely trying to hold back more and more every day. She was bluffing this time and he knew it!

	Mel watched the changes registering on his face, one after another. She had hit a tender spot and she knew it. But as she had seen so many times before on the witness stand, the perpetrator still thought that he could deceive her. But she knew better. Let him believe he could keep fooling her for now. In the end, she would have the last laugh! She leaned closer still to him and dropped her voice even more. “Well let me tell you, there’s going to be some changes there too. From now on, you’re going to have to earn your privileges. If you want certain things, then you’re going to have to find ways to show me some progress. And believe me, I’m planning on making very sure that those things that you’re going to want, will be things that you really, really want. So think about it!”

	Show her progress? How? Chad had no idea exactly what she was talking about. And what things could he really, really want? She was being awfully cryptic!

	“Furthermore!” Mel continued. “I’m instituting a system of demerits. Anything you do wrong at all will earn you at least one demerit! And each and every demerit will cost you a minimum of ten swats from my stick! And I plan on being very liberal with handing out the demerits to you. Very!”

	Ugh! Demerits? Each one would get him ten swats? That, he certainly wasn’t looking forward to. He just hoped he could avoid getting any at all, if possible. He had always tried his hardest to do everything right. What more could he do?

	Mel sat up straighter in her chair and stared at him. The look of anger wasn’t nearly as evident on her face. Chad was very grateful that she seemed to be calming down now.

	“Today, we’re going to be starting your training all over again. You’re going to have to do things better. You’re going to have to do things differently. So pay attention! Because I’ll probably tell you to do something one way, then change it! So you’d better keep up. I have no doubt that you probably won’t like a lot of the things I want you to do from now on… but tough! I don’t care! This is not about what you want... it’s about what I want. Remember, you don’t matter! Nothing you want matters. The only thing that matters is what I want!” Her voice got very quiet again. “Don’t you dare forget that!”

	Chad was a bit confused. He had always tried to put Mel’s needs first – since this whole thing had started. As far as he could see, he was doing very well with it.

	Mel got to her feet and moved the chair back under the table where it belonged. “Now, I’m going to release you in a minute. And for starters, I’ve decided that I rather like what Sandy’s been teaching you. So for the rest of the day… In fact, till I tell you differently, the only sounds I want to hear coming out of your mouth will be baby talk. Baby talk… and nothing else! Got that?” When Chad didn’t answer right away she yelled again, “Answer me!”

	Chad’s body jumped as much as it was able while strapped to the highchair. He couldn’t speak normally to her so he again let out a small string of unintelligible high-pitched baby language. Fortunately, Mel smiled.

	“I think that’s the most sense you’ve ever made with anything that’s come out of your mouth.” Sandy laughed in the background. Mel finally removed the tray from the highchair and unbuckled the safety strap holding him to the chair. “You can get down now, baby.”

	Chad gratefully slid down off of the highchair. He paused on his feet for just a moment, but Mel’s withering stare reminded him to drop to the floor immediately. Mel was still staring at him. “The floor is a much more fitting place for you,” she said. “Where people can step on you easier. It should remind you that you’re only fit for others to walk on.”

	Mel’s words sent shivers of fear and shame through Chad once again. What had gotten into her? He prayed that once they left Sandy’s apartment she would finally return to normal. Would they be leaving soon? He could only hope so. She was scaring him!

	“Damn!” Sandy exclaimed. “I wouldn’t want to face you in court!”

	“No you wouldn’t!” Mel agreed. “I’m even better there. In the court system I have a lot more practice.”

	“No doubt,” Sandy replied, not knowing any other way to answer. She knew without a doubt though, that if she needed a lawyer for anything, Mel would probably be at the top of her list.

	“I guess we better see how wet he is now,” Mel mumbled as she stared back down at Chad, who was now sitting up watching them with his thumb in his mouth. “More and more like a baby all the time.” She knelt down next to him. “Lay back, Sissy. Let’s check those diapers.” Chad laid back on the kitchen floor and Mel pulled his plastic panties down to his knees. Even without feeling anything, it was obvious that his diapers were completely soaked. “Nice and wet,” she said. “Good baby!”

	“You want the diaper bag?” Sandy asked.

	“Yeah, we might as well change him right now.”

	Sandy went to get the pink diaper bag while Mel completely removed his plastic panties and began unfastening his diaper, right where he was. When Sandy came back, she set the bag on the counter and asked, “How many?”

	“Just one.”

	“One?”

	“That’s all. Oh, and hand me the jar of suppositories too.”

	Chad was very surprised that she was only going to put one diaper on him. That was a first. He wasn’t ever allowed to wear less than two. Besides, two diapers kept him from leaking much better. He wasn’t the least bit surprised to hear her ask for the suppositories though. He just wished instead that she could have forgotten about them.

	Mel pulled the wet diapers out from under him and slid the fresh one back under him. Then she opened the jar of suppositories where he couldn’t see it. She glanced up at Sandy and winked so that Chad couldn’t see her doing it. She only pretended to pull one of the suppositories out of the jar. Her plan called for him to get none at lunchtime today. And so far, that plan was working so she was sticking to it. “Raise your bottom,” she said to him.

	Chad did so, even though he didn’t want the damn suppository stuck up his backside again. There was just no fighting the stupid things. He felt Mel’s finger invading him rudely, shoving the little pill up as far as she could, then her finger was gone again. He missed Cassie’s “special” attentions. Cassie made his lunchtime changes a lot more pleasurable.

	Mel immediately began pulling the one diaper up and over him and then taped it in place. “Okay. That’s it.”

	“No plastic panties?” Sandy asked.

	Mel grinned. “Not today.”

	Chad was trying to get used to the feel of just one diaper. It felt very strange, less secure – even while he was just laying there on his back. And now no plastic panties either?

	Mel leaned over him so that she could get right in his face once again. “We’re going to try something new here,” she said in that all too threatening voice of hers. “You’ve got just one diaper on. And now you’ve got only two hours to make it leak! Got that? Two hours… and I better see pee running down your legs! I don’t care what you have to do to make it happen, but you better make it happen. Oh… and one other thing… I’m going to be checking that diaper continually to see how much progress you’re making. So every time I do, then it had better be obviously wetter and wetter! Understand? I said do you understand?”

	Chad was still trying to fully absorb this new game she seemed to be playing. But with Mel right in his face and suddenly yelling at him again, he slipped and nodded as he pulled his thumb part way out of his mouth and said, “Yes.”

	Faster than he could ever react, she lashed out and slapped his face… hard! “Baby talk! Didn’t I tell you I don’t want to hear anything out of you except baby talk? You’ve just earned yourself your first two demerits for that!”

	Chad was totally surprised. He couldn’t believe it. His face stung where she had hit him… and two demerits? He realized that she was serious! As the situation sank fully into him, the tears started welling up in his eyes. The sobs began escaping from his mouth and his thumb found it’s way back in again.

	“Now do you understand?” she yelled again.

	With his thumb still firmly in his mouth, Chad attempted some more of the high-pitched baby sounds while he was still crying. Fortunately, Mel seemed satisfied because she climbed to her feet, leaving him crying on the floor.

	“Well, that’s over with,” Mel said to Sandy as she checked the clock on the wall. She made a mental note for two hours from now. “Now we just have to see if he’s capable of learning anything.”

	“Do you want some help with the highchair?” Sandy offered.

	“Do you mind if I get it later? I need to get him back to my place now and get him busy.”

	“No problem. Just call when you’re ready.”

	Mel picked Chad’s pacifier up off of the kitchen counter, leaned down and pulled his thumb out of his mouth, and stuck the pacifier in place. “Another new rule. From now on, I better see something in your mouth all the time. Either your thumb, a pacifier, or a bottle. I don’t care what, but you better be sucking on something. Got it?”

	Chad’s crying had calmed down… mostly. He let out more nonsense sounds around the pacifier now stuck in his mouth.

	“Okay, crawl out of here,” Mel said as she gave him a small push with her foot. Chad got to his knees and started heading for the door. She looked up at Sandy. “Thanks, Sandy. You’re doing great with him. See you later.”
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	As soon as they got back to Mel’s apartment, she closed the door behind them and turned to him. “Now don’t forget, you’ve got less than two hours to show me leaking diapers! I don’t care what you have to do or drink to make it happen, but they better be leaking when I expect them to. Understand?”

	Chad knew she wanted an answer. And he knew she wanted it in baby talk. He let out a few nonsense sounds that he had practiced. But Mel’s anger quickly returned.

	“Curtsey whenever you talk to me! Got that? You are never to talk to me without curtseying! In fact, every time you say anything I want you to curtsey as you say it!”

	Chad was about to curtsey and repeat his nonsense words, but Mel thought of something else quicker.

	“And that goes for whenever you talk to anyone! Got that? Anyone!”

