
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 1 of 7)

	In his dreams he was wearing his silly baby dress, sucking on his pacifier, and holding a baby bottle in one hand as he went into someone’s house. His friends were all there – his male friends. They had all come to play poker. There was a highchair at the poker table. He skipped from the door to the highchair and climbed up into it as all his friends laughed at him. Someone put the tray in place for him. “Fankyou, he said in his silly sissy voice. For some reason, he was saying the letters “th” as an “f.”

	The cards were dealt and he played his from the tray on his highchair – although he didn’t really play since he wasn’t allowed to hold the cards in his hand. All his cards were arranged face-up on the tray in front of him where everyone could see them. Instead of playing, he sat and drank his bottle as someone else leaned over and looked at his cards, then played for him.

	Eventually, someone requested to see him dance since he wasn’t really playing cards. His tray was removed and he jumped down. He pulled his baby dress off and amazingly, underneath he was dressed in a pink ballet costume. For some reason, it seemed like the pink leotard encasing his body was baggy and wrinkled, looking way too big for him.

	With a silly little tutu surrounding his hips, he danced the same steps he practiced over and over again in Mel’s living room. Awkward steps, silly steps, with his feet turned outward. Between the steps, he jumped and leaped – terribly. Yet the men playing cards didn’t seem to mind, they only laughed at him harder. He danced all around the table, round and round while they played. He only stopped occasionally to drink from his bottle.

	As he was drinking, he suddenly felt himself peeing a huge amount. His diaper started leaking through the tights and leotard he was wearing. His knees pressed together as he looked up in alarm. And then Mel was there. She took him by the hand and laid him down on the floor. She handed him yet another bottle to drink while she changed him… lovingly. He sucked away happily, knowing that he was loved and cared for.

	And when Mel was done, she picked him up and held him to her as if he was a small child. One hand that held him reached down toward his diaper covered bottom and pressed through the diaper against his anal opening. Such a sexual thrill. Over and over again she pressed and released. His legs wrapped around her as the sexual tension within him grew. The feel of her body against his only added to his pleasure and heightened his sexual state.

	Pain! Pain in an area where he didn’t want pain suddenly crept into his dream, yet he didn’t want to let the dream go. Over and over again, the dream Mel pressed against his backside. She felt so wonderful against his body. But the more his dream sexual excitement grew, the more the odd pain against his cock kept growing, intruding… ruining everything. It hurt! Too much!

	He crawled his way out of sleep with the realization that his cock had been trying to get hard again inside of the chastity device. The miserable little teeth inside the device were hurting him horribly. He pressed his hands against the overly bloated front of his diapers, but his hands could have no affect – the chastity device was a world unto itself, especially underneath the incredible bulk that surrounded it.

	Frustrated and hurting, he rolled off of his blow-up mattress and onto the floor, scattering empty baby bottles in the process. He climbed to his feet and glanced at the clock. The sunlight creeping past his window shades was a bit dim yet. His clock told him it was early, yet he knew he couldn’t go back to sleep. Not with the lousy pain still in his groin. Hurting and unable to do anything about it, he waddled out toward his living room and the kitchen beyond, hoping that doing something else would alleviate the sexual thrill that was still infecting his untouchable penis. It worked, but all too slowly.

	He found her note, as usual, on the counter along with his cookbook.

	Sissy,

	Three more bottles this morning.

	It’s grocery shopping day. Find something new again from the book to fix tonight. Cassie and Sandy will probably be joining us as usual.

	Call me the moment you finish showering again so I can be there when you put your diaper on!

	That was it – a very short note with nothing new at all… all the better. He went to the refrigerator and opened it. As he had discovered last night, it was once again fully stocked with a huge number of baby bottles. Most of them filled with her lousy tea. He grabbed three and carried them out to the living room, plopping the pacifier from his mouth down on the kitchen counter as he walked past.

	He sat in his only chair – his only piece of real furniture. As he sat, he immediately noticed the added picture on the wall in front of him – a second picture that he had colored childishly in a restaurant. He had “presented” yet another one to Sandy yesterday. Having to stare at the pictures and knowing that it was he who had colored them so childishly, made him feel all the more childish inside, and silly, and small, and ridiculous. Staring at the pictures while drinking his bottle only made the situation that much worse. And doing all that while wearing overly wet and messy diapers compounded the situation yet again. Total humiliation! And the pain from his hated chastity device suddenly returned. Ugh! Why all of a sudden was it back? He hadn’t felt anything down there in a long time now! And the feeling was so irritating that he wished he’d never have to feel it again.

	But one irritation seemed to lead to another. Before long, he became aware of an odd, almost numb feeling coming from his earlobes. His new earrings! He reached up and touched one while he drank. Instead of finding just the soft flesh of his earlobe, he felt instead the hard small earring that was stuck through it. He lightly pricked his finger on the pin in the back. He remembered all too well going to bed last night and being bothered by those sharp little points. Sleeping comfortably was becoming more and more of a problem.

	He was supposed to have removed the earrings and cleaned the holes before he went to bed last night. Mel had even told him to do it. But he hadn’t bothered. He supposed he had just felt a bit too depressed once he finally got home last night. Mel had used him hard once again, and then she had played with her toy up inside of him for a while. Yet while he felt a tremendous amount of pleasure from her toy, he wasn’t able to achieve any level of fulfillment from it – as usual. Maybe that was why his chastity device was giving him so much trouble today – it was punishing him for feeling pleasure in a place where he shouldn’t!

	Two bottles later, the pain in his groin was still there, but it was much less – or maybe it was just some left over irritation. Under all the diapers and totally incased inside the chastity device, it was hard to tell exactly what was going on down there. Either way, the pain was still a nuisance. He decided to grab his shower and get cleaned up before he drank the third bottle – hoping that a break from wallowing in his own humiliation would make the irritating pain go away again – permanently!

	He glanced at his clock, it was still fairly early. He would have to phone Mel as soon as he got out of the shower. But was it too early? Would Mel even be up yet? But he needed to get his mind on other things for a while. He needed to do something to take his mind off of the chastity device – and the trouble it was causing him! Having nothing else to do, he headed for the shower to start getting cleaned up.

	In his bathroom, he stared into the mirror. The twin points of color attached to his ears winked back at him. He reached up and carefully fumbled with the clip on the back of the earring to remove it. Fortunately, it wasn’t too difficult to figure out. Then, grabbing the front of the earring, he slowly began pulling it out. While he couldn’t feel much, he could feel it a little. An almost squeamish feeling wound its way up through his system as he removed it. Fortunately, it didn’t last too long. He breathed a sigh of relief as he set the earring down on his counter and rubbed his earlobe. Not too bad at all.

	The second earring came off faster. He cleaned both his earlobes and the earrings as Mel had told him he should. Then he had to put the earrings back in again. Finding the holes proved to be fairly difficult and took some time. The thought that what he was doing was something that most women did all their lives didn’t escape him. Eventually, the hole was found and eventually, he managed to get the back clasp on it again. Whew! One down. While the second earring had come out faster, it certainly didn’t go back in any faster, but eventually that one too was back in place.

	He looked at his image… and smiled. Yes, he did like them! And they too added to his feeling of femininity. And for the first time all morning, he realized that his chastity device wasn’t bothering him. Now if it would just continue to stay unnoticed! If not, then he might just have to clean his earlobes again!

	Mel hadn’t been fully awake when her cell phone startled her away from the dream she was having. She mentally cursed at the irritation of having to wake up to answer the stupid phone! Whoever it was, had better have a good reason for calling so early! “Hello!”

	“Good Mowning, Mistwess,” Chad replied in his sissy voice. “I just got out of the showa.”

	Damn! It was Sissy! “Why are you calling me so early?”

	“Your note said…”

	“I know what my noted said!” she replied angrily. “Okay. I’ll be there in a minute.” She shut off her phone and stared at the wall for a moment. This morning wasn’t starting off real well… and her period wasn’t due to start till tomorrow! Still irritated, she pulled her robe on, grabbed her keys, and went out her door.

	Chad had just finished drying himself off and was about to pull one of his disposable diapers into place when he heard Mel enter his apartment. He waited, holding the diaper around him in case he suddenly lost control, until she finally appeared in his bathroom doorway. She looked like she had just gotten out of bed… or maybe like she should still be in bed! “Hello, Mistress,” he said once again. She said nothing at all to him, the irritated look on her face didn’t change at all. He finished taping the diaper in place. “Two hours?” he asked, knowing that would be the drill.

	She nodded. “Two hours. What are you doing up so early?”

	“I couldn’t sleep,” he replied.

	She grunted. “Remind me to wear you out more before I send you home for the night!” She turned to leave, then turned back again. “Uniform again! When you’re ready, come to my place and start cleaning… or whatever you need to do. Make coffee! I’m going back to bed so don’t wake me!” She turned and left. Chad just stared after her. Maybe he shouldn’t have woken her up so early.

	The aroma of fresh coffee reached Mel’s nose as she laid in bed trying to hold onto sleep. But she had been awake once already and coming awake for the second time that morning happened all too easily. She breathed in and smelled the coffee again. Mmmm. This was a much better way to wake up in the mornings – coffee already made! She pulled herself out of bed and had her robe fastened around herself before she realized that she should have stayed in bed and had Sissy bring it to her. Oh well, next time she would remember it. She headed out to the kitchen, following the brewed aroma of the drink she seemed to crave.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Sissy said with a curtsey as soon as he spotted her. He was at the sink washing the few dishes she had used the night before. Even though she thrilled to see him curtsey to her, she ignored him and went straight for her coffee pot. A minute later, she was closing her eyes as she enjoyed the first sip. “Mmmm.” This was how it was supposed to be, her coffee already fixed for her in the mornings and waiting on her. She couldn’t wait to win the bet, then she would have him fix her coffee every morning – and probably bring it to her in bed! Soon! Very soon! But first, there was the little matter of winning the bet to get out of the way.

	She leaned back against the counter and stared at his back while he toiled over the sink. Hunched over like he was, he looked more feminine than ever. And the uniform… it just seemed to thrill her in so many pleasant ways. Her maid. Her very own maid. And… something much more. But trying to define what that “something much more” really amount to was beyond her capabilities just then. Not that she was really concerned about it.

	She watched as he finished with the dishes and dried his hands with a dish towel – and then seemed to stare at his lavender painted fingernails for a moment as if he was admiring them. Perhaps he was. The simple gesture seemed so totally feminine, not masculine at all. Which reminded her, she still had to address some of his other masculine habits! Eventually, anyway.

	Chad put the dishtowel down and turned around toward Mel. “Would you like me to make you something for breakfast?” he asked.

	Mel smiled. So nice! “Maybe just some toast. Have you eaten?”

	“Not yet,” Chad replied.

	“Then make your own breakfast too while you’re making mine. The baby cereal is in the cabinet.”

	Ugh! Baby cereal. Now she was not only making him eat it, but she was making him make it for himself too! “Yes, Mistress,” he replied with a disappointed curtsey. Baby cereal again! Yuck!

	Mel’s cup of coffee was halfway done by the time her toast popped up. She hadn’t moved from her spot leaning up against the counter where she was watching him stir the pot of baby cereal. Chad grabbed her toast and put it directly onto a plate. “Do you want me to butter it for you?” he asked.

	She thought a brief moment. It would be nice, but… “No, I’ll take care of it myself. Just leave it there on the counter and get back to your breakfast.” As Chad turned the burner off under his cereal, she opened the refrigerator and chose one of her jams to spread on the bread. As she was fixing her single slice of toast, she watched him pour his cereal into a child’s plastic bowl and carry it over to set on the table next to his highchair. She warmed up her coffee by pouring more into the cup as she watched him pulling the tray off. She picked up her slice of toast and leaned back against the counter again as she watched him looking around, trying to figure out how he was going to work everything. She almost giggled. “Let me help you.”

	Chad climbed up into the highchair, and she put the tray in place for him, essentially locking him into the chair. She picked up one of his bibs that she kept close by and tied it around his neck. As messy as he was when he ate the cereal, he really needed it. She picked up his bowl and put it on the tray for him. But there was still something missing… no, two things. “No spoon?” she asked. “Or would you prefer to eat it with your fingers?”

	Chad looked around the tray for his usual baby spoon and realized he had forgotten it. “I forgot the spoon, Mistress. Please may I have one?”

	So polite! She loved it. Instead of answering, she grabbed one of his spoons and stuck it down on his tray for him. “Don’t forget, you use that thing now like Sandy showed you.”

	Chad felt instantly frustrated. “But Mistress, it’s hard. And I keep dropping more of the food.”

	“It’s easy enough for babies. So it should be easy enough for you,” Mel replied with a bit of a wicked grin. She picked up the other missing item and also set it in front of him – his latest baby bottle that he had yet to finish.

	Chad grabbed the spoon in his left fist and dug it into the mushy cereal. He got it mostly to his mouth before half of it fell off and landed on his tray. Even at the best of times he dripped a good bit of the cereal onto the tray, or his bib… or his face. But now, he had a feeling that he wasn’t going to get a whole lot of the cereal actually into his mouth this morning. It was humiliating enough having to eat the unrecognizable taste of the bland baby cereal every morning. It was worse that he usually dripped much of it off of his spoon and made a mess like a baby. It was even more humiliating to have someone watching him do it all the time. And now, having to hold the spoon like an infant and try to get everything to his mouth made the whole exercise that much worse – and humiliating. Yet a part of him was more thrilled than ever by that very fact!

	“Any trouble with your earrings?” Mel asked.

	He shook his head. “None. It’s a bit difficult trying to get them back into the holes after I cleaned them.”

	“You’ll get used to it,” Mel replied with a small smile.

	 


Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 2 of 7)

	Chad had hoped that going to the grocery store with Mel, while dressed as her maid, would get easier, but somehow it still seemed terribly embarrassing. Yes, he had been wearing nothing but dresses – everywhere – for quite a while now. But still, these public outings were more than a bit unnerving. He still noticed all too many people staring at him everywhere he went… and today things were no different. Of course he couldn’t really blame any of them. Under normal circumstances, if he came across a man that was dressed like he was, he supposed that he would stare too.

	As he pushed the grocery cart following Mel around the store, people stared at him on every aisle. He was also fairly certain that one or two were purposely following him just so they could keep watching him. Maybe he should have worn the ballet outfit that Mel was getting him instead of his maid’s uniform – and put on a real show for them. Then they’d have something to really look at! He certainly kept that thought to himself! If Mel ever picked up on the idea he had no doubt that he’d really be in for trouble! And it was a good thing that he didn’t have the whole ballet outfit… yet.

	The cart filled up fast since both he and Mel were picking up items and throwing them in. Mel picked up things on a whim, the items he chose were all from his list. Once again, Mel loaded several boxes of the green tea bags into the cart – more boxes than usual. Chad was also glad to see Mel adding lots of jars of fruit juices. Since he was drinking so much more now than ever before, the juices were a pleasant break from her lousy tasting tea.