	Chad just stared at her. Was she finished yet? Should he answer now… and curtsey?

	“Answer me!” she yelled.

	Quickly, he dropped a polite curtsey and uttered his nonsense sounds again. Mel seemed mollified, but not by much.

	“I can see my stick is going to get a lot of use today. A lot of use! Now get busy and stay busy! And don’t forget… two hours!”

	Just to be safe, Chad dropped yet another curtsey and mumbled more baby sounds around the pacifier in his mouth. At least with the baby language, he didn’t have to be concerned with the pacifier making his words hard to understand, they weren’t meant to be understood in the first place.

	He had two hours now to overflow his diaper. Just two hours. In a way, it was a bit like the bottle that she had attached to him before, only probably a lot more practical since he didn’t have to worry about it spilling or banging around. He wasn’t sure what would happen if he couldn’t overflow his diaper within the time limit, but he was sure that it wouldn’t be something good.

	She had told him to get busy. He glanced at the laundry closet and it reminded him that he had to wash his soaked onesie and bedding. They were in his apartment. But he didn’t have a key to his apartment, he needed Mel to let him in. But Mel had made it perfectly clear that he could only speak baby talk today. How was he supposed to let her know that he needed to get into his apartment to get his wet things? He would just have to try. Maybe she would realize that he had a problem and allow him to speak normally, even just for a moment. She couldn’t really expect him to only talk nonsense all day.

	He found her in the kitchen preparing to make more tea. Just to be safe, he dropped a curtsey, even though she had her back to him. “Maba go bal ik,” he said, trying to get her attention in the stupid high voice Sandy had been teaching him to use.

	Mel turned her head to look at him. “What?” she said, none to kindly.

	How was he supposed to relay his problem? He started making more baby noises, but she quickly cut him off.

	“Didn’t I tell you to curtsey whenever you say anything? Now do it right!”

	Chad was a bit frustrated. He had curtseyed, she just didn’t see it. But he curtseyed yet again and again tried his string of baby nonsense, hoping she would get the point and let him speak normally for a moment.

	“I take it you want something?” she asked as she carried a large pot over to the sink to fill it with water.

	“Ga baba,” Chad replied.

	Mel dropped the pot in the sink and turned on him. “I just told you to curtsey whenever you say anything! Didn’t I? Why can’t you understand that?

	Chad would have curtseyed and answered, but Mel was suddenly gone. Like a flash she darted into her living room and then darted right back again. This time with her stick in her hand.

	“I guess we really are going to need the stick a lot today,” she exclaimed as she started swinging it at Chad the moment she got close. Chad tried to block some of the blows with his arms as she swung over and over again at him. “You’re going to learn to do whatever I tell you to, even if it kills you!” she screamed as kept hitting him. There were tears falling from his eyes by the time she stopped. “Now, you were saying?”

	Chad stood there eyeing her. She still looked angry, and with the stick still held ready in her hands he dared not upset her in any way. He dropped a curtsey and uttered more baby sounds around the pacifier in his mouth.

	“Better,” she replied. “Now, since I can’t understand anything you’re saying… and since I don’t care about anything you’re saying. Go get busy again! And wet those diapers!”

	Chad hung his head in frustration and started to walk off, but he was suddenly being assaulted by Mel and her stick again.

	“Don’t you dare leave me without curtseying and saying thank you! Do you hear me? Don’t you dare! Respect! That’s what we’re going to have to beat into you. Respect!”

	With one last blow, Mel stood back staring at him, waiting again. Trying hard to stifle the sobs that were coming out of his mouth, Chad dropped a quick curtsey, mumbled something intelligible, and then backed out of the kitchen as quickly as he could. What had gotten into her today? He couldn’t take this!

	Mel kept herself busy making tea for him. Lots of tea. He was going to need it. All the yelling and hitting was not fun for her. She hated doing it. But unfortunately, if she was going to win this bet, they were necessary. Chad’s life had to be turned around in such a way that he would be forced to adopt a completely different mindset – a mindset that would make him less able to fight against her and much more pliable. And the only way to do that quickly was to beat him into it. Later, much later, there would be rewards for doing as he should. But they were a long way from that point yet. For now, she needed him scared out of his wits.

	The stupid baby language she was limiting him to was fun… awkward and frustrating… but fun. She wondered how frustrated he must feel having no other way to communicate other than the nonsense sounds he was limited to… and in the tiny baby voice too. That had been something totally unexpected. And she was loving it! In a way, it was like taking his male voice away from him… yet one more way to deny him another of his masculine traits.

	The baby language was fun, but it wasn’t the least bit practical. She knew he wanted to tell her something. Indeed, by his behavior he must have really needed to tell her something. But whatever it was couldn’t have been all that mind-blowing important or he would have just come out and told her, in plain English… and damn the consequences. So she had denied him any chance to tell her… whatever his problem might have been. Besides, he had some important lessons to learn. And he was now learning them – she hoped. Otherwise, he was in for a lot more pain.

	But the question still remained. She liked the new baby language she was making him use. It was fun, but it wasn’t practical. Was there any way to make it practical? Maybe throw in a few needed plain language words that she could understand? She wasn’t sure. She decided to think about that for a while before she made any changes. In the meantime, a day of just baby talk wouldn’t hurt him in the least. And she was already enjoying his predicament completely.

	Chad mindlessly watched the clothes spinning round in the dryer. The washer next to it was filled with more of Mel’s clothes. He had things that needed to be washed, but they weren’t here. He needed to tell Mel about wetting his sheets last night, but there was no way he could. So, feeling more sorry for himself than ever, he stared at the dryer spinning round and round.

	“Are you wet yet?” Mel’s voice cut across the room, breaking his spell of self-pity. She was walking straight toward him.

	A moment of fear cut through him, but he was relieved to see that she wasn’t carrying her stick. “No, Mistress,” he replied. The instant anger on her face as she stopped dead reminded him of exactly what he had done wrong. He had not only spoken in English, he also didn’t curtsey as he said it. What was wrong with him? He instantly dropped a curtsey and let out a string of nonsense. But he had already messed up, and he knew it.

	“Are you that thick-headed that you can’t remember something so simple from one minute to the next?” Her anger seemed to permeate the room. She quickly walked right up to him. Chad shrank back in fear. Her hand lashed out, not to hit him, but to grab the front of his diaper… hard. “You’re not even wet yet! Are you? I told you I was going to keep checking your diaper to make sure you keep wetting it. And now I find that you’re still completely dry!”

	She reached out and grabbed the front of his nightie. “I can see that you need more incentive!” Spinning quickly around, she began dragging him to the spot in her living room where she usually punished him. Chad’s horror and fear grew with every step. The tears were flowing by the time they were halfway there. There would be no running from his punishment… and worse, this time Chad knew that he deserved it. Why didn’t he remember to speak baby talk? Why didn’t he curtsey? It was something so simple! He had been doing it all morning. But he had forgotten! And so he was now about to get punished yet again. So far, this was turning out to be one of the most awful weekends of his life!

	Mel grabbed her stick, then stared at him for a moment. “Don’t forget to thank me… and curtsey… for every swat that I give you! And you’d better do it properly!”

	Ugh! Thank her? It was like adding insult to injury!

	“Curtsey and tell me you understand! I don’t want to think you’re ignoring me!”

	Chad immediately curtseyed and let out a string of baby language.

	“Better!” Mel paused for a moment. “While we’re at it, I seem to remember that you got two demerits earlier too! We might as well take care of that business while were at it!” She raised her stick, and Chad cringed. But Mel paused again. Something wasn’t right. Something wasn’t exactly the way she wanted it yet. Then she got it. “Bend over. Grab the back of the chair and stick your ass up in the air!”

	Chad started to move to do what she said, but then he remembered. He curtseyed and let out a short bit of baby nonsense. Then he bent over and grabbed the chair. He slowly pushed his butt up higher, making it a more inviting and perfect target for her stick. He hung his head down, waiting for the blow to come.

	Mel smiled, he was learning. His diapered bottom was stuck up in the air for her to pound into nothing. The single diaper covering it wasn’t very thick, but it would certainly protect him. He might not even feel very much what she was about to do to him. But that protection was probably all the better. This was one of those cases where it was the thought of what she was doing that was more important than anything else. Knowing that his bottom was at least somewhat protected, she swung her stick at him. “One! Now thank me!”

	Chad stood up sniffling as the tears continued to come down. The blow hadn’t hurt that much physically… well, it did, but not as bad as some of the beatings he had gotten. But what was hurting him the most was the fact alone that she was punishing him. And worse, he knew he deserved it. He immediately dropped a curtsey and let out a small string of baby nonsense. Then he bent over again and grabbed the back of the chair, making his diaper covered bottom an inviting target once again.

	Thirty blows. Ten for each demerit. Plus and extra five for not speaking baby talk and not curtseying a little while earlier. Plus five more for not wetting his diaper yet. Chad was crying like a total baby, yet he accepted his punishment bravely. He was just very relieved when it was finally over.

	Mel set her stick down. “Now I hope you’ll do a better job of remembering how I expect you to behave.” Chad had no intention of ever forgetting and messing up again. “Now go get busy… or if you’ve got nothing to do, then go stand in your corner. I don’t care which! But I’ll be back in just a few minutes to check your diaper again. And it better be wet! There are plenty of bottles in the kitchen if you need one, and I’m making more tea for you. So just grab whatever you need. Now get busy!”

	Chad almost left her without curtseying, but he remembered just in time and let out yet another short string of nonsense words as he did it. The one main thought on his mind though, was that she would be checking his diaper again in a few minutes. He had to pee, and he had to pee fast! It was a lot like her other game where she attached the bottle to his chastity device. In some ways, it was exactly the same. If he didn’t keep peeing, almost constantly, then he was going to get punished. Could he really overflow his diapers in the time allowed? He wasn’t sure it was really possible. But one thing was for sure, Mel was forcing him to give it his very best try.

	But first things first. She was going to be checking again soon. Fortunately, it had now been a while since he had peed, and all those bottles that he had been forced to drink at Sandy’s apartment were still in his system. It took very little effort to relax and discover that he could pee. The feeling as he did it was pure bliss. He even felt better now that his diaper was wet. Wet diapers always felt better to him. He didn’t know why, they just did. But now that that part was out of the way, he had to find a way to keep peeing. He headed to the kitchen and got himself another bottle to drink.
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	Mel kept a close watch on him as she worked on various things around her apartment. She had filled every empty baby bottle she possibly could for him. She also checked his diaper every half hour or so. And he was indeed wetting himself. At the rate he seemed to be doing it, she was fairly sure that he wasn’t holding back at all – which was exactly what she wanted. She just had to keep him doing it.

	But the clock was ticking down, and so far, no leaks at all. She saw Chad keep glancing worriedly at the clock too. Well, he’d probably better be. It was a good sign. At least he was trying.

	“Three… Two… One! Are you leaking anywhere?”

	Chad looked down at his diaper and glanced frantically around at each of the leg openings. But so far, not a sign of a leak… anywhere! He looked up at her with tears forming in his eyes. He had tried. He really had! He curtseyed and let out more baby nonsense.

	Mel stifled her smile. He was learning. She felt his diaper – it was certainly well soaked. Enough that she was surprised that it hadn’t leaked. But rules were rules, and the point here was to keep him trying to make them leak. It was the best way she had been able to come up with to make sure that he wouldn’t hold back and to try to break the incredible control he had evidently built up.

	“No leaks,” she said. The tone of her voice carefully calculated to show him how disappointed and displeased she was. In truth, she really thought he had done fairly well. She wasn’t really sure if two hours was a fair test for his diapers. The exercise had to be made difficult so as to keep him constantly trying. But by the looks of things, he had almost succeeded. But the real point here was that she had to keep him doing it… And, he needed plenty of incentive!

	“It looks like you tried… and it looks like you almost made it.”

	Chad looked up at her hopefully. Did that mean that she wouldn’t punish him? He had tried to make the diaper leak, he really had!

	“But almost isn’t good enough!” Chad’s heart fell. “You obviously wasted too much time before you wet it the first time. So now we’re going to have to teach you to not waste that time again.” She paused for only a moment as she put a sterner look on her face. “Go get your diaper bag and meet me at your punishment spot!”

	Chad nearly jumped to do her command before he remembered. He curtseyed quickly and let out more of his baby nonsense. He was relieved to see Mel smile at him as he quickly went in search of his pink diaper bag.

	Mel grabbed her stick and set it close by where she could reach it easily as Chad hurried back with his diaper bag. Instead of having him lay down to change his diaper, she simply made him hold the hem of his nightie out of the way while she untapped it and pulled the overly soaked thing off of him. She noticed that his penis, trapped inside of the chastity device, was still very small. She was stuck once again by how odd it seemed to see a man’s penis that small. She didn’t think it was possible before. It certainly didn’t look like anything a woman would ever find useful. She briefly wondered how big it could grow. Certainly a lot bigger than it was now… but it looked so tiny. There was no way that it looked like it could grow anywhere close to being an interesting size. She quickly put her weird stupid thoughts aside. They were in the way right now. She grabbed her stick. “Bend over!” she ordered.

	Chad was surprised. She hadn’t rediapered him. She was going to beat his bare bottom! Having no choice though, he dropped his curtsey, let out his baby noises, and bent over. As he grabbed the back of the chair, he was all too aware of his naked backside as he stuck it up for her to hit. How many times would she swat him? She had never said. He prayed that it wouldn’t be very many.

	Mel smiled yet again as he raised his bottom up for her to hit. Despite the diaper covering it earlier, it looked a bit red. Well, it was about to get even redder! Whap! Her stick connected solidly right on target. She saw his whole body jerk as it landed. And when she pulled the stick away, the mark that it made was definitely red. She waited.

	Chad stood up, turned and curtseyed to her, and let out a short bit of baby language as the first tears began forming in his eyes again. Then he bent over once again, grabbed the back of the chair, and raised his backside up for her to hit once again. Whap!

	Ten strokes. Ten curtseys. Ten bits of baby nonsense mixed with crying sobs. And a whole lot more than ten tears streaming down his face. Chad hated being punished. He especially hated it because he had tried so hard. And he thought he had almost succeeded. Maybe Mel had been right. He had wasted too much time before he wet his diaper the first time. Next time, he vowed he would try harder. He didn’t want to get punished again. And it looked like next time was coming all too soon as once again Mel only grabbed one single diaper from his diaper bag.

	“Hold your hem up,” Mel commanded as she grabbed the front of him. Chad would have curtseyed at her command, but the way she had just grabbed him, it just wasn’t possible. “Spread you legs a bit more,” she commanded as she held the diaper up against his backside.

	Chad was very surprised as she brought it through his legs and taped it in place while he was still standing. And by the feel of things. She had done a darn good job of it. The diaper actually felt fairly tight… all over.

	“Two hours!” she told him. “And this time I better see it leaking!”

	As Chad dropped another curtsey along with some baby nonsense, his thoughts immediately turned back to forcing himself to pee. It looked like it was going to be a very long day.

	Maybe it was the fact that he was trying so hard to pee… or maybe it was the position she had diapered him in… or maybe it was the clean, dry diapers themselves… or more possibly it was all the bottles he had already consumed… but most likely, it was just bad timing! Because before Mel had even gotten to her feet again, Chad felt the sudden pressure from the suppositories she put up inside of him earlier starting to go to work. He knew from experience that there would be no way to stop them. And Mel had just changed his diaper. He had to warn Mel about it! He had to find some way to tell her! He dropped a quick curtsey and launched a desperate string of baby talk at her.

	Mel was shocked to see him suddenly going crazy. She could see that he desperately wanted to tell her something, but the baby language wasn’t exactly getting the point across. “What?” she asked, knowing that he couldn’t tell her anything. But as quickly as he had started going crazy, he stopped again. His eyes went wide, his breathing became quicker… and he grunted with effort. And Mel knew exactly what was happening – right there in front of her.

	She couldn’t help it. She absolutely couldn’t help it for the life of her. Because as his face turned red in shame… and the mess was still sliding out of him… and a tear started forming in his eye… she laughed. He was obviously so ashamed of what he was doing in his diaper just then, that she laughed. And as he moved around a bit, trying to help the unstoppable mess distribute itself inside his diaper better, she laughed even harder. He looked so funny! He wasn’t sobbing, but there were tears streaming down his face. He looked so much like a child… a very young child, struggling to mess himself. And it seemed to go on and on, longer than she thought it would. His antics settled down to an occasional wiggling of his butt, which amused her all the more. Still laughing, she had to tell him. “You look so much like a baby!” And then she laughed again as his face turned even redder.

	After a while, he just stood there with a very forlorn look on his face. She almost felt sorry for him… almost. “Are you finished?” she asked. He looked up and she could tell he was about to launch into some more nonsense, but she quickly stopped him with a raise of her hand. “Tell you what. Let’s just take you back to your place where you can get cleaned up better and then get dressed.

	Chad gratefully followed her outside, dressed just as he was, back to his own apartment. Fortunately, she had a key and opened the door for him. The mess in his diaper felt weirder than usual since his diaper was still dry. That didn’t last long as his overly bloated system let out another bit of pee. Why did Mel insist on still using the darn suppositories on him? To humiliate him further? That thought registered as the most likely answer to him. And it made the most sense.

	Mel let him clean himself up and jump in the shower while she pulled one of his maid’s dresses out of his closet for him to wear. He had messed himself right in front of her. And it looked to her like he couldn’t control it either. And… he had done it with no suppository in his system. She had faked putting one into him earlier, but the results were the same – and very encouraging.