	All morning long he had been wetting every few minutes. Not much was coming out, but he was going very often. He wasn’t trying to wet, and he certainly didn’t dare try to hold back at all. Since it was happening so often, he stopped worrying about trying to make himself go and just let it happen on its own – without any thought on his part. The way things seemed to be going, he figured that as long as he kept drinking plenty of fluids, he had very little to worry about as far as getting his diapers to leak on time. The diaper he was wearing now had been fairly fresh when they left Mel’s apartment, but it certainly wasn’t fresh now!

	In the baby-food aisle, Chad wasn’t happy to see Mel pick up two more boxes of baby cereal and throw them into the cart. She didn’t even ask him what kind he preferred – not that it mattered since he couldn’t really tell much of a difference anyway. All of it was bad! She also added way too many jars of baby food. Something he was really not happy to see either. He did a good bit of the cooking for her and he looked forward to eating some of what he cooked. More baby food meant that he might not get to eat much that was decent.

	While they were in the baby aisle, there seemed to be more people around than Chad was happy about. Some of them he recognized as people who had seemed to follow him around the store. They couldn’t all need stuff from this aisle, could they?

	Chad’s thoughts about the people watching him were interrupted by Mel. “How is your diaper?”

	“Getting wetter, Mistress,” he replied very quietly, but still in his sissy voice.

	“Are you sure?” Mel asked, sounding like she was talking louder than before. “You haven’t had anything to drink since we left the house. Maybe you should be carrying your bottle around and drinking from it while we shop.”

	Chad was horrified. Things were already bad enough! “I’m doing fine so far, Mistress,” he replied in just barely above a whisper. “I still seem to be wetting pretty often.”

	Mel just looked at him, then she looked around at some of the other people in the aisle. The only child she saw was one very young baby sitting in his mother’s cart. When she turned back toward Chad, the glint in her eyes sent a quick shudder down his spine. “Let me see. Show me your diaper.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. “Here?” he asked. “Now?”

	Mel instantly got stern. “Yes, here and now! I said show me your diaper!”

	When Chad seemed to hesitate, she got angrier. “Show me your diaper right now… and you better do it the way you were taught last week!”

	Chad’s eyes bulged. Everyone was looking at him… and Mel was making sure that half the store could hear her!

	“Do it now!” Mel demanded angrily.

	Her angry voice and the angry look on her face launched Chad into motion before she might do something he would really be sorry about. As he had practiced so many times in her living room last week, he quickly grabbed his skirt and pulled it as high as he could, blatantly showing off what he was wearing underneath – which was only an obviously very wet diaper. Chad’s face turned very red as he stood there holding his skirt up high. And Mel kept him standing there like that, much longer than necessary – making sure that everyone around got a real good look. And then Mel said, “Turn the other way and show the people behind you what you’re wearing too!”

	Chad’s face was burning beet red as he slowly turned toward the other direction. He noticed a tangle of people standing at the far end of the aisle, all looking in his direction. Mel made him stand there like that for a few moments before she let him turn back again and lower his skirt before smoothing it back into place. Chad felt so small and humiliated.

	“That’s one demerit for not doing as you were told right away!” Mel stated. And then she reached for her purse. “You better keep drinking,” she added as she reached inside and pulled out one of his bottles. I think it’s time to start cutting back on that two-hour time limit you have.”

	Chad reluctantly accepted the baby bottle she handed him and put it to his lips. He felt like such an infant as he nursed the bottle while following her up and down the aisles. Why was it that the ground never seemed to open up and swallow him when it was supposed to? He had certainly wished for it enough!

	When they got back to Mel’s apartment, Chad was kept busy for quite a while going up and down the steps carrying the groceries in and then finding places to put everything away. The problem was further compounded by all the baby bottles taking up so much space in Mel’s refrigerator. As he was putting away the boxes of baby cereal into her cabinet, a thought reached through to his brain. He had just finished peeing. But he didn’t really remember peeing. Yet he remembered finishing. He had been peeing so often and had been so busy with other things that the fact that he had been peeing didn’t even register in him till he was done. How strange!

	His diaper leaked long before it was time. And when it started leaking, he had to think to remember if he had just peed or not. Yes, he definitely remembered it. He had just been too busy to pay much attention to it. Unfortunately, as soon as he was once again into a fresh diaper, Mel shaved fifteen minutes off of his usual two-hour time limit. “Since you seem to be getting so good at this, then let’s make sure you stay good at it,” Mel declared. “An hour and forty-five minutes!”

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy!

	While Mel ate a salad for lunch that he had fixed for her, Chad had to stand in the corner on his perch. The inactivity and lack of anything else to think about gave him a chance to concentrate more on what was going on with his peeing. Unlike before, when he might or might not pee while standing in his corner, today he was peeing frequently, which given his even shorter time limit was now a good thing. But what surprised him the most was that it seemed like all too often he didn’t know ahead of time that he was going to pee. If his mind was wandering even a little bit, he seemed to miss the usual pre-notification his body would give him and he wouldn’t realize that he was peeing till he was already doing it. It was something he found not only fascinating, but exciting as well. Unfortunately, it also meant that Mel was making all too much headway against the terms of the bet!

	Every time he finished peeing, he found himself concentrating harder than ever on his body feelings, trying to notice that little bit of early notification that would tell him he was about to pee. Often, he succeeded. But other times, since it was almost impossible to concentrate on the same thing for so long and his mind would wander elsewhere, he missed the notification entirely and was only brought back to reality by the feeling of the pee escaping his body. It was fascinating. It was exciting. But it was also troubling… and frustrating!

	As soon as Mel finished her lunch, she allowed Chad to get himself off of his perch and out of the corner. But Chad quickly found himself going from being confined in the corner to confined in his highchair. A few minutes later, he was colorfully adorned with not only his bib but a growing amount of colorful baby food that kept dropping from the tiny baby spoon Mel required him to use – holding it baby-style. But from all the baby food he had seen Mel buying earlier, he had suspected that he would get nothing but baby food for lunch. In fact, baby food was becoming more and more normal for him on the weekends. Unfortunately.

	While Chad was eating, Mel busied herself looking through her music collection, which held a surprising collection of classical ballet music. She selected the music she wanted to hear but didn’t turn it on yet. As Chad was finishing his lunch, she glanced around at her apartment. There were a few things that needed to be done, but they all could wait. Besides, they would be Sissy’s problem to deal with, not hers.

	As soon as she could, she cleaned Sissy up from his lunch – not an easy job considering the mess he was – and let him up out of the highchair. She led him into her living room where she again sat in her favorite chair. “Okay,” she said. “Let’s see what you remember about ballet from yesterday.” Chad quickly moved to where he could support himself by resting his arm against the back of her sofa. “First position!” Mel commanded. Since she had only shown him two positions yesterday, first position was easy to remember. Getting into it though was awkward as he attempted to put his heels together with his feet turned completely away from each other. The heels on his feet didn’t help matters either!

	Over and over again, Mel had him go back and forth between first and second position, adding the little transition step in between. When she felt satisfied, she turned the music on – ballet music from her collection. Somehow, Chad found things all that much more difficult as he tried to keep up with her counting the time to the music that was playing all too loudly. Simple little steps, but they weren’t so simple – for him.

	When she was satisfied, she stopped the music. “Okay,” she said. “Now it’s time for third position.”

	Chad wasn’t too happy about that and wondered just how many positions there were to learn. He was betting a lot of them!

	With his feet still turned outward at an impossible angle, she had him put the heel of one foot right up against the instep of his other foot. He really needed to hold onto the back of the couch for that one. She had him do it with both feet. Then she had him go back and forth using the same little transition step where he put his foot out with his toe pointed before moving to the next position. Over and over again she made him do it. Then she turned the music on to watch. Chad was ever so grateful when her phone rang and she quickly turned the music off before answering it.

	“Hello?” she said into the phone. “Really? Of course! Come on over now. I can’t wait!”

	Chad was instantly afraid. Who had called? Who was coming over? “Um… Mistress?” he asked uncertainly, worried about being seen by whoever was coming to her apartment.

	Mel smiled, guessing by his fear that he was worried about who might see him. “I don’t know why you’re worried, you go out everywhere dressed like you are. People see you all the time looking like you do. I’d think you’d be used to it by now… and if not… then I suggest you get used to it! You’re going to be in that maid’s dress for a very, very long time!”

	Chad seriously doubted that he’d ever get over the fear of wearing dresses in public – as much as he really did love it. And as for wearing his maid’s dress for a long time… well, not if he won the bet – which he was still very much determined to do! His thinking was suddenly interrupted when someone knocked at her door.

	“You’re the maid,” Mel said to him, “go answer it!”

	 


Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 3 of 7)

	Reluctantly Chad headed for the door, still afraid that it might be some stranger that would see him. But when he opened the door, he was pleasantly surprised to see Sandy standing there with a large case in her hand.

	“Hi Sissy,” Sandy said as she stepped inside.

	Chad curtseyed as she walked past him and replied, “Hi Sandy.” But she barely paid any more attention to him.

	“Hi Sandy,” Mel said as her guest walked in. “I can’t wait to see what you’ve got.”

	“Maybe we should spread it out on the kitchen table,” Sandy suggested. “I’m going to need some room for all this.”

	Mel just gestured toward the table as she followed her into the kitchen. Chad remained where he had been standing by the front door, totally clueless as to what was going on. “Aren’t you going to join us?” Mel asked him. “She came here with the plans for redecorating your apartment.”

	Chad was totally surprised… and delighted. Why didn’t anybody tell him? He hurried straight into the kitchen and watched as Sandy began pulling papers and pictures out of her case and laying them out on the table. The minute he saw one of the pictures she had drawn herself of his proposed living room, he stared at it intently and amazed. “All right!” he exclaimed before he had realized he had even said it. The picture looked much better than anything he had ever imagined.

	Sandy glanced quickly, and conspiratorially, at Mel before she looked to Chad. “I take it you approve?”

	“Very much!” Chad replied as he pulled the drawing over to where he could see it better.

	“That’s just the living room,” Sandy replied. “Here, let me show you better pictures of the furniture I have in mind.

	The three of them spent the next twenty minutes going through everything that Sandy had come up with for his entire apartment. The pool table was there along with everything else he had mentioned – and much more besides. All the furniture was rich and expensive looking – and Chad guessed that it probably was expensive. Mel had said that the sky was the limit, and it looked like Sandy had taken that statement quite literally – which please Chad to no end.

	Here, here was what he wanted his apartment to be like. Here was what he wanted his life to be. This was what he wanted to show off to all his friends – if he ever got any friends. And this… this was his reason for winning the bet! Now he had more incentive than ever! He was going to win this bet… no matter what it took!

	Chad didn’t see the sly look that Sandy gave to Mel as he was staring at everything that was laid out on the table. “Oh,” Sandy suddenly added. “I have more.” She glanced one more time up at Mel.

	“More?” Chad asked, not knowing what more there could possibly be.

	Sandy began gathering up everything that she had put down on the table and put it all into one big pile and pushed it out of the way. Then she reached into her case once again and began pulling out more pictures. Many more pictures! “Now this was the part that I really enjoyed,” she said to Mel. Everything I just showed him I’ve done a hundred times over… the typical ‘guys’ hangout. But this… This was fun!” She began laying out more designs and pictures on the table and sorting them out.

	Chad saw lots of pink and soft purples and white in the pictures. Then he saw the title at the top of one of her drawings – The Nursery! He nearly died as he saw what she had done.

	Sandy looked to Mel. “You said to make it big… no size limit. So I made it big enough to hold everything I could think of.”

	Mel pulled the design for Chad’s nursery over to where she could see it better. Perfect! Absolutely perfect! The room was the perfect baby girl’s room – designed for a “big” baby girl. Sandy had included a crib, and a changing table, and a dresser that any little girl would love. The rest of the spacious room was taken up with a large playpen that looked to be built into one of the corners. There was a toy box and toy shelves that Sandy had filled with dolls in her picture. A colorful rocking horse occupied a small part of the space as well. A table with a tea set on it was not far from the rocking horse. So many little other items were included, like the diaper pail and even a rocking chair that was painted and decorated very obviously for a small girl – despite the real size the chair would have to be. A separate picture showed the walk-in closet design, partially filled with little girl dresses and shoes. Still another picture showed the attached bathroom – again, very much decorated for a little girl.

	Chad stared at the bathroom picture for a moment. There was something odd about it… something was missing. And then he figured out what it was. “There’s no toilet in this bathroom,” he pointed out.

	Sandy grinned. “You catch on quickly!”

	“This would be the door leading into the master bedroom?” Mel asked as she pointed at the picture.

	“Yes,” Sandy replied. “And this one would lead out to other parts of the house.”

	Mel stared at the picture and noticed something else. “What are these odd triangles in all the corners?”

	“I sort of modified his perch idea and put one of them in each corner. When they’re folded up against the walls, they look like just a large piece of the molding decoration. But all you have to do is pull it down and… instant perch. I figure you could actually put them all over your house. That way you’d always have one handy if you need it, and unless anyone else actually knew what it was, they would never know.”

	“I love it!” Mel declared. She pushed the picture over toward Chad. “See this? This is what I’m going to have built for you when you lose the bet. I wanted you to see those other pictures Sandy did for you, just so you would know how much you won’t be getting. This is what a big part of your new life is going to be. Not that other stuff… this!”

	Chad stared at the pictures in front of him. Baby girl – everything! But before he could say anything, Mel leaned over toward him and continued. “Don’t go getting any ideas about getting all that other masculine stuff when you win this bet, because we both know how much you really love being a baby, not to mention how much you love wearing dresses all the time. And we both also know that you’re losing more and more of your control.” She leaned in close to him. Pressing the argument now was important! “And you do want to lose control. Isn’t that why you entered this bet in the first place?” Her voice was calm and quiet – calculated to be convincing. “Deep down, you really want to lose. You love wearing diapers, and you love wearing dresses. You love wearing high heels. And whether you admit it or not, you love wearing it all in public… showing it off. Despite all your fears, you love being totally humiliated.

	“And that’s what these drawing represent. Not playing pool with a bunch of smelly, beer-drinking guys, but enjoying your nice soft life with no other cares than to cook and keep the house clean. These pictures represent a life where you get to wear pretty dresses all the time. You get to wear your nice soft diapers all the time, with no worries about wetting in them.

	“The other pictures represent a life where you can no longer wear your diapers or dresses when you want. You’ll have to keep it all hidden again – forever – worrying constantly about someone finding out. Yes, if you win, I will buy you everything you want. But remember this, as much as you love doing it, the life you really crave will be completely out of reach… untouchable. And you’ll regret winning the bet forever. You’ll think about the time you spent with me, doing everything that you love… and so much more. You’ll remember it all – longingly. But the pool table and the TV and the stereo won’t bring you the things you desire the most. They won’t bring you back the life you really crave. That will all be gone, completely. You’ll have all that other stuff, but the life you really want will be gone – untouchable. Something you crave so much… something you could have had so easily… will be denied you – forever. No going back. Nothing you really want in life… if you win.”