	When he got out of the shower, she again put a single diaper on him and warned him that he had only two hours to make it leak. Then she pointed to the clothes she had laid out for him and told him to get dressed. “And hurry up about it. We’ve got some shopping to do. And don’t think that just because we’re out somewhere that you can get away with not flooding that diaper, because I will be checking constantly to make sure you keep wetting, and I will punish you if you don’t flood it two hours from now. So get as many bottles as you need for while we’re out and put them into your bag to take with you.”

	Chad was totally surprised. They were going shopping? And the worst part was, that even while they were out, he would be forced to keep trying to wet himself. He now saw the genius of Mel’s new game. No matter where they were, or what they were doing, he would still be forced to keep trying to pee. And nobody would know it! Nobody would know it that is… until he did actually start leaking. What then?

	Chad quickly dropped a curtsey, more baby language, then hurried to find one of his girdles to put on. The moment Mel saw the girdle, she stopped him. “No girdle today. You can wear your bra and waist cincher, but no girdle. No pantyhose either. Nothing that will cover up your diaper… except your dress that is.” She giggled a bit to herself as Chad dropped another curtsey and mumbled something around the pacifier in his mouth.

	As Mel watched him struggling to put his bra on, then trying to push the breast forms into it again, she said. “That reminds me, we’ve got to glue them on again later.” Chad half curtseyed and mumbled something as he kept struggling to get the breast form in place.

	A little while later, completely dressed as her maid again, his makeup and hair fixed, a pair of strappy three inch heels on his feet that Mel had picked out, and worried about what would happen because he’d be out with only one diaper… and no girdle to cover it, Chad followed Mel out his bedroom as they headed for his front door. Before they could leave though, she made him pull his skirt up so she could check his diaper. She was pleased to see that he had already wet it. But her diaper check reminded him of something else… something important.

	Mel was surprised to see him desperately trying to tell her something again. Yes, he had curtseyed before he started. No problem there, but she still couldn’t understand anything he was trying to say. She almost laughed at his plight. “Now what?” she asked, knowing that he had no way of letting her know what his problem really was. But instead of standing there and letting loose with more baby nonsense, he ran back to his bedroom and came out a moment later with a large plastic bag. He dropped a quick half-curtsey, mumbled some more nonsense, then opened the bag and dumped it out. All the wet bed sheets along with his wet onesie tumbled out. He knelt down next to them, picked up a bit of girly material and mumbled more baby sounds, hoping that Mel would understand.

	“You wet them?” Mel asked. “You need to wash them? Is that what you’ve been trying to tell me?”

	The relieved look on Chad’s face told Mel everything, even though he did stand and curtsey along with some happy mumbling.

	“You can take care of it later after we get home.” She smiled at him. “Very good by the way. Not only did you find a way to tell me, but I’m also happy that you wet so much last night that you soaked everything. We must be doing something right.” Chad dropped another curtsey and mumbled something else as she turned happily to the door. She had been right in restricting him to baby talk all day. What he had wanted to tell her earlier could wait. Easily. As she held the door wide for him to go through with his purse and diaper bag now over his arms, she cautioned him once again. “Don’t forget, only baby talk today… even while we’re out. And I’ll be checking your diapers even in the store!”
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	Chad wasn’t thrilled about having to do it… he wasn’t thrilled about having to do a lot of things… but by his own figuring, he had little choice but to pull one of the baby bottles full of Mel’s tea out of his diaper bag and start drinking it in the car. He had already had enough bottles today to float a boat, but if he didn’t keep drinking them, then he didn’t know how he could possibly manage to overflow his diaper in the allotted time left. And by now, he did want to make it leak. He had been punished, severely, so many times already today that he would do almost anything to avoid getting any more. So despite the fact that anyone who happened to look into Mel’s car would be able to see him sucking on the bottle, he put it to his lips and kept drinking.

	He didn’t know where they were going. Mel had only said shopping, and he certainly wasn’t going to ask anything else. Besides, since she had limited him to only baby talk, he had no way to possibly ask her for more details. He was however only mildly surprised when she pulled up in front of the same store where they had shopped in the past for most of his clothes.

	“Don’t forget your pacifier,” she reminded him as she got out of the car.

	Chad wasn’t exactly pleased to hear that. Taking one last desperate pull on his baby bottle, almost as much for courage as for the liquid it held, he quickly slipped his pacifier back in his mouth, grabbed his purse and followed Mel into the store. Sucking on the pacifier out in public like that was extremely humiliating. And once again he felt all too plainly the resulting sexual charge coursing through his body because of it. A charge so great, he could almost feel Cassie’s toy sticking up into his backside as he walked.

	Once again, Mel led him straight to the women’s clothing section he had spent so much time in before. As they walked through it, he was almost as concerned this time with trying to keep peeing as he was with paying attention to how many people might be looking at him. His desire to keep peeing was rewarded when a few minutes after they entered the store, he felt himself wetting his diapers again. Relief! Because every time he wet himself today, it not only felt good, but it brought him one step closer to not getting punished.

	Mel spent a few minutes walking around searching – not for clothes, but for the same saleswoman who had helped them so much in the past. And eventually, she found her. The woman was surprised to see them. She gave Chad a quick glance, but since he looked pretty much the same as the last time she had seen him, her gaze didn’t linger on him for more than a second, except for the pacifier in his mouth. After greeting Mel warmly, she asked, “And what can we find for you today?”

	Mel turned and looked back at Chad. “I’m afraid she’s lost a bit of weight and a lot of her clothes don’t fit anymore. She’s going to need two more pairs of slacks for work and I think a couple of dresses too. And this time, I think we should make the slacks fit a bit better. What do you think?”

	The saleswoman grinned as she looked Sissy over more carefully again. “Definitely!” Then she looked a bit bewildered. “Is it my imagination, or has ‘she’ lost some weight around her backside too?”

	Mel almost laughed. “I’ve got her in only one diaper today. So I guess we better plan on making sure there’s enough room for one or two more.”

	The saleswoman nodded and said, “That’s probably a good idea.”

	Chad soon found himself in one of the dressing rooms pulling his dress off while the saleswoman and Mel went in search of some new pants for him – something he was very glad about. He was just disappointed that Mel had specified only two pairs. He really needed more. He was waiting patiently in just his bra, waist cincher, diaper, and shoes, when the curtain suddenly opened. He jumped at the sudden intrusion, but he was glad to see the saleswoman there holding several pairs of slacks. He was very embarrassed to be seen by her in his wet diaper, but there was little he could do about it. He did notice however that she spent a very long moment staring directly at his diaper. She smiled at him before she took a step back and closed the curtain again. Whew!

	As he pulled the first pair of pants up, he immediately noticed that they weren’t cut as full as the other pants that he owned. In fact, they seemed to fit much tighter – certainly not too tight, but enough that he noticed it. He knew that Mel would be waiting to see them, so he opened the curtain and stepped out. He stood where Mel and the saleswoman could see him perfectly and waited for their comments. The saleswoman was eyeing the pants critically, but Mel didn’t look as if she had even looked at the pants yet. She was staring at him, and moment by moment, the anger on her face seemed to increase. “That’s one demerit for not curtseying when you came out!” she said sternly. The saleswoman looked at her in surprise, and so did Chad. Another demerit? Ugh! Would there be no end to them? “And that’s another one for not curtseying now that I’ve reminded you!”

	Chad got the point and immediately dropped a curtsey and mumbled a bit of apologetic baby jargon through his pacifier.

	“What did she say?” the saleswoman asked.

	“Who knows!” Mel replied like she didn’t care in the least. “Do you think there will be enough room in those slacks later, when she’s wearing more diapers?”

	The saleswoman looked at the slacks Chad was wearing critically. “I’m sure of it. They’re really not all that tight on her at all. Most girls wear them a lot more fitted!”

	Mel nodded. “I know. Unfortunately, for her, we don’t have quite that luxury. But still… Tighter might be interesting to see. Do you have some that she can try on, just to look at?”

	“Of course! That’s easy,” the saleswoman replied as she hurried off.

	“Go take them off,” Mel told Chad. “We’ll bring you some different ones.”

	This time, Chad was careful to drop a curtsey before he went back to change.

	Once again, the curtain to Chad’s dressing room opened all too suddenly. This time, both the saleswoman and Mel were there. The saleswoman had several pairs of pants in her hand, but Mel interrupted her before she could hand them to Chad. “Excuse me,” Mel said as she stepped inside the dressing room. “I need to check something first. Are you still wetting?” she asked Chad.

	Chad was careful to drop a curtsey and mumble something in his baby language. He pulled his arms out of the way and let Mel see his wet diaper. Mel didn’t just look at it, she grabbed the front of hit and squeezed a bit. She smiled. “Keep at it,” she said as she backed away again. Relieved, Chad curtseyed once again and mumbled still more baby talk.

	“I can’t understand anything she’s saying with that pacifier in her mouth,” the saleswoman complained.

	Mel smiled as she selected one of the pairs of slacks from the saleswoman’s arms and handed them to Chad. Then she closed the curtain. “There’s a good reason why you can’t understand her today.” She then explained Chad’s new talking requirement for the day to the incredulous woman.

	A minute later, Chad stepped out of the dressing room again, this time in some very tight fitting pants. This time he curtseyed as soon as he got out. He didn’t want to get any more demerits that would cause him any more punishments.

	“I was careful to find some that weren’t low-rise,” the saleswoman told Mel, “just to keep her diapers a bit more hidden. Of course, I can’t guarantee that they won’t show at all, especially when she gets a little more… um… wet. And I think this pair that she’s got on is a bit stretchy too.”

	“Are they stretchy, Sissy?” Mel asked Chad.

	Chad dropped a curtsey and mumbled something stupid, thinking all the time that it was stupid for him to even try to answer. Nobody was going to understand him anyway.

	“What did she say?” the saleswoman asked.

	“I don’t know,” Mel admitted. “I just love seeing her try to answer.” Mel studied the pants critically. “I do have to say that I like them though, even though the front crotch doesn’t look quite as feminine as the ones that hide more. But still, that may not be such a bad thing either.” She turned back to Chad. “Turn around so we can see how they fit in the back.”

	Chad wasn’t sure if he was supposed to drop a curtsey first before he turned around or not, so he dropped a quick one. But before he could turn around, Mel stopped him. “Wait a minute!” she said. “Before we see the back, curtsey again, and hold it.”

	Chad was a bit surprised at her request, but he dropped into a curtsey and stayed in that position while Mel and the saleswoman watched.

	“I’m thinking that they’re definitely the stretch pants,” the saleswoman said.

	“Yeah,” Mel agreed. Even in that position they look pretty good. “Go a bit deeper,” she ordered Chad.

	Chad was already getting tired holding the position. It wasn’t exactly an easy one to maintain. But he dropped a bit deeper and again held it. But as the women discussed the fit of his pants, he suddenly felt himself peeing once again. In the position he was in, he was praying his diaper wouldn’t leak, even though leaking wouldn’t be bad in another way.

	“Okay,” Mel finally said, turn around for us now.

	But Chad wasn’t finished peeing. He wanted to move, but he was afraid to even stand up yet. Mel saw the look of worry on his face. “What…” she started to ask, and then it hit her what was probably going on. She laughed. “Are you wetting again?” she asked.

	Still holding his curtsey, Chad mumbled something while the pee finally finished and he stood back up.

	“Good baby,” Mel replied with a slight giggle.

	“I hope you’re buying those slacks,” the saleswoman said as Chad turned around so they could see the back of them.

	“Don’t worry,” Mel replied. “They were sold the minute I saw her in them. She’ll take that pair and the first pair she tried on too.” The saleswoman seemed satisfied with that. “Now,” Mel continued, “how about some dresses?”

	Chad sat in the dressing room with nothing to cover his odd underclothes for a very long time. At any moment, he expected Mel or the Saleswoman to open the curtain and hand him something to try on. But so far, he was forced to sit and wait. In desperation, he finally poked just his head out from the curtain to see if they were out there, but he saw no sign of them at all, so he went back and sat down again. The thought that Mel had abandoned him there started to run through his head more and more. What would he do? And should he get dressed in his maid’s uniform and go and find out if she had left him?

	Knowing, or more like hoping, that she hadn’t left the store yet, he continued to wait. He even managed to wet his diaper once again while he waited. Afterwards, as he looked down at it, he was shocked to see how obviously soaked it looked – from the outside. He knew it was totally saturated on the inside too. He doubted… no, he hoped… that it couldn’t hold much more. But so far, there was no sign of it leaking. He didn’t know how much longer he had to go before his time limit would be up, but that deadline had to be approaching soon.

	He finally heard voices outside his dressing room and the curtain was pulled aside abruptly by Mel. “Here,” she said handing him two dresses still on their hangers. “Try these on.” Chad didn’t even get a chance to do more than grab the hangers before she was gone, closing the curtain behind her.

	The first dress he had to try on was a black and white, zebra print dress with a fairly low cut neckline. He stepped into it and struggled to zip it up the back. It hugged his body perfectly. As he looked at his reflection in the mirror, he thought it seemed to make his shape look even more feminine. He stepped out of the room to show it to Mel. Once again he curtseyed for them and mumbled some baby nonsense as soon as he got out of the dressing room.

	“Oh, I like that one,” Mel said as he stood there. “It’ll be just perfect for her for work.”

	A surge of embarrassment ran though Chad at her words. Wear it to work? Well, wasn’t he dressing as a woman there already? Why should he be so embarrassed by it? Besides, it was a really nice dress. He was thrilled to be just trying it on.

	“Ok, the other one,” Mel instructed.

	Chad curtseyed, then disappeared into the dressing room yet again. The second dress was hard to describe. It was all colorful splotches of varying shades of greens and browns and yellows and black, all run together. It had a wide gathered scooped neckline and like the first dress, came down to his knees. He went back out to show the women and quickly got the approval for it too. He was very relieved to get back into his maid’s dress once again because it meant that he didn’t have to try on any more clothes. Hopefully, they could leave and go home now.

	He carried his new clothes out of the dressing room and handed them over to the saleswoman.

	“That’s another demerit!” Mel’s voice angrily lashed out. “You didn’t curtsey to her or thank her for helping you!”

	Ugh! Three demerits already. Thirty swats from her stick. Ouch! Once again Chad curtseyed, this time to the saleswoman, and he mumbled a bit more mumbo jumbo around the pacifier in his mouth. The way it was looking, Mel expected him to curtsey and greet absolutely everybody!

	“You’re welcome,” the saleswoman replied to his baby talk… I think.”

	“Can you hold these things at the register for us? We have a little more shopping to do.”

	“Certainly, the saleswoman replied.
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	Chad wasn’t happy. More shopping? For what? And his diaper was already awfully soggy! But Mel started wandering through the store, seemingly in no hurry at all. Chad was nervous about being seen in his maid’s dress, but that was nothing compared to wandering around with the pacifier in his mouth. Why couldn’t Mel just leave and go home?

	Anytime he noticed anyone looking at him, Chad felt a major bolt of embarrassment and shame running through him. And every bolt of embarrassment seemed to reignite his huge sexual need, sending it into an almost physical frenzy. As he followed Mel around the store, he imagined he could actually feel Cassie’s toy stuck firmly up his backside, increasing his shame and his sexual pleasure with every step that he took.

	Mel wandered around casually and slowly, taking her time to look over everything thoroughly. She was enjoying looking. She was also enjoying parading Sissy around the store where everyone could see him. She knew the stupid pacifier in his mouth had to be humiliating the shit out of him, but he had no choice but to endure it for as long as she wanted him to. And since they had taken her car, he couldn’t even leave.

	As she shopped, she came across a few items that she liked that she picked up for herself. No sense in him having all the new things. But then she started walking through the underwear department. She looked at this and that for him, half searching for a proper corset, but she didn’t see one or anything else she was interested in – until she came to the socks. There, on a rack that displayed many different styles, were row after row of the frilliest anklet socks imaginable. Just perfect for his sissy dresses. She spent quite a while picking out two of the perfect pair to go with the two other dresses he didn’t have any for yet. Then, with a smile, she handed them to Sissy. “Here, you can carry these, since you’ll be buying them.”

	Chad had watched her closely the whole time she was searching through the frilly socks. He just knew she would be buying them for him. And when she actually turned and handed him several pairs, he was torn between the humiliation and the excitement of it. Worse, he now had to carry the obviously overly feminine items around with him as she continued to wander slowly through the store. With the pacifier in his mouth loudly proclaiming him as the sissy baby that he was, he had even more reason to dread other people seeing him now.

	Mel continued to wander slowly, looking at things here and there, but now her wandering had more direction to it. The socks had started a specific train of thought. She really wondered if the store might have what she had in mind. Probably not, but it was worth a try anyway. The department she was heading for was in sight now, but as she looked around at where they were, she suddenly stopped in one of the aisles. Nobody was really looking, although Chad probably wouldn’t realize that. “Lift your skit and let me check your diaper,” she ordered.

	Chad’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head. Here? Now? She couldn’t mean it!

	“I’m waiting!” Mel snapped angrily. “Shall I add another demerit? And just a polite reminder, I’m also expecting a curtsey before you lift your skirt.”