	Mel pulled over the picture of the nursery that Sandy had designed. “But this… This is everything you’ve craved all your life. Everything you’ve always dreamed of – all your life. It’s all right here. So easily obtainable! You love wearing pretty dresses. You love wearing high heels. You even love wearing diapers all the time. And despite your fears, you love doing it all in public… doing it all, freely. You love having no choice in the matter. You love having someone else in charge… of you.

	“I had Sandy draw up these other designs, just so you could realize how much you would lose… not how much you would win if you manage to retain your control – which we both know isn’t very likely.”

	And then, before either of them could say anything else, Chad suddenly felt the telltale tickle of his diaper leaking and realized that he was once again peeing – without realizing he was going to. The sudden odd feeling startled him and he quickly glanced down at his leg to see a tiny dribble of pee running down it a few inches.

	Mel saw what he was looking at too. “See,” she said in her same soft but convincing voice. “I’ll bet you don’t even hardly think about going in your diapers anymore. I’ll bet it’s all become so easy… so normal, that you hardly notice you’re doing it. Because deep down, you don’t want to notice it. You want it to be easy. You want it to be totally uncontrolled.” She stood up straight from where she had been leaning on the table near him. “Come on, lets get that diaper changed for you.”

	It was almost like Chad was in some other world. He had seen all the pictures. He had heard every word that Mel had said. And every word that she had said had been true… except… he did want the things that Sandy had designed for him. Despite his inner longings for the things that Mel had in mind, he still wanted the things from his male life too. But the things that Mel had said…

	He followed her to her bathroom where he laid down on the floor with his dress pulled up high and out of the way. Neither of them said a word as she removed his soggy diaper, put some fresh baby lotion on him… and unfortunately, pulled out another suppository and stuck it way up inside of him before taping the fresh diaper into place. It almost seemed like she had done it all… lovingly – although he wasn’t totally sure about the suppository part. His mind was really in too much of a whirl to know anything for sure. He was really just trying to make sense of… everything.

	Mel stood back up after diapering him and washed her hands while he climbed to his feet. She had given him lots to think about… lots of things that might tip him toward wanting to lose the bet now… or maybe even just caving in altogether. It was time now for a slightly different approach. One where he could spend time thinking about everything she had just said. He was just getting to his feet and was starting to pull his dress back down over his diaper again. “Leave it up!” she commanded. “Keep it up where I can see your diaper.”

	Chad pulled the skirt of his uniform back up again.

	“Now go stand in your corner till I tell you to get out… and think about what I just said.”

	Chad headed reluctantly for his corner and the perch he would have to be stuck standing on. Mel followed him. “Where’s your pacifier?” she asked.

	“I’ve got one in my purse,” he replied.

	“Get it. Quickly!”

	Chad ran for his purse and dug through it till he found it, and stuck the thing into his mouth. Then, with his head hanging down, he slowly headed back toward his corner again. Mel was standing there waiting for him. She watched as he climbed up onto it and got into position, fully into the corner. She leaned over close to him again. “Don’t forget, you’ve only got an hour and forty-five minutes to get that diaper leaking… and while you’re there, you won’t be getting anything to drink. And if it does start leaking, don’t bother telling me… let it leak. I want you to stay there till that suppository does its job and I can’t stand the smell anymore. I’ll tell you when you can move, and I suspect it’s going to be a very long time!”

	She leaned in closer to him again. “So while you’re there, you’ll have plenty of time to think about all those nice pictures that Sandy did for you… and everything in them. And you’ll also have time to think about the pictures she did for me and how much you really crave everything they represent. Think about them both.” Her voice dropped almost to a whisper. “And think about how alone you’re going to be if you win.”

	She left him then to his thoughts. She had put forth her arguments – arguments designed to convince him of how much he really didn’t want the things he had asked Sandy to design for him. It was much like she did in court or with clients. Half the battle was convincing them that they really wanted to do what she wanted them to. Sometimes it worked, and sometimes it didn’t. In Chad’s case, she hoped the chances were more in her favor. There was still time left for her to win this bet… but that time was growing shorter.

	She spent a few minutes after that, talking with Sandy and thanking her for what she had done. After Sandy had left, she spent a lot of time going through the pictures again… all of them. Two of the pictures, she picked up and set aside. She had plans for those pictures.

	 


Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 4 of 7)

	Chad stood in his corner, alone… again. He couldn’t really hear what Mel and Sandy were talking about in the kitchen. He couldn’t see anything except the blurry walls almost up against his eyeballs. He couldn’t move without getting in trouble… in fact, as long as he was standing on the miserable bar, he couldn’t move his feet at all. He suddenly felt himself wetting a tiny bit again. As Mel had said earlier, he was wetting all too easily. And yet… and yet… he liked it that way. The feeling – or almost lack of feeling – fascinated him. And for some strange and dumb unknown reason, the thought stimulated a tiny twinge of sexual thrill from his penis trapped inside of his chastity device. He quickly hoped that he didn’t start growing down there again. The darn thing had already given him too much pain today as it was. And why was the thing acting up now again… after being dormant for so long?

	But the stimulating feelings from wetting himself soon died, as did all other stimulation. And he was once again stuck with only his thoughts to occupy his mind. And since he had just been given so much to think about, there was no way he couldn’t turn things over and over in his mind. He couldn’t see anything, he couldn’t hear anything, he couldn’t move – despite the aching in his feet and legs and wanting to move badly. He was stuck alone with just his thoughts – and his pacifier, which since he had no other stimulation, gave him more pleasure than ever.

	Did he really want the pool table and the ultimate “guys hangout?” Yes he did. He knew he did – without a doubt. But despite all the humiliation, which he knew he really did crave, he also desired all the things that life with Mel would mean. The girly things… the baby things… all of it. He wanted both lives! But both lives were impossible. Was Mel really asking him to make a choice? It was an impossible question. And wasn’t that what the bet was about? Her training him… forcing him… to do things to rob him of his male life. It wasn’t about making things easy for her… he didn’t think so anyway. And he really did want the pool table and all the other stuff. And what about the one big item, his self respect? What about that? What about walking down the street with his head held high, confident about life once again?

	And what about all his strange inner desires – desires that seemed to rule his life all too much. What about all those things that he craved so much… that he dreamed of so much. He wanted them just as much, if not more.

	He wanted both lives – equally. But both lives couldn’t be!

	There was not a sound in the apartment, although once in a while, Chad could hear the soft tapping of Mel typing on her laptop. But she wasn’t typing much. His legs and feet had passed from aching, to outright pain, to an aching numbness. While he had stood in the corner for long times before, he had never been left here this long. He wondered how much time had passed – it seemed like an eternity. He was growing very tired. Despite having nothing to drink, he had continued to wet himself frequently. Often, he had no warning that he was going to wet, but more and more now, he was realizing when it was going to happen – maybe because he had nothing else to concentrate on.

	And then a new sensation hit him. One he recognized immediately. With no other sensations to occupy his mind, he was plagued by every tiny little sensation of the stupid suppository suddenly doing its job. He hated it. He didn’t hold back for even a second. He wanted it to finish – and quickly! After standing in the corner for so long with no other stimulation, the entire experience seemed to be heightened as he messed his diaper thoroughly and without any control. Ugh! And yet, there was something about it that also stimulated his under exercised sexual need. But fortunately, the lousy chastity device didn’t give him any pain.

	He could smell himself now. With only one diaper on, and with no plastic panties, and without the tight confines of the all-in-one girdles he usually wore, the smell reeked out from him quickly and horribly. Yet it was another sensation for him to concentrate on as he stood confined in his corner. Maybe now Mel would release him! But he continued to stand there, now reeking horribly, while Mel continued to work on her laptop in the living room. Couldn’t she smell him? Ugh! He had been there so long now! He wanted to be released!

	Mel sniffed the air and looked over at Sissy in his corner. He still hadn’t moved that she could see. Good! She wondered how he managed to stand there so long without moving. But that was what he was supposed to be doing. She glanced at the clock. It had been over an hour and fifteen minutes since she had put him there. His diaper looked fairly wet as well as messy. She decided to leave him in his messy diaper for another five minutes. Despite the stink that was starting to fill the room, she went back to her work once again.

	Finally, finally, Chad sensed Mel’s presence next to him.

	“You smell like a messy baby,” she said. “I think you’ve been there long enough for now. Get out of there and let’s get you cleaned up.”

	Chad gratefully extracted himself from the perch and the corner. But he had been there so long that doing so was very difficult. Every little movement, from every part of his body, seemed to hurt. His knees wouldn’t bend without pain. And his feet… his feet wanted to be wearing much higher heels than the low heeled pumps he was wearing now. Just bending his ankles was a major chore.

	“Go on back to your apartment and get yourself a shower,” Mel said. “I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

	Chad painfully, and carefully, made his way toward her door. Before he bent down to pick up his purse, he started to pull the skirt of his uniform back down again.

	“Leave it!” Mel’s voice commanded from somewhere behind him. “Let anyone who’s out there see your messy diaper.”

	Chad pulled his skirt back up again and bent down to pick up his purse, hoping as he did it that the mess in his diaper wouldn’t leak out. He got lucky. With his skirt pulled up and fully exposing his wet and messy diaper underneath, he went back to his apartment. Fortunately, there was nobody else around outside as he walked the short distance – he didn’t think there was anyone who saw him anyway.

	Mel unlocked Chad’s apartment door with her key and went inside. She headed straight for his only chair and deposited the things she had brought with her on it. Then she headed toward his bathroom. He was just getting out of the shower. Good! “Dry yourself off,” she told him. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

	She went back to his living room and picked up the things from his chair – two pictures that Sandy had done, and a roll of tape. She held the pictures next to each other up against his living room wall, moving them here and there, trying to find the best arrangement for them. Finally, she settled on a placement that she liked. Grabbing the roll of tape, she began taping them in place, right next to each other, directly below his framed copy of the bet. One picture was of the design Sandy had done for his living room. The other picture was the design Sandy had come up with for his eventual nursery.

	The pictures were all things she wanted him to keep thinking about. She wanted them to continually remind him of the things she had told him earlier. She wanted him to remember everything he would lose if he won the bet.

	She went back to his bathroom and watched as he taped another fresh diaper in place. “An hour and forty-five,” she said as she turned around and headed for his closet. She glanced through his clothes for a minute before selecting the pale pink and white checked babyish dress. She hung the dress on a door knob and went back for the pink high-heeled mary-jane shoes she had made him buy to go with the dress. Chad had his bra and waist cincher on again and was ready to finish getting dressed. “Put your uniform back on again for now,” she instructed. “Then bring these with you. Since Sandy was so nice to do all that work for you, then I think it would be nice if you wore her favorite outfit for her when she comes over for dinner.”

	Without giving it another thought, Mel walked straight back to her apartment.

	Chad had an ulterior motive behind the dinner he was preparing. While the stuffed pork-chop recipe seemed like a lot of work, it wasn’t really. He prepared four servings enough for Mel, Cassie, Sandy, and himself. All too many of his meals on the weekends turned out to be nothing but baby food. Or else, Mel cut his dinner up into tiny baby bite-sized pieces and mashed everything all up together. He was hoping that the pork chops would be too difficult for her to do that with. He planned on steaming the fresh vegetables so they would be just barely done, hoping they would taste fresher.

	He had everything mostly ready. The pork chops were in the oven cooking, but he couldn’t do anything else yet. He grabbed his latest baby bottle and took another long drink, trying to keep himself peeing. He glanced at the clock, time was running out. Since Mel had trimmed that fifteen minutes off of his time limit and then had left him for so long in the corner with nothing to drink, he wasn’t peeing quite as much as he had earlier in the day – although that situation seemed to be getting back on track again quickly. But since it took a while to get back to where he was peeing so frequently, his diaper wasn’t quite ready to start leaking yet. He drank furiously now, trying to make the seemingly impossible happen, and all the while, the clock kept ticking down toward his deadline.

	“Are you leaking?” Mel called from the living room.

	“No Mistress. Not yet.” Chad replied, unhappily.

	“Then don’t forget to tell me the minute you do!”

	“I will, Mistress,” he replied. And he would tell her – the very instant he even thought he was leaking. Because every minute that went by meant more punishment. He forgot all about dinner as he drank his bottle furiously. Fortunately, dinner could take care of itself for quite a while.

	Once again, Chad was only noticing that he was peeing, while he was actually doing it. There was no notice before. But that was something he didn’t even think about. The only thing he really wanted to notice was the telltale tickle of his diaper leaking. It was another full ten minutes before he finally felt it. If Mel hadn’t trimmed his time limit, he would have been just fine! It wasn’t fair! “Mistress! I’m leaking!” he announced quickly.

	Mel glanced at the clock. “Ten minutes! That’s way too much! Well, get over here and start preparing the floor. I want to get this over with. And don’t forget, we’ve got to take care of that demerit for not showing off your diaper earlier in the store too!”

	Chad had forgotten about the demerit. Why couldn’t Mel have forgotten about it too? Twenty swats with her yardstick. Ugh! He wasn’t looking forward to it. He grabbed a stack of disposable diapers that she kept in her bathroom for him. Many of them had been used for similar purposes before. He spread them out all over the floor in his usual punishment area. Then as Mel got up from her seat where she was working, he pulled the skirt of his dress up high and out of the way again. He was certainly doing that a lot lately. Why did Mel even bother to make him wear the thing?

	Mel quickly examined the diapers covering the floor as she headed to the corner where she kept her yardstick. The floor looked to be adequately protected – unlike what Sissy’s ass was about to be. She stood back and said nothing, only staring at him. And after a moment, Sissy untapped his soggy diaper and let it fall to the floor. Then he leaned over and put his hands up against the back of the chair. His bottom rose up higher, inviting her to punish it with her stick. As she prepared to hit him, she saw his neck tense up as he prepared himself for the pain of her first swat. She didn’t disappoint him. “One!”

	She watched as he stood up, curtseyed, and thanked her in his sissy voice before leaning back over for the second blow. Punishing him like this was a time consuming process, but it was also fulfilling in a way. She didn’t really know why, but there were definitely things about it that were, for lack of a better way to put it, fulfilling. “Two!”

	Sissy stood back up, curtseyed again and thanked her, then leaned back over. She saw his bottom rise up to the required position once again, but as soon as it was where it should be, she noticed a stream of pee escaping out of him, falling down onto the floor below where it was quickly absorbed by the diapers underneath. And the odd thing was, the he didn’t seem to even notice. Swat! “Three!”

	There were tears in Sissy’s eyes after the tenth blow and his words were nearly unrecognizable around the blubbering he was doing. “Now we have to take care of that nasty demerit,” she pronounced. She only had to glance at the back of the chair for Sissy to resume his position and get ready for the next attack on his backside. Swish! Swat! “One!” she pronounced once again. But before Sissy could even stand back up to thank her for it, she saw that he was peeing again – as if the blow from her stick had pushed it all out of him. But what surprised her even more, was that he didn’t react to the fact that he was peeing till he was almost done, which was right before his curtsey. And then, it was only a small reaction since she had told him before that his peeing shouldn’t stop anything that he was doing.