	Chad was in shock. She did mean it! But he had already had enough punishment today that he would do almost anything to avoid getting any more. He quickly dropped a quick little curtsey as he mumbled more baby jargon. Then he grabbed the front hem of his skirt and feeling very foolish, lifted it up.

	“Higher!” Mel demanded. I want to see your diaper clearly!”

	Oh God! Chad pulled the hem of his skirt up as high as he could, totally exposing his soggy diaper underneath for all to see. He wanted to die of shame. He started sucking his pacifier furiously. Way past Mel, out in the aisle in the distance, he saw a woman stop and stare at them. What must she think? The answer to that was all too obvious.

	Mel smiled. “Nice and soggy I see. Good! But no leaks yet.” She glanced at her watch, then pointed to it. “You’re running out of time. Better get busy!” Then she turned and continued her slow journey toward the department up ahead.

	Chad knew he was running out of time. He also knew that the diaper he was wearing probably couldn’t hold much more – at least, he didn’t think it could. The diapers these days could hold so much that it was really impossible to tell what would make them leak. Then another thought struck him. Was that why Mel was going so slowly through the store? Was she waiting to see if his diaper could leak before they left? Unfortunately, he had no way to ask her since he was limited to just baby talk. How frustrating!

	Mel led the way into the shoe section and began looking through the shoes seriously. What she really wanted, she was fairly sure she wouldn’t be able to find, but maybe they would have something else that might work. After searching briefly around, she knew that what she wanted wouldn’t be there, but she continued to just look to see what they had anyway. Besides, there were other people around and she was enjoying Sissy’s discomfort.

	Then she turned a corner to look at one last aisle near the wall and her eyes locked onto a whole long row of shiny patent leather shoes. She smiled as she began looking through them closely. One pair quickly caught her eye and she headed straight for it. It was a pair of pumps similar to the patent leather heels that she owned only the heel looked even higher – if that was possible. She had once considered buying Chad a pair like the ones she had, but hadn’t gotten around to it. She picked up the shoe on display and looked at it carefully, but as she did so, her eyes caught sight of a shoe just a short distance away, and something in her head told her that it would be even better. The shoe was basically a variation of the mary-jane style but it had a very high heel and was shiny bright patent pink. A pair like that would not only go really well with his other sissy dresses, but she was sure they would probably embarrass him tremendously.

	She picked up the display shoe and turned to look for a sales person, and that’s when she saw it. Way down near the end of the row of patent leather shoes, mixed in among a few more practical styles, was a pair that looked exactly like what she wanted. She hurried over to look more closely. Yes! Perfect! Black patent mary-janes with a perfect little-girl heel. Unbelievably! The pink high-heeled shoes might shout one type of sissy, but the little-girl style was exactly what she was looking for. Still… the pink high-heeled shoes seemed awfully interesting too. She made her decision. It was easy. She just figured what the heck! He was the one who would be buying them, not her. She’d make him get both! “Sissy!” she called. “Go find someone to help us!”

	Chad’s knees nearly gave out. Find someone to help? She had to be kidding! And how was he supposed to talk to whoever he found? But Mel was staring at him, waiting. He quickly dropped a quick curtsey and turned to find some sales help.

	“And I’ll be watching to make sure you behave properly!” Mel called behind him.

	Ugh! It would be hopeless… not to mention how embarrassing it was about to be! He turned back around again and dropped yet another curtsey as he mumbled more nonsense through the pacifier in his mouth. What a situation!

	Chad started wandering around looking for some help. He felt like he was now even more exposed than ever as he was forced to search among the women in the department for one who might be able to help them. But he wasn’t having much luck. In desperation, he finally headed toward the wall where he had seen a doorway heading back to the stock room. And there, coming out of the door, was a woman who was obviously attached to the department. Chad saw Mel watching him out of the corner of his eye. There would be no help for it. He dropped a curtsey to the woman and started speaking some baby talk.

	“What?” the woman asked, obviously annoyed with him. “I can’t understand anything that you’re saying!”

	Instead of repeating himself, Chad motioned desperately for her to follow him. And fortunately she did, all the way back to where Mel was waiting.

	The saleswoman was obviously annoyed with Chad, but Mel didn’t care. “I’d like to see a pair of each of these for her,” she said as she pointed one of the shoes toward Chad.

	The woman seemed to sigh a bit, but she checked the numbers on the shoes, got Chad’s size from Mel and went off in search of what they wanted. While she was gone, Mel had Chad remove the shoes he was already wearing. She checked her watch again. “You’re running out of time, Sissy.” It was all she had to say. Chad’s worry level went up another couple of notches. They had been in the store for a very long time now and he hadn’t been able to drink anything since the car ride here. He desperately tried to pee even harder.

	When the saleswoman finally came back, she was carrying two shoe boxes. She set them down next to Chad and opened the top box. Inside were the pink high heeled shoes. “We had these in his size, but I couldn’t find a pair in the right size of the other ones, so I brought the largest size I could find. It’s one size smaller, but maybe you can make them work. Let me know if you need anything else.” And then she walked off to help some other customers.

	Chad tried on the pink heels and Mel had him walk around a bit in them. He was guessing that the heels were about four inches high. Tall, but not a huge problem. The real problem was the color. The shiny pink absolutely screamed for people to look at them. They would be terribly embarrassing to wear.

	“Curtsey for me in them,” Mel suggested as she stood back watching him. Chad did so and she smiled. “Yes, I like those a lot. They’re absolutely perfect for you. Okay, try on the others now.”

	The low-heeled shoes felt very tight on his feet, almost too tight. But he did manage to get them on. Fortunately the rounded toes didn’t hurt him too much. The very low heels however felt awfully strange. The part that seemed to get to him the most though was how much they looked like little-girl shoes. That alone was embarrassing.

	“Oh, I really like those too,” Mel said. “They’re another pair that’s perfect for a little sissy like you. And since you can still walk in them, I’m not worried at all about the smaller size. They’ll be good enough. In fact, I think I like them better in the smaller size since they make your feet look smaller. Maybe we should consider that for the other shoes too. Hmmm.”

	While she stopped to consider the idea, Chad was horrified by the suggestion. The higher heels were already uncomfortable. Getting them in a smaller size would only make things worse!

	“Tell you what,” Mel said, “before I have you go and find the saleswoman again, curtsey for me in those shoes too.”

	Chad wasn’t exactly thrilled about having to find the saleswoman again, but he had curtseyed a million times already today. But just before he could drop another one, he suddenly felt himself peeing again. It startled him so much that he paused a bit too long.

	“I’m waiting!” Mel said angrily.

	Still peeing, Chad was galvanized into motion. He dropped into his curtsey, but before he could come back up again, he felt a strange tickling sensation on his leg. He froze! Then the sensation started continuing down his leg faster and faster. He couldn’t help it, it just came out. “Aaahhh!” he screamed as he looked down his leg. Pee was now pouring all the way down his leg, over the shoes he was wearing, and all the way down to puddle on the floor. He heard laughter and looked up to see Mel coming closer.

	“You did it!” she said happily.

	Chad would have curtseyed and mumbled more nonsense at her, but he was still too preoccupied with the pee that was still running down his leg, much slower now, but still there. He briefly looked around. Fortunately, it didn’t look like anyone had seen him, but now there was a small puddle of pee on the floor. Now what should he do?

	Mel was looking around too now. It looked like nobody had seen. It was time to get out of there. “Change out of those shoes, quickly now,” she said. “And let’s get out of here.”

	Chad was more than glad to comply. He was very careful as he unbuckled the new shoes and fastened his old ones back in place again. He didn’t want any more pee escaping out of his sodden diaper. But a little bit did escape. There was no way he could prevent it. Mel had him grab both boxes of shoes along with the frilly socks and they both headed for the checkout counter where they were holding the other clothes he was supposed to buy. As he walked, he figured it was a good thing he was wearing a dress with a skirt instead of pants. The skirt of his dress at least hadn’t gotten wet yet, as far as he knew. If he were wearing pants, the diaper leak would show for sure!

	At the checkout counter, he had to pay for all his new clothes. He did so as quickly as possible so they could get out of there. As he signed the credit card receipt, he was struck by how much money he was spending on women’s clothes lately. An awful lot! But his other living expenses were very minimal so he had plenty of money. As they were walking out the door, Chad’s arms heavily loaded, Mel said, “That’s one more demerit for not curtseying and greeting the woman at the register! I didn’t tell you back there because I want to get out of here. But it’s still no excuse!”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. Another demerit! Damn!

	When they got back to Mel’s car, Mel had him dump all his purchases in the back seat, but she wouldn’t let him get into the car. “I don’t want you soaking my seats,” she explained. Chad wondered what he was supposed to do, run home? But Mel grabbed his diaper bag opened it up and pulled out another diaper. “Pull your skirt up,” she ordered.

	Chad couldn’t believe it, was she going to change him? Here? In the parking lot? He was standing next to the car… actually between two cars. But still, anybody walking by would be able to see.