	Chad thanked her once again for punishing him – in his blubbering sissy voice. And then quickly added, “I just peed, Mistress, so you don’t have to punish me more for that!” He wanted to make sure that he wouldn’t receive an additional five blows for not peeing while he was being punished.”

	Mel was startled by his statement. “I saw,” she said as if it was the most common thing in the world. But as Sissy was preparing himself for her next swat, the only thing that she could think about was that it was the second time he had peed during his punishment, not his first. Did that mean that he didn’t even know he had peed the first time? The thought was encouraging!

	As soon as she had finished punishing him, and he was once again diapered, and working on another hour and forty-five minute time limit, she had him change into his sissy baby dress and the pink heels. “Make sure you keep them clean!” she warned.

	Chad, still trying to stop the last of his crying, only curtseyed before heading tearfully to her bedroom to change.

	 


Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 5 of 7)

	Mel’s doorbell rang just as Chad was pulling the steamed vegetables out of the pot.

	“Sissy… Get the door!” Mel called from the living room.

	Chad quickly put everything down, wiped his hands on a dish towel, and hurried toward the door – fairly confident and hoping that it would be Sandy and Cassie arriving. He was not disappointed.

	“Oh! You’ve got new earrings!” Cassie exclaimed as she walked in the moment he had finished his curtseying greeting. She stopped to examine the multi-colored spots on his ears closer. I like them,” she declared before walking further into the apartment.

	Sandy was still standing in the doorway, staring at him. “I still love that dress on you!” she stated happily before she too walked in. She glanced back at him once again before she sat down in the living room with Cassie and Mel.

	Chad hurried back to the kitchen to finish dinner. When it was ready, and all dished out on the plates. He reluctantly put his own plate into the refrigerator… where he knew that Mel would want him to put it. He took one more quick drink from his latest bottle before calling everyone to the table.

	“Mmmm. Looks good,” Cassie declared as she sat down.

	Mel looked up at Sissy from her seat. “Back in your corner,” she ordered. “We shouldn’t need you for a little while.”

	Chad reluctantly headed toward the corner he had already spent too much time in.

	“Pacifier!” Mel yelled behind him.

	Chad quickly went back and found his pacifier on the kitchen counter. He took the opportunity to take another long drink from his bottle before putting the pacifier back into his mouth and then heading back to his corner. The women all seemed to be ignoring him as he climbed up onto his perch and pressed his body into the tight confines of the corner walls. One thing he noticed as he climbed up onto his perch, was that the much higher heels he was wearing made the height of the perch less of a difference. While the heels of his shoes were still off of the ground, it wasn’t by quite as much – which made the shoes on his feet more comfortable on the perch than his low-heeled shoes.

	He couldn’t really hear what any of the women were talking about. He heard some laughter occasionally, but he had no idea what it was about… probably him. Twice while he was there he noticed himself peeing. And as usual, that was the only thing of interest that his body had to feel. Boring! Boring! Boring!

	“Another great meal,” Cassie declared as she sat back and pushed her plate away. “I have to tell you, I’m really enjoying these Sunday dinners.”

	“Me too!” Sandy agreed. “It’s the best meal I eat all week!”

	Mel smiled. “I have to say, I enjoy the company too… not to mention the meal!”

	“Sissy really is a good cook!” Sandy declared.

	The mention of Sissy made Mel look over toward him in his corner. She hadn’t really been watching him at all during dinner. But right now he was right where he was supposed to be – in his corner and out of the way. She sighed. “I guess I better fix his dinner for him. We may as well let him eat before he cleans the kitchen up.”

	Sandy giggled as they all got up from the table together. “Baby food again?” she asked.

	Mel shook her head. “Not this time. I don’t want to waste all the food that I bought – and he fixed. She opened the refrigerator and pulled out the plate that Sissy had prepared for himself. She held it out so everyone could see. The plate had been fixed just as nicely as the ones he had prepared for everyone else. “Imagine,” Mel said, “he thinks he’s going to get to eat this just like it is. I don’t know why he even bothered!” She set the plate down on the counter, grabbed a sharp knife and a fork, and went to work cutting his food up into very tiny pieces. She had no trouble with the vegetables of course, but the pork chops… “Ugh! This is hard!” she complained before she had gotten very far. But she kept at it.

	“Why do you bother doing it that way?” Sandy asked. “Real babies can’t eat anything like that.”

	“Is there a better way?” Mel asked, fairly certain there wasn’t.

	“Don’t you have a blender? That’s what we usually used when I was younger to fix table food for the babies.”

	“A blender?” Mel smiled and hunted around in one of her bottom cabinets. A moment later, she dragged the thing out and plugged it in. She motioned toward Sandy. “Show me.”

	Sandy smiled. “Well, it’s really very easy.” She took all of the vegetables that Mel had already cut up and put them into the blender, then she turned it on. Two seconds later, everything in the blender was reduced to nothing but mush. “See,” Sandy said, “instant baby food.”

	“That’s great,” Mel declared. “But how about the pork chops?”

	Sandy emptied the colorful vegetable mush from the blender onto Chad’s plate. Then she grabbed the pork chops and pulled them apart with her hands and stuffed them into the blender. “You’ve got to add some water for things like this,” she explained before turning the blender back on again. Once again, the blender went to work, but this time, for a much longer period. Sandy stopped it twice and checked it, adding water each time. But eventually, even the meat had been reduced to nothing but an unappetizing looking brown mush.

	“Eeeww!” Mel and Cassie remarked together as Sandy dumped the brown mush out onto his plate.

	“That looks disgusting,” Mel declared.

	“Gross!” Cassie agreed.

	“But it’s just the same as what you buy in the stores for babies,” Sandy exclaimed… “Mostly anyway. I have no doubt that this would probably taste better.”

	“I don’t think I’d want to try it,” Cassie said.

	“Me either,” Mel agreed. She looked around. “I guess we’re all ready for him. Cassie, if you’ll get the tray off his highchair, I’ll call him for dinner.”

	Chad was elated when he heard Mel calling his name. He had heard strange sounds from the kitchen that worried him, but he could never hear what any of them were saying. Pulling himself out of the corner was easier this time than the last time he had been in it. And the heels on his feet made walking much easier since there was less of a difference in their height and the height of the bar on his perch.

	He didn’t see his dinner till he was already strapped into his chair, the bib was tied around his neck, and the tray was locked back in place. Only then did Mel put his dinner in front of him where he could see it. He almost died! His dinner! The nice wonderful dinner that he had cooked, and had hoped that Mel wouldn’t want to cut up into tiny pieces. She had found a way around the problem and put everything into the blender! And it looked… awful!

	Mel placed a tiny baby spoon on his tray for him along with a fresh bottle. “Eat up, baby. I’m sure you’re going to enjoy the dinner you spent so much time fixing for all of us. I know we enjoyed it… very much! Oh! And don’t forget to eat with just your left hand, holding the spoon just the way that Sandy taught you.”

	All three women giggled as Chad stared reluctantly at his dinner and slowly picked up the tiny spoon with his left hand. He held it in his fist like Sandy had taught him and he dug it into the colorful vegetable mush. Most of it actually reached his mouth. And he was suddenly elated. It tasted fairly good! There was absolutely no texture to it at all – other than mushy. Nothing to really chew, but none the less… it was good! He decided to try the brown mush next, the part that he was guessing was all that was left of his pork chops. The mush proved to be a lot more watery than the vegetables and most of it fell off his spoon and back onto his plate – and into the pile of vegetable mush.

	“Too much water!” Sandy declared. “It’s hard to judge sometimes.”

	Chad got the remainder of the brown mush into his mouth. He tried to taste it. He rolled it around his tongue. There was almost no flavor to it at all. No flavor… and no texture. Basically, it was what he would label as – lousy! Not totally bad, but definitely lousy! He unconsciously made an unpleasant face at the tasteless mush.

	“I knew I didn’t want to try it!” Cassie declared at seeing his face.

	The other women just laughed and agreed.

	After dinner, Chad was left alone to clean everything up while the women went into the living room to talk – and laugh. Chad couldn’t hear what they were talking about, but he did hear some of the ballet music Mel had played earlier so he had a pretty good idea. The entire time he was washing dishes, he kept picturing himself being abandoned at work dressed in a pink ballet costume. While the very thought of it scared him to death, it also kept him mildly sexually stimulated. Fortunately, his chastity device only gave him a tiny bit of warning irritation and nothing more. The thoughts did seem to make his kitchen work go faster though. Before he knew it, he was done, and the kitchen was spotless, and his diaper was… leaking again.

	Since Chad was wearing his sissy baby dress, Sandy offered to change him – which she did in the middle of the living room floor, directly in front of Mel and Cassie. Chad could only think that it was a good thing that both of them knew him so well and had changed him many times before, otherwise, he would have been really humiliated.

	Sandy’s changing job seemed to take – forever! She talked with Mel and Cassie more than she paid attention to changing him. Once she got his old soggy diaper off, she quickly laid a new one out on the floor under him… and then turned around to take part in the conversation between Mel and Cassie. Like she was ignoring him completely!

	Chad didn’t do it on purpose. In fact, he didn’t even know he was doing it till Sandy noticed – and then both of them were shocked!

	“That’s what I told him!” Sandy was saying. “He had to…. Aaahhh!” She quickly pulled her hand away from where she was resting it on top of Sissy’s still open diaper because something warm and wet was suddenly hitting it.

	Chad was startled by Sandy’s sudden scream and looked down toward her – only to realize that he was peeing just then. Once again he hadn’t known he was going to do it.

	As quick as she could, Sandy brought the diaper up between his legs and held it in place while he finished peeing. “It looks like somebody is becoming more like a real baby than ever!” she said teasingly, and obviously somewhat annoyed.

	“I’m sorry…” Chad started to say.

	“Hush!” Sandy interrupted him. “Just stick your thumb in your mouth where it belongs and lay there quietly! I’ve handled babies before!”

	Having no choice, Chad stuck his thumb in his mouth and sucked on it while Sandy held the diaper over him and went back to her conversation. After a few moments, while Cassie was talking, she chanced pulling the diaper back to see if he was finished yet. He was. She pulled it further away from him and wiped the wet part of her hand off on it before finally pulling it firmly into place and taping it shut. She looked towards Mel. “Two hours?” she asked.

	Mel shook her head. “We’ve changed that. An hour and forty-five minutes now.”

	Sandy just smiled as she looked down at Chad. “I guess you know the drill.”

	Chad only nodded as he continued to lay there and suck his thumb.

	“All finished?” Mel asked Sandy.

	“All done,” Sandy confirmed as she got back to her feet and headed to the bathroom to wash her hands.

	Mel looked down at Chad. “Then we’ve got some refresher training to do. Stand up Sissy.”

	Chad was a bit bewildered, not to mention worried about what Mel wanted of him. Refresher training? But he quickly pulled his thumb out of his mouth and got to his feet.

	“Now,” Mel continued. “Show us your diaper!”

	Chad was surprised. So surprised that he hesitated too long. Mel was instantly on her feet. “I said show us your diaper!” Chad quickly reached down and pulled up the hem of his skirt as high as he could and held it there. Mel left him like that and hurried over to the corner where she retrieved her yardstick. Chad’s fear quickly grew with every step she took returning. While he was still holding his dress up high, Mel got behind him and swung her stick against the tops of his bare legs with a very loud and distinct smack. Chad was propelled forward and had to keep himself from falling. “Okay,” Mel said, “you can lower your dress again. I don’t want to see you hesitate for even a second when I tell you to do something!” Keeping her yardstick at the ready, she repeated her command. “Show me your diaper!”

	As quickly as he could, Chad grabbed the skirt of his dress and pulled it up high, fearful of her yardstick. His legs still stung from where she had just hit him a moment before.

	“Better!” Mel declared. She sat back down in her chair but kept the yardstick in her hands.

	“What did I miss?” Sandy asked as she hurried back from washing her hands.

	“Not much,” Mel replied. Just a bit of refresher training. She looked straight at Chad as she continued speaking. “We’ll be doing more of it so you haven’t missed anything!” She paused for a moment, then smiled at Chad. “You can lower your skirt now.”

	Chad gratefully dropped the skirt of his ridiculously short baby dress. Mel was still smiling, but Chad wasn’t totally sure it was a good smile.

	 


Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 6 of 7)

	“Okay Sissy,” Mel continued time to do some dancing for us.”

	Chad silently groaned as Mel headed for her stereo system. He got into his usual place where he could hold onto the back of the sofa while he “danced.” The music started, plenty loud enough to hear, but still almost background music. Chad could almost feel the excitement that showed on both Cassie’s and Sandy’s faces. But then Sandy’s face changed.

	“Can’t he do this with the pacifier in his mouth?” Sandy asked. “I mean, with that dress, it just kind of goes with the outfit. You know?”

	Mel giggled as she sat back down. “Sissy. Go get your pacifier! And hurry back!”

	Chad took off as fast as the pink high heels on his feet would let him and found his pacifier. He was a lot slower to return, but finally, he got back into place – pacifier in his mouth, pink and white baby dress over his one diaper, and the pink mary-jane high heel shoes on his feet. He reached out and grabbed the back of the couch to steady himself while he placed his feet in “first position.” He looked up and saw the quizzical look on Cassie’s face.

	“What’s he doing?” Cassie asked.

	“Ballet,” Mel answered. “Okay, Sissy. Show us what you’ve learned.”

	It was all Chad could do to not roll his eyes in front of the women. But he dutifully began going awkwardly from one ballet position to the next, using the little transition step that Mel had shown him in between. The much higher heels on his feet made the exercise all that much more difficult. Mel looked absolutely delighted. Sandy just laughed. But Cassie looked puzzled. “What’s he doing?” she asked. “What’s with the silly way he’s holding his feet all the time? It looks stupid!”

	“That’s ballet!” Mel replied. “And it’s not stupid. Every little girl has to learn the first ballet positions, and so far, he’s learned the first three. I think he’s doing very well!”

	“I didn’t have to learn them!” Cassie replied.

	“Did you take ballet?”

	“Of course not! I was too busy playing softball and any other sport I could get into.”

	“Well I had to take it – like it or not!” Mel replied sarcastically. “My mother kept me in it for years before she let me quit.”

	“Were you any good?” Sandy asked.

	“Terrible! But I do still love the ballet – when it’s done professionally.” She looked at Chad who was still going back and forth between the few steps that he knew. “And when it’s done by someone as silly as him!” She began laughing – which sent Cassie and Sandy into a fit of laughter too.

	When Mel finished laughing, she looked up at Chad. “Show me your diaper!”

	The command came so fast that it caught Chad completely off guard. Before he could recover his wits, Mel was out of her seat and swinging her yardstick at the back of his legs once again. He tried to get out of the way, but she was too fast. Smack! The yardstick landed another stinging blow to the tops of his legs – that the ridiculously short skirt of his dress did nothing to protect.

	“Not fast enough!” Mel declared angrily. “You had better learn to do this instantly… without thinking about it!” She sat back down again. “Okay, now just dance around the room for us so we can enjoy it.”

	Sandy giggled. “I think I’d like seeing that much better than whatever he was doing a minute ago.”

	“Me too!” Cassie agreed.

	Chad started dancing, semi-ballet style, around the living room while the women watched. He could tell they were all enjoying what he was doing much more than the stupid little ballet steps that Mel was teaching him. The truth was, he was enjoying it more too. He twirled around as best he could in the shoes he was wearing. He moved his arms and body to the music. And he danced all around the living room for the entertainment of the ladies – who were all loving it more than ever. He felt the short skirt of his dress swirling back and forth and all around as he moved. He started moving just so that it would make the skirt move even more – as if it were another part of his body to dance with. Both Cassie and Sandy started shouting encouragements as they enjoyed what he was doing even more. But as he was dancing, he didn’t notice Mel leaning over to whisper first in Cassie’s ear and then in Sandy’s.

	He was twirling around and suddenly Cassie was right in front of him. “Show me your diaper!” she commanded quickly.

	Chad had been dancing, and recovering his wits enough to register what she had said took too long. Before he knew it, Mel was landing yet another stinging slap to the back of his legs with her yardstick. He quickly reached down and pulled the skirt of his dress up.

	“You may as well put it down again,” Mel said. “You were too slow. Now dance for us again.”

	Chad began moving again, but his mind wasn’t on dancing, it was on being worried about Mel and her yardstick. It took him some time to get back into the mood of the dance, and even then it wasn’t nearly as flamboyant as before. He danced for a while, constantly worried about someone asking him to show his diaper again, but nobody stopped him. The music ended briefly and he stopped, then the next track started. He looked at Mel, wondering if he should keep going.

	“Don’t stop now,” Mel told him. “We’re all enjoying this too much.”

	The new music was faster, more fiery! He danced again, only now much faster than before. And then suddenly Sandy was in front of him. “Show me your diaper!” she commanded.

	Chad tried his best to stop what he was doing and pull up his dress, but it still took him a moment too long. And in that instant, Mel was there swinging her yardstick once again. “You’ll have to do better than that!” she criticized. “Now keep dancing!”

	Once again, Chad tried to get back into the dance, but like before, it was difficult. His movements were becoming simple, less flamboyant, just because he was worried about one of them wanting him to show his diaper. But like before, a seemingly long time began to go by. And then Cassie was there again. “Show me your diaper!”

	He did his very best to instantly reach down and pull his dress up and hold it up, showing off his wet diaper underneath. This time, Mel was behind him with her stick, but she didn’t hit him. “That was close!” she commented. “Very close. You better get used to doing it like a reflex action… or else!” She held her stick up for emphasis.

	Mel and Cassie sat back down and Chad began dancing again – totally paranoid about Mel and her stick. And like before, a long time seemed to go by. The music changed again. Chad was getting tired now, but the new music was much slower and romantic. The entire style of his dancing changed to match it. But in changing styles, he lost some of his paranoia about Mel and her stick. “Show me your diaper!” Mel commanded, seemingly turning up next to him as if by magic. He was so startled that he once again hesitated a fraction of a second too long and her stick found the back of his legs once again. “You’ll have to do better than that!” Mel told him as she headed back to her seat.

	Chad began dancing again, but very quickly, Sandy was there demanding to see his diaper. He reacted as fast as he possibly could, all the while keeping a watch on Mel out of the corner of his eye. But she didn’t even get up out of her seat. “Thank you,” Sandy said with a bit of a giggle as she headed back to her seat. Chad resumed his dance, grateful that he had managed to avoid getting hit.

	“Show me your diaper!” Mel commanded very quickly from her seat. Chad had just barely started dancing again, but he stopped quickly and raised his skirt up high. “Thank you,” Mel replied with a bit of a giggle. Chad went back to moving to the music. It was a bit like musical chairs, at the right moment, you had to move fast. Only with this, failure meant pain!

	Mel sat back and watched as Sissy danced all around. She could tell he was watching her continuously now to see if she would make him stop to show his diaper again, but that only added to the charm of what he was doing. As much as she was enjoying it, she had to admit – he was terrible – as a ballet dancer, yet she still loved watching him. And there was something more… something about the outfit he was wearing. And then she figured out what it was – the pink and white baby dress he was wearing reminded her so much of the pink and white ballet costume she had worn, more than once, in dance recitals when she was very young. The very same outfit she had ordered for him at the mall. More than ever, she couldn’t wait till it arrived. And suddenly, the more she watched him dancing, and the more she thought about him in that ballet outfit, the more sexually turned on she began to get. She suddenly couldn’t wait till Cassie and Sandy left!

	The music was fairly long, as many ballet movements are, so Sissy was dancing for quite a while. As soon as the music ended, Mel got up and turned the stereo system off before the final movement could start. Chad stopped dancing, obviously relieved. Mel hated doing it! It was rude! But she couldn’t help herself. “I think we’re going to have to call it a night, ladies,” she announced. “I have other things that I need to be doing.”

	Cassie had a fairly good suspicion of what Mel wanted to be doing, but saying so wouldn’t have been polite. “That’s fine,” she replied. “I’ve got to be going anyway.”

	Sandy and Cassie headed for the door and Mel ushered them out, wishing both of them a good night before they left. Then she closed the door and turned toward Sissy. “Show me your diaper!” she commanded quickly.

	Her sudden command once again almost caught Sissy by surprise, but he reacted as absolutely fast as he could and once again raised his dress up high and held it there.

	Mel saw the bit of fear in Sissy’s eyes as she walked back toward him. “We’ll have to keep working on that,” she said to him. “But right now, I’ve got other things on my mind. Go get some towels to protect the couch – lots of them!”

	Chad suddenly knew what the other things were that Mel had on her mind. And he could tell by the look on her face already that tonight was going to be… difficult!

	 


Chapter 37 (Sunday – week 6 Part 7 of 7)

	Mel’s hunger for sex grew rapidly as she watched him laying out towels over half of her couch. She had one thing on her mind, and getting to that one thing couldn’t come soon enough. She delighted in watching his ridiculous dress swirl back and forth as he worked. She loved seeing him scurrying around as fast as he could in his ridiculous pink high heels.

	As soon as her couch was adequately protected, she ordered him to his knees right in front of it while she went to her desk drawer to retrieve her collection of rope. A few minutes later, she had him firmly bound in his usual uncomfortable position while she hurried back to her bedroom to retrieve one of her scarves. As soon as his eyes were securely covered once again and she was sure that he couldn’t see her, she began undressing – much quicker than usual. As she removed her panties, she unconsciously checked them for stains from her approaching period. Fortunately, there was nothing yet to for her to notice. She sat in front of him with her legs spread wide. She hesitated a moment as she realized that his dress might get messed up with what she was about to do, but the hesitation was only a moment. She was too ready for him to stop now. Besides, the dress was supposed to be washable.

	She quickly reached out and roughly grabbed his lengthening hair with both hands. With a grunt, either from effort or more probably from excitement, she pulled him straight down into her waiting sex. Yes! Yes! Yes!

	Chad had heard her moving around him as she undressed. He had been through this enough now that he pretty much knew what to expect. Still, he was surprised at how quickly and roughly she grabbed him and pulled him down onto her – so surprised that it momentarily scared him. But once he was settled in place, he went to work on her with is tongue. It would do no good to try to do otherwise, bound as he was, he couldn’t even try to do anything else.

	She seemed to be extra sensitive tonight. More ready too. Her first orgasm came quickly and strongly. When it was over, he did his best to catch his breath before going back to giving her more pleasure. Having been sated once, she seemed less urgent, but no less ready. He moved his tongue slower, trying to slow the pace somewhat, and in doing so, thought he detected something a bit different… or did he? He wasn’t really sure. Did she… taste a bit different tonight? No, it was probably just his imagination – or something left over from what she had done to his pork chops tonight.

	Mel’s first orgasm had come fast and strong. Now she was savoring the delicious feeling of what he was doing to her down there – wonderful! She could tell he was going slower than the first time, and actually appreciated it. Still, she hit a point where her excitement couldn’t go slower anymore, and despite his pace, she pulled him harder into her and rode him to a second high. Wonderful! Wonderful! Wonderful!

	Chad felt her orgasm again. Would she be finished with him now? He hoped so. He got very little out of this… except discomfort, difficult breathing, a very tired tongue and mouth… oh yeah, and the satisfaction of having satisfied a woman – at least in some way – totally! Unfortunately, it wasn’t even close to being in any way that he really wanted to satisfy her.

	He thought about the chastity device locked onto his most wanting part. She was making sure that he could never receive any pleasure to that most important part of him – at least for the terms of the bet. And afterwards? If she won? What could he expect? As his tongue started once again to pick up the pace within her, he thought not so much about her, but about himself, and what he might expect if he lost the bet – like she wanted him to. Yes, he did love the diapers and the dresses and even all the humiliation. But he didn’t really love being denied the very pleasure he wanted the most. It was something to think about.

	Mel continued to writhe under the workings of his magic tongue. But as good as it felt, she was having more trouble reaching the high she wanted to get to – at least one more time. Was it that she had already had two huge orgasms now? Or was he doing anything different. She was so caught up in the pleasure she was feeling though that she couldn’t really tell. All she knew was that she wanted more! Just a bit more! She had to have it! Grabbing his hair even harder, she began grinding his face into her harder and harder as she moved back and forth and squirmed on the couch. His tongue seemed to go from what it had been doing to gyrating madly around inside of her. As if he could sense how desperate she was. Her high increased till she didn’t even know what she was doing anymore as she continued to grind his face into her and writhe around. And when she finally reached her high, it was mind-blowing! The peak lasted, and lasted, she pulled him harder and harder against her, riding him hard, trying to maintain the incredible feeling that she knew would fade all too quickly. And when it did finally fade… only then did she realize how hard she had been pulling on him.

	She eased up and felt him try to grab some deep breaths of air. She pulled his head away from her slightly and watched as he gulped the air into his lungs, trying to recover. She took pity on him then and pushed him back till he could support himself on his knees once again, his body bent backwards since his arms were attached to his ankles by a very short piece of rope. She got up and laid him on his side, blindfold still in place. She grabbed one of the towels from the couch and used it to wipe his face clean – it was a mess! And… was there a hint of red mixed in with the fluids on his face? Ugh! It was getting closer to that time. She left him there like that to get herself cleaned up.

	Chad didn’t care about moving that much. Yes, being free would be more than wonderful, but just then, he only wanted to recover. His face felt raw and hurt. His tongue was so tired he didn’t think he could talk if he wanted to. His breathing finally slowed down to normal. She had been even harder on him than usual tonight. And there had been an urgency in her like he’d never seen.

	He thought again about his chastity device and his own sexual wants. For the first time in a long while, his trapped penis had tried to get hard again today. And it had hurt! Why now? But more importantly, he thought about the future. What could he expect if he somehow lost the bet – like she wanted him to? Would he ever feel sexual pleasure again? It was a discouraging line of thought.

	Mel came back with her robe wrapped tightly around her. She untied his arms and ankles. She removed the blindfold that covered his eyes. “Come on,” she said, “let’s get you cleaned up.” She grabbed some of the towels from the couch and carried them into her bedroom where she laid them out on her bed to protect it. She had him grab some of the diapers he used on the floor during his punishments to go over top of them for even more protection. She looked at the dress he was still wearing, fortunately their activities in the living room hadn’t harmed it in any way. It was still fairly clean. “Take that dress off,” she told him. “It will only be in the way now.” As soon as Chad had removed his sissy baby dress, she tied him spread-eagled on top of her bed.

	She looked down at him. Did he seem a bit more tired than usual? Or was it something else? Maybe he just needed a drink? She did need to keep him peeing. She went out to the kitchen and grabbed his latest baby bottle. There wasn’t much in it, but it would be enough. On the way back, she spotted his pacifier on an end table. She grabbed that too. Back in the room, she stuck the nipple of the bottle in his mouth, then propped the bottle up on some pillows so it would stay in place. It took a bit of arranging with the pillows, but it wasn’t too difficult. His head was forced to the side so he could keep the nipple in his mouth, but maybe that was a good thing. The bottle would also help to keep his mind on other things than what she would be doing with him.

	She undid his soaking wet diaper, amazed that the thing hadn’t started leaking yet. Was he aware of how wet the thing was? Probably! It was a dumb thought! He was wearing the thing, how could he not know how wet it was? She didn’t pull it out from under him though, not yet. After watching Sandy changing him earlier, she realized that a little extra protection might be needed at a moment’s notice, and as wet as his diaper was, it would still help.

	She stared at his penis, trapped inside of the clear chastity device. So small. Did he feel anything from it at all anymore? She wasn’t really sure how she felt about that one way or the other. She began removing the device. She saw his eyes try to glance down at what she was doing, but he had to keep his head turned to the side and away from her to keep nursing on the bottle. As soon as she had removed all of the pieces, she grabbed his tiny penis with her two fingers. So small. So soft. She wiggled it a bit and saw his eyes trying to look again. Too bad! She wiggled it some more and watched it carefully. No reaction – perfect! She picked up all the pieces of the chastity device and pulled his soggy diaper back over him – just in case. She took the device out to the kitchen to clean it thoroughly.

	Chad sighed. He had felt her removing his device. He had felt her touching him, moving him around. But it hadn’t been enough to grant him any pleasure. And he wanted that pleasure. He thought again about the future. If he won, then there would be no problem. He could have all the sexual release he wanted. He could also have the pool table and all the other stuff that Sandy had put into her drawing for his apartment. Of course he would also have to go back into hiding with all the precious things that he had come to love. In fact, he might never be able to wear his diapers again – maybe not even in private. His dresses and heels the same way. What if someone caught him? They would know in an instant that everything he was going through now was all because he had wanted to do it, not because of the bet.

	But if he lost the bet… if he lost… if he lost… He would probably be stuck wearing diapers for the rest of his life. Did he want that? Maybe… maybe not. He did love wearing them – at least right now. He might be stuck wearing dresses and heels the same way. And yes, he did love them too. But would he ever get any sexual release? Unknown! He could only hope.

	The bottom line? It was a toss-up. Equal arguments for both sides. But maybe, maybe, at least right now, he felt more of a tug for wanting to win the bet. Yes, he had to win. After all, there was still something to be said for self-respect. Still something to be said about being able to walk down the street and hold your head up high. Yes, he had to win. And he still felt completely confident that he would win – no matter what Mel did to him. The only problem was, he knew he was losing his control – at least for short periods of time. In that respect, she was definitely making progress on him. But he knew his body. He knew that he would recover all his control – very quickly. At least, he hoped he would.

	Mel came back with all the freshly cleaned plastic pieces to his chastity device. She checked the contents of his bottle as she walked up to the side of the bed. Still a tiny bit left, but not much. She grabbed a razor and quickly removed any of the few stray hairs that were popping up. Then she coated him liberally with lotion to protect his skin and began fitting the pieces onto him once again. She saw him purposely look away through the entire process. She wondered how he really felt as she held his tiny penis in her fingers and threaded it into the hard plastic container, out of his reach, impossible for him to touch, denying him the ability to feel – anything. No wonder he was looking away. She didn’t blame him one bit. She noticed the tiniest bit of a shudder go through him as she clicked the lock shut. Finished!