	“I’m waiting!” Mel said sternly.

	Chad slowly grabbed the hem of his skirt and pulled it up all the way.

	“Now hold it there,” Mel instructed as she started removing his overly soaked diaper.

	A moment later, Chad was naked from the waist down, out in public, holding his skirt up for all the world to see. He nervously looked around hoping that nobody would notice. What would happen if the driver of the car next to them suddenly came back?

	Mel purposely took her sweet time putting the soaked diaper into a plastic bag that they kept in his diaper bag just for such things. Leaving him standing with his skirt up like that had to be humiliating for him. She looked up at his face. Yes, there was no doubt. “Aw, what’s the matter?” she teased. “Worried that someone might see you?”

	Still holding his skirt up, Chad dropped another curtsey and mumbled more baby jargon.

	“I don’t know what you should be worried about,” Mel continued. “As far as I can see, you’re just another baby getting changed. And there’s certainly nothing wrong with that.” She paused while a wicked grin entered her face. “Maybe next time we should just do it out in the middle of the store where more people can watch… baby.”

	Chad wanted to die. And he was still standing there naked below his waist. Change him in the store? She wouldn’t! But then, he couldn’t believe she was actually changing him right here… out in the open… right where everybody parked their cars!

	Mel finally rediapered him, making sure the new diaper was properly placed and nice and tight. She stood up and checked her watch again. “Okay, you’ve got two more hours.”

	Chad almost fainted.
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	When they got back to her apartment, she had him take his new dresses and slacks home and told him to bring back any dirty laundry of his that needed to be done – especially the things he had soaked last night. His new shoes and socks she put into her bedroom. Those she would need tomorrow!

	For the rest of the day and into the early evening she let him work on his own laundry since he had already finished hers. But the entire time, he was forced to keep drinking baby bottle after baby bottle to keep peeing, because if he didn’t overflow his diapers within the two hour time limit, then she beat his bare bottom severely.

	But the worst beating he got was after the first time he failed to have leaking diapers. Because since those beatings were always given on his bare bottom, she chose that time to punish him for the four demerits he had accrued earlier. Somewhere in the middle of that beating, Chad began promising himself over and over again that he would do absolutely anything at all to avoid getting another beating again. And after it was done, he cried for a very long time as he kept repeating that promise to himself. His bottom stung continually for what seemed like hours as he continued to work and drink bottle after bottle. He figured that it was a good thing that Mel didn’t let him sit down, because he was fairly sure that he couldn’t.

	Shortly before dinner, she sent him out wearing just an overly soaked diaper and high heels to get the highchair back from Sandy. He wasn’t thrilled at all to have to go out that way, but he wasn’t about to argue with Mel. Besides, how could he argue when he was restricted to using only baby talk?

	When he knocked on Sandy’s door, it was Cassie who opened it. She stood there staring at him for a moment. Chad felt very embarrassed because of the way he was dressed. He was supposed to get the highchair though. Would he be allowed to speak normally to her? Did he dare?

	“Aren’t you supposed to curtsey to me, or something?” she asked.

	Chad nearly died. If it got back to Mel that he hadn’t curtseyed, then he would get punished again for sure, and he certainly didn’t want that. It also answered his other question – he didn’t dare not use anything but baby talk to her. He quickly dropped a curtsey and mumbled more nonsense through the pacifier in his mouth.

	She smiled. “Sandy told me about that. I guess Mel’s still got you restricted to the baby words. Has it been like that all day?”

	How could he answer? He really had no way, so he let out more of the nonsense baby sounds. What he really wanted though was to get inside somewhere where he couldn’t be seen dressed as he was!

	“I’ll take that as a yes,” Cassie replied.

	Chad curtseyed without thinking about it as his affirmative answer to her question. At least she smiled after he did it.

	“I take it that you’re here for the chair?”

	Chad curtseyed yet again. At least that much was working well!

	“Come on in, I’ve got it right here for you.”

	Chad gladly walked into her apartment. Unfortunately, he didn’t have to go very far because the highchair was waiting right next to the door for him. He picked the bulky thing up and lugged it outside. As he started back to Mel’s apartment, he discovered that Cassie was walking right behind him. She followed him all the way back into Mel’s apartment.

	“Hi Mel,” she called as she went through the door.

	“Hi Cassie,” Mel replied, not all that surprised to see her there.

	“Have you been having fun today?” Cassie asked as they took seats in her living room.

	Mel rolled her eyes. “Some yes, some no.” Then she giggled a bit. “Okay, we had a lot of fun while we were out shopping today.” Her face darkened a bit. “But the rest of the day before that has been fairly awful.”

	“Uh, oh! What happened?”

	“You wouldn’t believe how many times I’ve had to punish him for not doing the simplest things!”

	“Like what?”

	“Like not curtseying when he’s supposed to! Geez, is that too much to ask?”

	“Sounds like he needs more practice.”

	Mel considered that. “Yeah, I guess he does… obviously he does! You wouldn’t think it would be so hard though.”

	Cassie giggled a bit. “Look what you’ve got to work with. He is somewhat of a baby after all. Isn’t he?”

	Mel laughed. “Yeah, I guess you could say that. Maybe I better give him lots of practice tomorrow. In fact, maybe we better take things back to the basics a bit more - grind it into him instead of pounding it into him.” She glanced at her yardstick that she used to punish him. The yardstick certainly helped, but there were other ways too.

	“Need some help?” Cassie asked.

	“If you’re interested.”

	“Sure, I might drop by for a while. Should be fun.”

	“Don’t forget dinner tomorrow night too.”

	“Don’t worry, Sandy and I are both looking forward to that – a lot!” Both women giggled.

	“Hey,” Mel exclaimed, “want to help me for a bit? I need to glue his breast forms back on again.”

	“Sure!” Cassie agreed happily.

	Chad had carried the heavy highchair back into the kitchen, then while the two women were talking in the living room, he checked the clock. Time was getting short on his deadline to overflow his diaper again. He went to the sink and refilled one of his bottles with water, and kept drinking while the two women talked. He was nearly sick from drinking so much all day long, but he was determined to not get punished anymore. As he started drinking, he felt himself peeing yet again. Come on! Leak! But afterwards, his diaper just remained amazingly soaked. No leaks – yet. But he still had a little bit of time left.

	He was actually a bit annoyed when Mel called him into the bedroom because it broke his concentration on trying to pee sooner. By the time he got there, he saw Cassie holding his breast forms in her hands and Mel was setting the glue down on her night table. The ropes to tie him to the bed were already out and in place. He saw a large towel also spread out on the bed to protect it. As wet as his diapers were just then, the towel was probably a good idea. He curtseyed to the two of them and mumbled a bit of baby nonsense. He didn’t want to get punished anymore.

	“Up on the bed,” Mel ordered. “Lets get these things back on you.”

	Chad wasn’t overly thrilled about having the breast forms glued back onto him again, despite the delicious feel from the humiliation of not being able to get them off. They were heavy and bulky, and there was just no getting away from them. But delaying the inevitable wouldn’t solve anything and would only lead to more punishment, so he climbed up on her bed and stretched himself out while Mel tied him securely in place.

	Mel took one of the breast forms from Cassie and sprayed it heavily with the glue. Then, after handing it carefully back to Cassie, she sprayed the other one and handed that back to her too. It took a few moments for the glue to start setting up. Mel lightly touched the first one a few times till she thought it was tacky enough, then she climbed up on the bed and straddled Chad’s chest. She took the first one from Cassie and carefully set it in place, pushing down firmly all over, trying to seal it to him. Then she did the same with the other one. She climbed off of him and began untying one of his arms, Cassie helped with the other one. Mel grabbed his bra and put it over the forms on his chest. “Help me sit him up,” she said to Cassie. Together they sat him up while Mel held the bra to his chest. Cassie stuck his arms through the straps and fastened it tightly behind him. “There,” Mel exclaimed, sounding very satisfied. “That wasn’t so bad this time at all.” She began untying his legs. “Okay Sissy, go finish making my dinner.”

	Chad got up from the bed. The breasts that were now attached to his chest felt heavy and awkward. Once again his arms kept rubbing against them as he moved, feeling very strange. He curtseyed quickly to the women, then hurried out to finish making Mel’s salad for dinner. None for him. He already knew what his dinner would be – baby food! As soon as he got back to the kitchen, he began drinking from his bottle once again. And with only minutes to go before Mel would punish him again for failing to make his diaper leak, he began peeing. Hoping against hope that it would start leaking, he hurried to find Mel. She was just saying goodbye to Cassie at the door. And as he stopped to wait for the two to finish talking, he did indeed finally feel the awful tickling sensation of something running down his leg. Elated, he curtseyed and spat out more baby talk.

	“What is it?” Mel asked, annoyed to see him there.