	With the chastity device in place, she went back to her bathroom where she kept a supply of cloth diapers for him. She grabbed a stack of the thickest ones along with a pair of plastic panties and some large diaper pins. Bringing them back to him, she finally pulled his soaking diaper out from under him. She wiped him off top and bottom and slid the fresh diapers under him.

	She reached into her night table and brought out the jar of suppositories and pulled one out. She noticed his bottle was finished and took it from him, in the process, letting him see the dastardly little bomb in her hand. He looked away again and she almost laughed. Again, she couldn’t blame him. His pacifier caught her eye and since she had removed the bottle, she stuck that between his lips instead and watched him begin to nurse on it. Just like a baby – a big baby. She untied his legs and raised them up high so she could shove the suppository up inside him. According to the notes on her calendar, this would be the last time he would be getting two in one day – not that he would ever know it.

	She lowered his legs, and as she lowered them, he began peeing again. Quickly, she grabbed one of the fresh diapers she was about to put on him and pulled it over him to catch any mess. He was still looking away. No recognition that he had even peed at all. Did he know? He had to know! Silly question! Yet the very fact that she had seen him do it made her feel like she was making progress with him.

	She pulled all the super thick diapers up between his legs, and with a lot of struggling, pinned them in place. His legs were forced wide apart by all the material bunched up there. She pulled his plastic panties onto him too.

	Finally, he was looking at her again. She looked down at him. Here he was, this so-called man… this so-called big powerful man – reduced to a diaper wearing, pacifier sucking baby! And it had been she who had done it to him. She was the one totally in control. She was the master – or mistress, not him! He was reduced to being – pathetic, all because of her. Her rules! Her whims! She – the supreme woman!

	And all her thoughts about him started to make her sexually hungry again. She had already had three orgasms, wasn’t that enough? Obviously not! The more she looked at him, and thought about what she had done to him… and some of the things she had yet to do to him, the more hungry for sex she got. She had to have him again! Had to! But she didn’t want him the same way she did before, not in the living room, on his knees, with his talented tongue in her crotch. But how?

	She thought about all her toys in the nightstand. She opened the drawer to look through them. The strap-on caught her eye again. But no, she had just diapered him. And after all the trouble she had just gone through to get the pins in place, she wasn’t about to undo any of that! She was about to select one of the other toys that had interested her before, but her eyes kept going back to the big strap-on. Besides, the other toys were more for… solo use. She wanted to feel him inside of her. But she couldn’t feel him inside of her, not with the chastity device locked onto him – and she absolutely wasn’t going to undo that!

	On a whim, she pulled out the strap on. The device had two ends, one big one for him, and a smaller one that would go up inside of her. Supposedly, she could get pleasure out of the thing while she reamed him with it. But the big end of the thing kept drawing her attention – more and more. She suddenly wanted to know what it would be like to feel that big thing up inside of her. The smaller end, the end made for her, looked puny in comparison. But how should she go about doing it?

	She was tempted to just shove the big part up inside of her, maybe after Sissy had gone home, but that idea didn’t really resonate. Then she got another idea, she could put the device on him! Strap him into it! She could still get all the pleasure, but he would feel nothing but her weight as she rode on top of him. She stopped. But would it be too much of a masculine act? She didn’t want him to experience anything masculine – if she could help it. But he was tied up. He would experience – almost nothing! And… she was starting to wan this more and more!

	Not caring anymore, she unfastened the small end of the device and removed it. Then she began bringing it up his legs and over his super bulky diapers. The fit over the diapers was very difficult, but she finally managed it – even with his arms still tied to the top of the bed. The device was now sticking straight up, right where it should be. It was ready for – her! She was about to rip off her robe when she saw his eyes, hungrily looking at her. No! No! No! That would never do! She grabbed the same scarf she had used to blindfold him earlier and once again wrapped it around his head, completely cutting off his vision. Only then did she remove her robe and climb up on the bed.

	The strap on penis looked huge – and so interesting! She straddled his body, and slowly… slowly… slowly lowered herself down. She was still a bit moist from earlier which helped. And eventually, she settled the thing all the way up inside of her. Mmmmm! She rocked back and forth, then stopped and looked at his blindfolded face. The pacifier was still stuck in his mouth. She laughed out loud. Even in the middle of sex, she had reduced him to a pacifier sucking, diaper wearing baby – who could not get any pleasure at all from the adult act of sex. And she was the one who had done it to him. She began riding the strap on up and down. She was the one who had reduced him to the status of a baby. The pleasure grew so fast, so hard. She was the one who had removed masculine trait after masculine trait. She pumped harder, faster, her excitement growing by leaps and bounds. She was the one who had done it all to him, denied him all his sexual pleasure, denied him all his masculine traits, denied him the ability to be – a man! And she climaxed like she had never climaxed before, screaming at the strain of it, digging her nails into his side to hold onto him. Riding the wave of pleasure for all it was worth! And as she came down from her high, as the wave of orgasm receded, she opened her eyes again and saw his face – his blindfolded face with the pacifier stuck in his mouth. She could read nothing from it. But then, she knew he had felt – nothing.

	Did she feel sorry for him? Not really. But still mounted on the huge dildo of the strap-on, she leaned forward and laid her body down on top of his. Her breasts rubbed under his bra that held his own “glued-on” breasts. Despite his bra, she rubbed her bare breasts up and down on top of his fake ones, as if she were trying to bring him some measure of pleasure from the act. But of course, she couldn’t. He could feel nothing.

	Still mounted on the strap-on, she hugged him to her, holding him as tightly as she could. He was her creation. Hers alone! She lowered her head to rest on his chest… and the words just kind of came out, soft, but still audible. “So precious! My baby!”

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 1 of 7)

	He wore a pink ballet outfit, complete with a silly little tutu that stuck out all around him… and bright pink patent leather high heel shoes on his feet. He danced joyfully – all around his new pool table. He danced past his huge new TV. His arms reached out gracefully as he twirled and danced past all the electronic gadgets that filled one of his new shelving units. It was everything he always wanted. And he was so happy.

	As he danced he looked all around his beautiful new apartment. It was the most wonderful place he could imagine, filled with everything he loved. He danced through his kitchen, complete with brand new appliances, and cookware. He danced past his bathroom, elegantly decorated. But as he lingered near the bathroom door, he was aware that his bathroom no longer contained a toilet. Oh well, he didn’t need it anyway. He loved wearing his diapers, and he loved wearing his high heels, and he loved wearing all his pretty dresses – he knew he had a whole big closet full of them.

	He had it all! Everything! And life was so good that he simply had to dance – for joy! He couldn’t wait to see what his friends would all think. He knew they were going to be so impressed. And his friends were due to arrive at any minute. It was time to change and be “the man” once again. “The man” that everyone would look up to!

	He skipped through his bedroom with its beautiful new furniture – heavy furniture – substantial. He skipped straight to his huge walk-in closet and opened the door. Yes, it was time to be “the man” once again. But as he searched through his closet, all he found were little girl party dresses, he couldn’t seem to find any of his male clothes at all. Where were they? Panic started to set in as he moved dress after dress on the racks, looking behind them, looking below them, searching the shelves up above. Not one piece of his male wardrobe was anywhere that he could see. Where were his male things?

	He ran from his closet towards his dresser, but as he got there, he glanced back towards his bed again. It was no longer the big wooden bed he had seen just a few minutes ago. A pink and white baby’s crib stood there now. He quickly pulled open one of his drawers. Oh yeah, that was his bra drawer. Nothing but bras in it now. He went on to the next drawer, waist cinchers and girdles! The next drawer held only scarves… he knew they were mostly there to be used as blindfolds over his eyes. Every drawer held only female things. Nothing remotely male.

	Where were all his male clothes? His friends would be there any minute now!

	He searched his bedroom desperately with his eyes, trying to figure out where he had put them. His changing table! He hurried toward it but nearly tripped over the rocking horse that was in his way. He pulled it aside, over toward the little table with the tea-set on it and hurried to the shelves under his changing table. Nothing but diapers and plastic panties there!

	Where were his clothes? Where were his clothes? He couldn’t let all his friends see him dressed like he was! What was he going to do?

	And then his doorbell rang, and he felt himself peeing a flood as he stood rooted in place by fear. They were here! What was he going to do?

	Hide! Stay quiet! Don’t let them know he was home! Hopefully, they would all go away soon. But unbelievably, he heard his door opening and the sound of voices began filling his apartment! “Sissy. Where are you?”

	More panicked than ever, he searched for a place to hide. But those places were very few. He ran back to his closet and straight inside. He quickly closed the door behind him. But he closed it too fast and it made too much noise! “Sissy. Where are you?” a voice from beyond the door called again. “I think I heard his closet door,” another voice replied.”

	He huddled in the back of his closet as he heard his friends coming into his bedroom – and laughing. He heard them talking about his crib. He heard them talking about his changing table. He heard them talking about his playpen in the corner. What had happened to all the beautiful furniture that had filled his room just a few minutes ago?

	Someone grabbed the handle of the closet door and he slunk down further, hiding himself behind his most sissy dresses. He heard his closet door opening. “Sissy, are you in here?” He wanted to cry with fear.

	“Hey look!” someone exclaimed. “Are these all his?”

	“Oooo, these are soooo pretty,” a female voice exclaimed.

	“But what are these?” a male voice asked.

	He heard them pulling at his clothes… all his beautiful sissy dresses. And then he heard laughter – more laughter.

	“They’re dresses!” the female voice exclaimed. “Dresses for a big sissy baby! And it looks like he has so many of them!”

	They were all pawing at his sissy dresses again, moving each of them, looking at each of them, moving ever closer to where he was hidden. Please go away! But his wishing did nothing at all. They were still there, and he was still hidden where they would soon find him if they kept looking.

	And then the dim light that reached his eyes brightened as the frilly dresses in front of him were parted, exposing him completely to all his friends.

	“Hey look! There he is!”

	“What’s he wearing? Is that a ballet outfit?”

	As he heard the laughter beginning all over again, someone reached down and grabbed his arm, pulling him up. No! No! He didn’t want them all to see him like this. But it was too late. Amid raucous laughter all around, he was pulled up and out of his closet and pushed out into a room full of people. So many people! All of them looking over all the baby things in his room. He wondered again what had become of his other furniture.

	“He’s wearing a sissy ballet outfit!” someone exclaimed as everyone turned to look straight at him.

	Panic filled every square inch of him.

	“Dance for us, Sissy. Dance!”

	But he didn’t want to dance, he wanted to hide!

	Something slapped painfully against the back of his legs and he jumped with surprise. “Dance for us Sissy!” the order came. He turned and saw someone holding Mel’s yardstick in his hands – ready to use it on him once again. He felt himself peeing yet again with fear.

	“Dance, Sissy. Dance!” a woman shouted gleefully. And then she began clapping her hands rhythmically. Everyone else began clapping with her. “Dance Sissy. Dance!”

	The painful slap came to the back of his legs again, propelling him forward. He danced again, but not the joyful dance he had done earlier, now it was the dance of fear as he wound his way between so many small groups of people filling his room. Who were they all? How could there be so many? And they all kept clapping as he danced around them, fearful that if he stopped, he would get punished once again.

	He grew tired. He was crying, harder and harder. What had happened to all his wonderful bedroom furniture? He danced out into his living room – more people, all standing around in small groups, some were playing pool on his new pool table – at least that much was still there. He happened to notice the pictures on his walls though, colorful child’s drawings that he had done in the restaurants. How had they gotten on his walls again?

	And then, to his horror, the pool table began to fade into nothing. His TV and the shelf of electronics began fading too, almost melting away into a misty fog that soon evaporated. His wonderful living room was soon filled with only people. No furniture except for one ugly chair. What had happened to it all? “What happened?” he cried out in anguish.

	The people around him weren’t laughing anymore. He was suddenly aware that they seemed angry, hostile instead.

	“What did you think?” a man’s menacing voice spoke from behind him, “that you could have it all?” There was more laugher, but it was a cruel laughter. “You don’t deserve any of the things you had here! You’re a sissy! You can’t have them!”

	Everyone was suddenly chanting “Sissy, sissy, sissy.” Over and over again. Their accusations aimed straight at him. “Sissy, sissy, sissy.” He never felt so horrible in all his life!

	And then the most horrible loud noise startled him, almost like music. Rock music! And it went on and on… so loud! So horrible! So…

	He pulled himself out of sleep. Ugh! What had he been dreaming? The blaring music from his pink clock radio was some of the worst he had ever heard – irritating! He fought himself off of his blow-up mattress and onto his knees on the floor and quickly reached over to turn the annoying thing off. The silence that immediately filled the room was like a physical sensation, and it felt good. He glanced around his room, his mostly empty room. It was morning again. Monday. A work day. Ugh!

	Mel rolled over and brought her knees up almost to her chest. The discomfort in her abdomen was mostly in the background, but it was still there – and it was annoying. She finally couldn’t take it any more and she rolled over and pulled her covers off. She sat up on the bed to take stock for a minute. She hated the times when she had to deal with her period. It was so… annoying!

	Grunting with the effort, she got to her feet and pulled her robe around her, more for comfort than for its warmth. She had to decide then, bathroom or coffee? She had to check the pad she had put in last night. She also had to pee again. But she could hold her pee for a few minutes more and it was only the first day of her period so her pad should be just fine for now. The coffee pot won.

	She didn’t head to the bathroom till she had taken her first sip of coffee, and then she carried the cup with her.

	Chad sat in his only chair and stared at his wall while he drank the first of the three baby bottles he had to finish this morning. His wall was becoming more and more “decorated.” Well, colorful anyway. He wasn’t sure he would really call what was on his wall “decorating.” Sitting where he was, he clearly noticed the two new additions – pictures that Sandy had done showing the two possible versions of his life. One was what he wanted. The other was what Mel wanted… or maybe what he wanted… or… he just wasn’t sure. It was still all so confusing.

	The crayoned pictures he had done in the restaurant mocked him annoyingly, reminding him that it was he himself who had colored them so childishly. Never mind the fact that he had been forced to do it while still trying to drink from a baby bottle – in the restaurant. Never mind that he had only been given just a few crayons to work with and nothing more. They looked childishly done. And he was the child who had done them.

	As he stared at the pictures, his one hand unconsciously reached up and grabbed his earlobe and began playing with the earring in it. So hard against the softness of his flesh around it. So odd to feel there.

	The pictures screamed to him that he was nothing but a big sissy baby. The bottle in his mouth did the same. He didn’t even have to think about the overly bloated and very messy diapers he was wearing. His eyes wandered up the wall to the picture that showed his living room as he wanted it, complete with pool table and a huge TV. It was so out of place amid everything else on his wall – everything else that screamed out what he really was – a sissy.

	How could he possibly think he even deserved such things? Why was he even trying?

	And then a new thought reached into him. What would everyone think of him if he didn’t win the bet? How would everyone treat him? They would all laugh – that much was for sure! He could never hold his head up with respect again.

	He looked at the pictures again, all of them seeming to mock him for what he really was. And as he continued to finish his baby bottle, he realized that he absolutely had to win the bet. He had to find a way out of all the sissyness, no matter how much he loved it.

	As he grabbed his second bottle of the morning, he felt himself peeing again, totally without warning of any kind that he was going to do it. As he put the bottle to his mouth and began sucking on it, he realized that he was going to have to start holding back again, holding back so he could regain all the control he had lost. The weekend had been especially hard on that control. Mel had forced him to keep peeing so much that he was starting to get a real sense of what no control at all was like. But he knew he was far from that point. He had to be! Besides, he knew his body well, he always regained everything quickly. He would win for sure! He would have his pool table and his life back. He would have his friends and his self-respect! A little while later, all three bottles finished, he got up and headed toward his bathroom and felt himself peeing yet again. He would win this bet. He would regain his control. But first he had to figure out how to realize again – when it was that he was going pee!

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 2 of 7)

	Mel turned her stove off and poured the baby cereal she had just fixed into a plastic child’s bowl. As she did so, she heard someone knocking at her door. She glanced up at her clock. He was right on time. She set the pot down and hurried to her door.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad greeted her in his sissy voice as he dropped a curtsey just outside her door.

	She stared at him for a moment before she stood back to let him in. He looked different! Instead of his usual all pink jewelry, he was wearing all three of the wooden necklaces he had bought this weekend along with the matching bracelet. Even his usual ring was missing. The addition of the multi-colored earrings he had been wearing for most of the weekend further changed his appearance. And it all seemed to go with the very neutral looking skirt and blouse that he had chosen. She looked more carefully at his earrings. “Did you clean your earrings this morning?” she asked, concerned that maybe he hadn’t.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

	She nodded as she continued to look him over. “Just checking. You’ve been wearing them since you go them. I thought you might want to try one of the other pairs you bought.”

	“If you want me to change them, I’ll do it right away,” he offered.

	She shook her head. “No, don’t bother. They look fine.”

	Chad wasn’t sure, but he wondered if Mel seemed to be a bit… off today. Maybe she was just still tired form all the sexual activity she had put herself through last night – activities that involved him so intimately, yet he had gotten nothing at all out of any of it.

	A few moments later, he was once again confined in his highchair, bib in place, and was trying to shovel baby mush into his mouth with a baby spoon that he held left handed in his fist. Maybe he wouldn’t make such a mess with his breakfast if the cereal was more solid! Unfortunately, it wasn’t.

	Watching him making a fool of himself didn’t seem to have its usual appeal for Mel. She sipped her coffee as she watched him trying his best to eat, and instead making a mess of things. But today, she wasn’t laughing or even overly thrilled by watching it. Instead, she was thinking about other things involving him, and wanting to move on.

	She had come so far with him already – in what… five or six short weeks? And he had changed something in her too – she recognized that now. He had awakened a longing for something she hadn’t known she wanted that badly – a proper home… and someone to take care of it for her. One was no good without the other. And Chad… Sissy… was the perfect person to do that for her. In fact, for some reason, he was the only person she wanted doing that for her. She had to have him! Besides, she really had come to love dominating the poor shmuck so completely – and molding him more and more into what she loved the best. And he was getting there - slowly… or was it really fast? After thinking about that for a moment, she supposed that overall she’d have to say that she had gotten him to this point rather quickly – despite the fact that she wanted it all right now!

	And what was next on her agenda for him? She was slowly and methodically removing all of his masculine traits. Or were they masculine rights? Either way, she was denying them from him, wiping them away to where they could only be something he could remember, not something he could have. But again, what was next?

	Of course, there was still her latest project that she was getting nowhere with, so far – removing the use of his masculine voice – completely. But while he was pretty good now about using only his sissy voice while she was around, he was refusing to use it at work – or probably anywhere else he went when she wasn’t there. But how could she fix that? How could she make him use his sissy voice – all the time? She sighed with resignation. It probably wasn’t possible. She had no control of him at all when he was at work – and that was the problem. It was also the problem with the terms of the bet too – making him incontinent. Everything seemed to be going really well as long as he was right there with her, but the minute he went off to work, he was out of her control – and regaining his own control.

	There was just no help for it, she had to find away to control him better while he was away from her, including being with his friends at work! But how? It was an impossible question.

	“Any more big projects going on at work?” she finally asked, just to talk about something for a few minutes and get her mind off her impossible thoughts.

	“Not right now,” Chad replied between tiny spoonfuls of his cereal. “Just a lot of little things the company needs me to get caught up on.” He took another spoonful of his cereal and actually managed to get it all into his mouth. “We do still have one last thing before our last project is officially off our plates though, and that’s supposed to happen today.”

	“What’s that?”

	“The final meeting with the client to make sure they have no questions or problems.”

	Something about that surprised her. “And are you going to be there?”

	“Not this time. Usually I would be, but… well… my boss thought that it would be better if I stayed out of sight. Robin will be there though.”

	The Robin woman again! But this time, it wasn’t really about anything that mattered to her, she just hated hearing the name. “And how do you feel about not being included?” she asked.

	He shrugged as much as he was able, considering the highchair he was in. “Under the circumstances, I think it’s for the best. They do need my input though in case there are any questions that Robin can’t answer, so they’re supposed to phone me if anything comes up like that.”

	She took another sip of her coffee as she digested the information. “Is it likely that they’ll call you?”

	“Probably,” he replied after managing another spoonful of cereal without dropping any. “There are a lot of technical aspects to the project that are more in my expertise than Robins.”

	“So it would be better if you were able to be there in person?”

	“Probably,” he replied once again, meaning that it would definitely be better. He dug another tiny spoonful of the cereal out of the bowl, but in getting it to his mouth, his wrist twisted just a little bit and most of it landed on his bib. Ugh!

	“What time are they meeting?” she asked.

	“This afternoon sometime,” he replied as he dipped his spoon into the cereal again.

	Mel watched him trying to bring the cereal to his mouth – so carefully. He almost made it. While most of it went in, a tiny dribble of it appeared on his chin. Just like a baby! She grinned. She didn’t know why, but suddenly she was finding it funny again.

	As soon as he had parked his car at work, Chad grabbed his purse and got out. He didn’t bother hurrying into the building or even trying to hide his appearance. What would be the point? Everyone in the company had seen him or at least knew about him by now. As he walked, he was very much aware of his new necklaces moving around on his chest. He could not only feel them moving, he could hear them as they banged together with a slight but distinct clacking sound. His other necklace, the one with the pink stone, didn’t do that. In fact, he hardly knew he was wearing it. The heavy wooden bracelet on his wrist felt weird as it moved around too.

	The other women in the company had been after him to get some new jewelry – new earrings too. What would they think of what he was wearing now? Would they like it? He hoped so. In a way, he couldn’t wait to show it all off. That thought almost made him stop where he was. How strange he should feel like that after being so afraid of anybody seeing him for so long. He let out a small sigh as he continued walking. Things had changed. In fact, judging by the way everything had been going lately, he was betting that things were still changing.

	As he reached his cubicle, he realized that he was peeing yet again. That was bad because he hadn’t realized he was going to. Mel’s little games all weekend were starting to make things more difficult than ever for him. He definitely needed to keep a closer watch and get back all his control. He prayed that next time he had to pee he would at least have some pre-notification! Slightly worried about it, he stowed his purse into his desk drawer and booted up his computer.

	“Hi Sissy,” Robin called as she walked past to her own cubical.

	“Hi Robin,” Chad called over the wall so she could hear him. He turned around in his chair, knowing that she would probably be right back. He wasn’t disappointed. She returned in less than a minute.

	“I’ve got to stop carrying so much stuff with me!” she exclaimed as she rounded the corner into his cubicle.

	Chad smiled up at her, wondering if she would notice what he was wearing. “Why do you bring it all?” he asked.

	But Robin was staring intently at him, more interested in what he was wearing than in his dumb question. She answered anyway. “Because I might want some of it,” she replied as a smile began to creep onto her face. “Hey, you got your ears pierced!”

	Chad beamed. “What do you think?” He turned his head slightly from side to side so she could see them better. “Do they look okay?”

	“Very pretty! I like all the different colors in them. Where did you get it done?”

	“In the mall.”

	“The mall? Were there a lot of people around, or was it mostly private?”

	Chad rolled his eyes. “A ton of people!”

	“And you still had it done there? You’re very brave!”

	Chad just shrugged. “Not really. It just kind of happened.” He grabbed his necklaces. “I got these in the same store.”

	“I like them,” Robin replied. “It’s nice to see you wearing something different for a change. A big improvement!” He was still holding his necklaces, looking down at them when she noticed his nails. “Oh! That’s a different color for you! Lavender!”

	Chad didn’t know if he should be more surprised that she noticed his nail color or that she would be able to name the color correctly. He held his hand out so he could look at his nails too. “Yeah. The color seemed really strange at first, but it’s starting to grow on me. I kind of like it.”

	“You got your hair trimmed too.”

	“You can tell?”

	“Of course. Why shouldn’t I”

	“I don’t know. It just seems like a lot to notice.”

	“Don’t you notice all the differences in everyone?”

	He thought about that. “Not unless they’re something major.”

	She shook her head. “You’ve got an awful long way to go if you’re going to be woman someday!”

	Chad had no intention of being a woman someday. But he had already been down that road with Robin before – unsuccessfully!

	“So overall, you approve?” he asked, with a bit of uncertainty.

	“Of course! Why wouldn’t I?”

	“I don’t know. I was just hoping, that’s all. I’m kind of hoping everyone else will approve too.”

	“You mean at break?” She smiled briefly then teased, “Does that mean that for once you’re not going to fight with me about going?”

	Chad was startled by her question and blushed a bit. “I guess not… at least, maybe not today.”

	Mel sat at her desk and stared at the calendar on her computer. Her last client had just left and she had a few minutes before she had to meet with the next one, but she didn’t really feel much like doing any paperwork or even checking over her next client’s folder. It was just one of those days where she really didn’t feel much like working at all. Instead, she glanced through her list of things she needed to do. The items that caught most of her attention were the ones that involved Chad.

	She noticed that it was time to call Cassie again this morning with another slight change for Chad’s training. No time like the present to take care of that little item. She dialed Cassie’s cell phone, but only got her voice mail. She had to leave a message for Cassie to call her back. With a sigh, she picked up the folder for her next client and briefly looked through it. The client’s problem wasn’t anything major for her to handle – fortunately.

	Between her clients and Cassie’s schedule, she played phone tag with Cassie for over an hour before she actually got to talk with her. “Hi Cassie,” she finally said.

	“Hey Mel. What’s up? You’ve been trying to reach me all morning.”

	“Yeah, well, between the two of us, I guess we’ve been busy.”

	“I know I have,” Cassie replied. “So what can I do for you?”

	“You know how you’ve been only giving Chad the suppositories three days a week and then pretending to give him one on Tuesdays and Thursdays?”

	“Yeah?”

	“Well, I want you to reverse that now. Only give him the suppositories on Tuesday and Thursday and just pretend on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday.”

	“That should be no problem. I’m pretty sure the poor guy still has no idea that he’s not always getting them.”

	“That’s good,” Mel replied. “And hopefully, the results will stay the same.”

	After talking with Cassie, Mel glanced at her calendar again. She noticed that under tomorrow’s date she had listed the poker game that she had made Chad get them into. She hadn’t forgotten about it, but she had purposely avoided thinking about it further, just because she still didn’t know why she wanted him to be there – for that matter, she didn’t know why she wanted to be there either.

	She remembered some of Chad’s concerns that he had expressed at the restaurant last week over what she would make him do or what she was going to make him wear… Speaking of what he was going to wear, what was she going to wear? She was only guessing that this was going to be one of those silly “guy” get-togethers where they all dressed like slobs. Ugh! Why did they have to do that? Didn’t they have any pride? So what should she wear? She decided that maybe it wouldn’t hurt to check with Chad to see what everyone had worn in the past. She reached for her phone and dialed his number.

	“Hey Sissy,” Robin called from the entrance to his cubicle. “Ready for break?”

	Chad looked up from his computer and glanced at the time. “Break time already? Wow, where has the time gone?” He got up from his seat and started to walk out of his cubicle, but he suddenly heard his cell phone ringing – inside his purse – inside his desk drawer. He was tempted to not answer it, but Robin had already stopped and was looking back toward his drawer where the ringing was coming from. And besides, if it was Mel and he didn’t answer, she’d probably kill him! As quickly as possible, he extracted his cell phone and opened it, forgetting in his hurry to check to see who was calling. “Hello?”

	Mel paused for a moment before she answered. She had just been about to hang up and try again later when he had answered – in the wrong voice. “Sissy? What took you so long?” she asked angrily.

	Chad knew instantly that he was in trouble. He fervently wished that Robin wasn’t standing right next to him – or more preferably, that he was somewhere where nobody could hear him at all. He didn’t dare use his sissy voice with Robin standing there. “Um… My phone was inside my purse, which was inside my desk drawer,” he admitted.

	“And why aren’t you using your sissy voice?” Mel asked even more angrily. “You know better than to talk, anywhere, in your old voice – especially to me!”

	“Um…” Chad didn’t know how to reply. What could he say so that Robin wouldn’t know what was going on? “We were just going to break,” he finally replied.

	“To break! And… we? Who’s we?”

	“Um… Robin and I.”

	The Robin woman again! She was getting awfully tired of hearing about her! And now they were going to break together. The images that came to mind weren’t nice! “I don’t care who you’re with! I don’t care what you’re doing! I want to hear you talking like you’re supposed to – like a sissy! Now answer me properly!”

	Chad was horrified. He just couldn’t! Not right now where Robin would hear. “I… I… I can’t,” he stammered fearfully. “Not right now.” There was just no way he could do what Mel wanted right now. The whole company would know all too quickly exactly what was going on – not to mention that Mel was really his Mistress, not just his friend – not to mention how much of a sissy he really was. He just couldn’t do it!

	Mel’s temper started to boil. “We’ll discuss this later!” she replied menacingly. But you can be sure that it’s at least one demerit – for now. And the next time I call you, you had better answer me properly!”

	Chad suddenly found himself holding a disconnected phone. He knew he was in big trouble – perhaps worse trouble than he had ever been in. Fearfully, he closed his phone. He glanced at his purse still in the drawer. Should he put the phone back in, or keep it out? He was so worried about Mel that he couldn’t decide.

	“Trouble?” Robin asked.

	“Um…” Chad didn’t really know how to answer. “Kind of.”

	“What do you mean, kind of?”

	“Um…” He finally just shook his head. “Don’t ask. It’s complicated!”

	It was all Robin could do to keep from hitting him.

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 3 of 7)

	Mel was angry! So angry that she had hung up her phone before he could make any other reply. He had been very insolent. She didn’t care if his friend Robin was standing right next to him or not. He knew he was only supposed to use his sissy voice from now on!