	Chad happily pointed to his leg and the pee running down it.

	Mel smiled. “You just made it again. Good. Now get back to the kitchen – and hurry. You’re making a mess on the rug there!”

	Elated, Chad hurried back to the kitchen, where the pee continued to run down his leg. It was an awful feeling, but since it also meant no punishment, it was a wonderful feeling. Mel came into the kitchen a minute later as he was drying up the mess on the floor along with his wet leg. Five minutes later, he was once again in a single dry diaper – with two hours to start leaking again.

	While Mel ate her solitary dinner, Chad was forced to spend fifteen minutes standing on his perch in the corner where he would be out of the way. Chad was very relieved when Mel allowed him out of the corner so soon. But from being stuck in the corner, he went directly to being stuck back in his highchair again. Mel dumped several jars of baby food out on his divided dish and put it on the tray for him along with his baby spoon to eat it all with. Chad wasn’t at all happy with just baby food for dinner, but he knew that it was all he was going to get, so he spooned it as carefully as he could into his mouth. As usual, some of it dripped off of the tiny spoon either onto his chin or onto the bib she had but on him. The stuff tasted mostly bad, but not nearly as bad as the baby cereal he got every morning. When he was done eating though, even though he had already had way too many today, he couldn’t wait to get another bottle to drink – just to clear the lousy taste out of his mouth.

	Two hours later, despite being so grossly wet that his diaper was threatening to fall off of him, Chad was subjected to yet another ten swats on his bare bottom for failing to make his diaper leak. He didn’t know what to do. He had tried so hard! His diaper should have leaked… but in the end, it hadn’t. He was getting physically sick from drinking so much. He was peeing every few minutes by then, not peeing a lot each time, but just peeing very often.

	Chad felt so frustrated as Mel removed his soaked diaper for his punishment. Why hadn’t the darn thing leaked? As Mel ordered though, he bent over and grabbed the back of the chair in front of him, raising his bottom to make it a better target for her stick. Whap! Curtsey… Baby nonsense sounds… hands back on the chair, bottom up, ready for the next one.

	Mel really hated doing it… especially after seeing how sopping wet his diaper had been. But rules were rules, and he had to know that she would enforce them every time without fail! She delivered the second blow. She loved seeing him curtsey. She almost laughed at his high-pitched baby sounds every time. There were already tears forming in his eyes. As he leaned over again, she could hear his crying sobs breaking loose. She swung again… whap! Again he stood up and curtseyed for her. His crying was so pronounced now that she couldn’t barely tell that the sounds he was making were baby sounds. They just sounded pathetic. No matter.

	She watched as he bent over and grabbed the chair once again. He was slower this time in raising his bottom for her. Oh, but when he did it made such a perfect target. She almost laughed at seeing it – glowing brightly red across the places where her stick had already hit it. Whap!

	He stood up and turned to her again, crying like crazy now. He started his curtsey, but that’s not what she was staring at. “Sissy!” she screamed. “You’re peeing all over my carpet!”

	Chad looked down. Through his crying, he wasn’t even aware that he was doing it… but pee was indeed streaming out of him. He was so surprised that he didn’t even think about stopping it. He just stared at it streaming out onto Mel’s floor. Fortunately, it didn’t last very long and it tapered off and ended just as quickly as it had started.

	Mel didn’t know whether to laugh, or be angry at him. Both she supposed because she was angry. “You better clean that up just as soon as we’re done here!” she ordered sternly.

	Chad dropped another curtsey along with some baby sounds to indicate that he understood. Would she stop the punishment now? He was very hopeful.

	That was the very question that Mel herself was considering. Should she continue, or should she send him to clean up the mess right away. Her carpet really needed to be taken care of quickly, but at the same time, it really wasn’t good not finish a punishment. Then there was the possibility that he might do it again! But the damage was already done, and in the end she figured her carpet could wait a few minutes. She could see the hopeful look on his face. She dashed that quickly the minute she pointed toward the back of the chair he was supposed to be leaning against. With a very crestfallen face, Chad resumed his position, and she resumed his punishment. It wasn’t till after all ten swats had been delivered and he was once again rediapered and counting down the next two hours that Chad finally was allowed to clean up the mess he had made.

	Chad had to cut way back on the amount of liquids that he drank. His body was becoming too sick from too many bottles. But it didn’t matter, he had already had so many that he continued to pee a little bit every few minutes.

	He managed to finish all his laundry. And started to take it home, but before he got out the door with his first load, Mel stopped him. She pawed through all of it, and pulled out every pair of pants that she could find. “When you come back,” she told him, “bring me whatever pants are still hung up in your closet that aren’t new today.”

	Chad was shocked, and concerned. There was really only one other pair in his closet, the pair that had been too long for him to be able to wear. But if she wasn’t going to give him any of the pants back that she had just taken away, then he would be left with only two pair of pants for all of next week. Only two days that he would be allowed to wear pants and that would be it. She couldn’t really want that? Could she?

	“I’m waiting!” Mel’s voice suddenly lashed out. Chad quickly came to his senses, and dropped a curtsey in acknowledgment. A bit more baby mumbo jumbo, and he was out the door carrying his laundry home. A little while later, when he stared at his restocked closet, feelings of worry, dread, humiliation, and excitement ran through him – all at the same time. His closet held only women’s clothes - still. But now there were more dresses in it than there had been before. And now it only held two pairs of pants – women’s pants of course. He would be spending an awful lot of time next week in skirts, that was for sure!

	A little while later, Chad was elated when he suddenly felt pee running down his leg – a full fifteen minutes early! He ran to the kitchen immediately so that any more that got all the way to the floor would be easier to clean. But the leak was only a very minor one, just a few drips. Fortunately, Mel was pleased and happily announced that he had made it. Whew!

	Even though it was getting late, Chad was now prepared for her to put him into a single diaper again and set the timer running on yet another two hours. So he was a bit surprised when she took him back to his apartment before removing his leaking diaper. This time, she let him remove it himself and clean himself up. Then she watched as he prepared three of his night diapers. But before he could start putting them on, she had him add a fourth to the stack. “You wet so much last night, that maybe an extra one would be a good idea,” she told him. It made plenty of sense to him.

	Before he was allowed to diaper himself though, Mel shoved a suppository deep up inside of him. Chad hated it, but he was also so used to it that he didn’t even care for very long. The damn thing would do its job sometime during the night like they always did, and he would probably not even know it till tomorrow morning – when he could change himself quickly. Much better than the afternoon ones he got every day.

	A few minutes later, Chad was feeling secure in his diapers for the first time in a long while. The extra bulk from the fourth diaper felt a bit odd, but he quickly got used to it. As if to celebrate the feeling of security, his body immediately let out another stream of pee, wetting the diapers almost before he got them fully on. Chad knew he wasn’t really celebrating, he just had to pee. He probably would be doing an awful lot of that during the night… all night!

	Mel had him climb into one of his now clean onesies and helped him into bed. She left him and went to his kitchen. She pulled three baby bottles out of his refrigerator and brought them to him. He wasn’t happy to see any of them. He was still sick from all he had to drink already.

	But Mel wasn’t giving him a choice. “I expect all of these to be finished before I come back later,” she said in no uncertain terms.

	Chad didn’t reply. Being limited to baby language didn’t allow him to say anything useful anyway. He set his pacifier down next to his blow-up mattress where he could get it easily later – if he wanted it. He picked up the first of the bottles and put it into his mouth. Sucking on it was natural. It was normal. But the bloated feeling from his stomach wasn’t. As Mel stood in the doorway and turned out the light, he allowed himself to suck only very tiny bits out of it at a time. It was all he could do. He felt himself peeing yet again. He’d be awfully lucky if he didn’t leak again tonight. Three more bottles – before he fell asleep? How was he going to drink them? He could barely get any of the first one down.

	He thought about his day. Awful! Awful! Awful! But then, weren’t most of his days awful? He prayed that Mel wouldn’t play her new stupid diaper game with him again tomorrow. He had definitely had enough of it. The baby language thing had been a bit much too. He could also do without that again.

	He shifted on his bed and was annoyed by the breasts that were once again firmly glued to his chest. They were stuck tight again. Very tight. He could do without them too.

	He happened to glance over towards his doorway. Mel was still there, watching him. Why hadn’t she left?

	Mel saw him look at her, he seemed surprised to see her still there. She guessed she herself was surprised. She had ridden him hard today – very hard. But it was necessary. She felt a bit of remorse about it, but at the same time, she didn’t. It was necessary! She had to do it. And there would be a lot more coming.

	He was still looking at her. She stood up straighter, it was time to go. She would be back later with a note for him and to set his alarm clock – even though tomorrow was Sunday. There would be a lot to do tomorrow too.

	“Good night, baby” she said softly… almost lovingly. “Sleep tight.”
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