	Well, he was in big trouble now! And all because of the Robin woman! She could just picture them together, walking hand in hand all through that building they were in as they headed to break together. Sissy, dressed in the very nice skirt and blouse outfit he was wearing today, and Robin – the tripe! Did she find him attractive dressed as a woman? She was sure of it! Some women were just that way and obviously Robin was one of them!

	Yes, it was definitely time to do something about the Robin woman… but what? It was a while before just the right idea came to mind. The idea actually satisfied her in so many ways and just thinking about it made her smile. In fact, the more she thought about it, the more she liked the idea. With more enthusiasm than anything else she had done all day, she opened her calendar again and selected the day she wanted. Then she began making another entry – “Take care of Robin!”

	That done, she turned her thoughts back to Chad – Sissy. Damn him for being so insolent! She thought she had him under better control than that. Another idea came to mind and she picked up her phone again to redial Cassie’s number. For once, she actually got right through to her. “Hi Cassie. It’s me again.”

	“Hey Mel. Did you forget something earlier?”

	“No, but I have something I need you to do for me this morning.”

	“Sure. What?”

	“Phone Sissy later this morning sometime. I want to know afterwards if he talked in his masculine voice at all, or in his sissy voice.”

	“Uh… Okay. What am I supposed to call him about?”

	“Anything. Nothing. Make something up or just don’t talk to him and see how he answers. I don’t care. I just want to know if he uses his sissy voice when he talks to you or his old male voice.”

	“Okay,” Cassie replied, somewhat surprised. “I guess I can do that.”

	“Good, and let me know afterwards. Oh, and Cassie, if you can, don’t tell him that I called you okay?”

	“Okay. Will do!”

	Mel’s next phone call was to Sandy. “Hi Sandy,” she said as soon as her call was answered.

	“Hi Mel. What can I do for you?”

	“I need you to phone Sissy for me, sometime after lunch today.”

	“You can’t do that yourself? Is there a problem?”

	“I’ve already talked to him and I’ve just asked Cassie to phone him too.”

	“So why would you need me to call him?”

	“I need to find out if he talks to you in his Sissy voice or in his old masculine voice. And Sandy, don’t tell him what it is I’m trying to find out. Don’t even tell him that I called you. Can you do that?”

	“I guess so. I don’t really see why not. I’ll ask him how he liked the designs I did.”

	“That should work just fine. Thanks Sandy.”

	That taken care of, Mel finally forced herself to turn her thoughts back to work – and her next client.

	“So who was on the phone?” Robin asked as they headed toward the break room together.

	“Just a friend,” Chad replied, a bit sullenly.

	“A friend? It didn’t sound like it to me. It sounded more like you were taking to somebody dangerous, like a loan shark or something. Hey! Was it a loan shark?”

	“Geez! Where do you come up with some of these ideas? Of course it wasn’t!”

	“Then who? Because whoever it was, clearly has you scared of something. And what is it that you can’t do right now?”

	Chad was getting upset. Women! They always ask too many questions! Especially Robin! Once she started, she couldn’t seem to stop! “It was just a friend,” he repeated more firmly.

	“Anyone I know? Or anyone I know about?”

	Why couldn’t she leave it alone? “I don’t think you know her.”

	“Her? Was it your friend Mel, your makeup lady, the one who sent you the flowers?”

	Chad was beginning to panic a bit. “Yeah, but I don’t want to talk about it.”

	“Well you were clearly afraid of something. So what was it that you can’t do? Anything I can help with? And why should you be afraid of her?”

	Chad wanted to scream! Why couldn’t she just leave it alone! “Like I said, I don’t want to talk about it!”

	Robin dropped the subject, but only for the moment. It was another mystery amid the many mysteries that surrounded him! And she was determined to dig them all up – one way or another!

	There were four people in front of Chad as he stood in line to get coffee. Standing there in a skirt and blouse with high heels on his feet was beginning to feel more normal for him. And better, he finally realized that he needed to pee again and was now holding back. He glanced further down the counter, past the coffee, then turned back toward Robin. “No doughnuts again,” he lamented.

	“I shouldn’t be eating them anyway,” she replied. “They undo all the good work I put in at the gym.”

	“You’re still going?” he asked, hoping that she would quit.

	“Tuesdays and Thursdays. And I intend to keep at it… for once.”

	Chad did his best to smile, but he would rather she quit before she could find out more about him.

	He finally got his coffee and waited till Robin got hers, then together they headed over to the table where the women usually sat. The table was filling up fast.

	“Sissy!” One of the women exclaimed before he even sat down. “You finally got your ears pierced. I like them. Very colorful.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied, slightly embarrassed – although he didn’t really know why.

	“He had it done at the mall,” Robin added.

	“I had mine done there,” one of the women replied, “in one of the big jewelry stores. I think they were very good. At least, I never had any problems. Is that where you had it done?”

	Chad shook his head. “No, I had it done in one of the smaller stores that sell a lot of junk jewelry.” He held his new necklaces up to show them.

	“You’re kidding?” another woman said, obviously shocked. I think I’d be afraid to have it done there. No telling what kind of equipment they use or how clean it is.”

	“It just kind of happened,” Chad explained. “It wasn’t totally my idea.”

	“So who helped you?” Robin asked. “You’re friend Mel?”

	“Um… Yeah. Kind of.”

	“Kind of? Either she was there or she wasn’t! Which is it?”

	“Uh… Yeah, she was definitely there and she did definitely help.”

	But Robin wasn’t about to leave things alone just yet. “The same Mel who called you a few minutes ago? The same Mel that has you suddenly afraid?”

	“Afraid?” One of the women chirped in. “Do tell girl. What’s going on? Come on, spill it! Maybe we can help.”

	But that was the last thing that Chad wanted to do. “I don’t want to talk about it!” he told everyone rather firmly.

	But Robin still wasn’t about to let things rest. “There’s something that Mel wants him to do,” she told everyone. “Something he thinks he can’t do. And now he seems to be awfully nervous about it.”

	“Who’s Mel?” one of the women asked.

	“Just a friend!” Chad replied.

	“She’s been helping him dress like a woman,” Robin added. “From what little I’ve been able to drag out of him, she seems to be his main source of help. I know she’s been teaching him makeup and a few other things.”

	“Well if she’s been that much help to you, what is it that you think you can’t do?” someone asked. “It sounds to me like she’s been an awful good friend to you.”

	“I would think so!” another woman added. “I doubt there are really many women around who would be willing to… um… you know… like, take you under her wing, so to speak.”

	“And considering how well you seem to be doing so far,” yet another woman added, “I would think that you would be anxious to follow any of her suggestions.”

	“So what is it that she wants you to do?” one of the first women asked.

	Chad wanted to scream! “Like I said,” he replied, carefully controlling his voice, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

	“I wonder if she wants him to see a doctor now,” someone suggested. “Talk to him about getting some hormones.”

	“Sounds reasonable,” someone else replied. “I would think that would be the direction he’s heading in.”

	“No, it’s not hormones!” Chad said, trying to quickly squash that idea before they could take it any further.

	“So what could possibly be so bad?” one of the women asked again. “Look, if you’re brave enough to wear dresses in public all the time, then I can’t imagine what could be that much worse.”

	But Chad simply refused to give them any more details. “I’m not going to talk about it!” he said one more time.

	“You’ve got a long way to go towards being a woman!” one of them said in rather a huffy tone of voice. “Women talk about these things. We have to! We help each other out!”

	But Chad just shook his head and said, “I can’t.” Help each other out? It was more like just wanting to spread the gossip!

	Chad was disappointed when he got back to his cubicle. Things at break hadn’t gone anything at all like he expected – mostly because of Robin. Nobody had even mentioned his new necklace or bracelet. All they wanted to talk about was his problem – his latest problem, with Mel. Women! Why did he have to envy them so much?

	He sat back in his chair and stared at the cubicle walls around him. He missed the colorful flowers he had enjoyed all last week. They had added a lot of brightness and color to his drab little workplace. But mostly, his mind was fuddled with thoughts of how Mel might punish him later. He knew he was in for it – big time! But he simply wasn’t about to go around talking in that silly sissy voice everywhere. No way! While he wasn’t looking forward to the beating he would probably get tonight, it would eventually be over and done with. And hopefully, by tomorrow, things would get back to normal again – his new normal anyway. He hoped.

	He was startled to hear his phone ringing again, still inside his purse, still inside of his desk drawer. Panicking that it might be Mel calling again, he tore his phone out as fast as he could. Why had he put it back there again? He took half a moment to glance at who was calling. Cassie, not Mel – fortunately. “Hello?” he said as fast as he could. Since it was just Cassie, he wasn’t worried about running anywhere and having to use his sissy voice where no one could hear him.

	“Hi Sissy,” Cassie’s voice replied. “I just wanted to let you know that there’s a slight chance I could be late today when you get here. Most likely I’ll be here, but I just wanted you to be prepared, just in case.”

	“Oh. That’s fine,” Chad replied. “I’m just glad you warned me. Do you need me to come a bit later, or not come at all?”

	“No. It would really be best if you came at your usual time. Like I said, I should be here.”

	“Oh, okay. No problem. Thanks for letting me know.” Chad closed his phone, but he set it on top of his desk instead of putting it back in his purse. It was considerate of Cassie to warn him like that, even if she should be there on time.

	“Was that your friend Mel?” Robin called over the wall between them.

	“No… It wasn’t,” Chad called back in a very exasperated tone of voice.

	But Robin’s only reply was, “Oh.”

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 4 of 7)

	The receptionist at the gym spotted Chad’s car driving into the parking lot. She glanced around as he was getting out of the car with is big pink bag. There weren’t many people in the gym just then. For once things were fairly quiet. She wanted to tease him again when he came in… she really almost felt like it was her duty to do it. But she was at a small loss as to how. “Hiiiiiii… Sissy,” she said with a big smile on her face the moment he walked in.

	Chad hated having to face her every time he came in, and lately, ever since his “performance” here last week, she had been so much worse! He was immediately wary when he noticed her forward attitude. “Hi,” he replied cautiously. “Is Cassie back yet?”

	Clearly the receptionist was caught off guard by his question. “Back? From where? She didn’t go anywhere – that I know of.”

	“Oh,” Chad replied. “She phoned me earlier to warn me that she might be late. So she’s here?”

	“Of course!”

	“Can you get her for me? Please?”

	The receptionist might have been taken off guard by his question, but she recovered quickly. “You didn’t curtsey for me yet,” she noted.

	Ugh! Chad would have asked if he had to, but he knew better. She could be so stubborn sometimes. He dropped a quick curtsey for her.

	“And you didn’t say ‘Hello’ in your funny little voice.”

	Double ugh! He curtseyed once again and said hello in his sissy voice for her. “Now will you please get her for me?”

	She leaned over the counter and lowered her voice. “Are you here to get your diapers changed again?” She giggled the moment she finished her question.

	“Yeah. As usual,” Chad admitted. He was worried about what else she might want to know. He clearly remembered her feeling him all over last week, trying to feel his diapers under his clothes.

	“I suppose they’re all covered up so I can’t see them again.”

	“Just like always,” Chad replied. Why couldn’t she just go get Cassie and leave it at that?

	She pouted. “Oh pooh! It’s just no fun if I can’t see them.”

	“I don’t know why you’d want to.”

	“Because I do! I’m… interested!”

	Chad didn’t think that was the real reason at all. “Will you please just get…”

	But before he could finish his question, she was leaning forward again with a rather expectant smile on her face. “Can I watch today?”

	Chad was dumbfounded. “Can you… No! Of course not!”

	She had only just thought of the idea a moment before she asked the question. But now that she had asked it, she rather liked the idea. “I wonder what Cassie will say when I ask her?” She immediately hurried off with a slight giggle to find Cassie before he could say anything else.

	Chad was stunned as he watched her back disappearing around the corner. He desperately hoped that Cassie would say no to her – rather frightening – request.

	Cassie and the receptionist appeared at the same time. The receptionist hurried back to her place behind the counter, giggling and eyeing him all the way. Chad kept an eye on her as he dropped a curtsey for Cassie and told her hello.

	“Let’s go, Sissy,” she said. “You know the way.”

	Chad was relieved to see the receptionist staying where she was as he followed Cassie back through the gym to their usual office. As soon as the door was closed, he had to ask. “Did she…”

	Cassie smiled broadly. “Yes she did! That is, if you’re wondering if she asked if she could watch.”

	“And what did you say?”

	“I said not today.”

	Not today! But that didn’t rule out in the future. He started to get undressed.

	“I also told her I would have to check with Mel first.”

	The very mention of Mel made him stop what he was doing as he remembered the trouble he was in. When Cassie asked her, and he had no doubt at all that she would, would Mel say yes… just to punish him? It was entirely all too possible. Having something more to worry about, he resumed getting undressed.

	A few minutes later, another baby bottle in his mouth, he felt Cassie unfastening his very soaked diapers.

	“Wow! You’re even more soaked than usual today – if that’s possible!” Cassie exclaimed as she peeled the sodden diapers back.

	Chad didn’t want to tell her that he had wet himself without knowing he was going to do it – more times than he was happy about that morning. He had only regained all his control a few hours ago, and even then, he had missed once or twice.

	Cassie noted his still tiny penis trapped inside his chastity device. She grabbed the device and shook it back and forth a few times – no reaction. She didn’t bother spending any more time on it. She quickly wiped clean his front side before pulling his soaked diapers out from under him. Quickly, she slipped the two fresh diapers that she had prepared while he was undressing underneath him. “Roll over, Sissy. Let’s see your backside now.”

	This was the part that Chad loved – usually… now. He set his baby bottle aside and rolled over, anxious for what he hoped she would do with him… to him.

	Cassie quickly wiped off his backside. Then she liberally squirted some baby lotion into one hand and rubbed some onto her other hand. Then she placed her hands right down onto his backside. She saw his back arch a bit at the pleasurable feeling. She started rubbing her hands all around his backside, massaging the baby lotion into him. She watched as he laid his head down on his arms, lost in the pleasure. “I wonder what little Cindy would think if she saw me doing this to you?”

	Chad came back to reality with a visible snap. “Cindy?”

	“Our receptionist out front. She did ask to watch.”

	“I’m so glad you said no. Thank you.”

	Cassie giggled a bit as she continued to massage him. “I only said no for today. I don’t know what Mel will say when I ask her.”

	Chad didn’t want to think about that, but the more he tried not to think about it, the more he couldn’t get it off his mind. What did interrupt his thoughts though was Cassie telling him to hike his knees up under him, making his backside a much better target for her attention.

	While he was getting into position, she reached into her desk drawer and pulled out the toy she usually used on him. He got ready quickly. She squirted a bit more baby lotion onto her toy to get it ready. She didn’t put the toy against him right away. Instead, she pushed her finger up against his tiny asshole first. She felt him pushing back against her slightly, but not hard. She increased the pressure and saw an ever so slight shudder run along his body. She pushed a bit harder and her finger slipped inside.

	She pushed her finger in slightly, then pulled it back slightly. In, then out. In, then out. Within moments, he was rocking back and forth to the rhythm she had set. She pulled her finger out and set the tip of her ribbed dildo up against him instead. She saw another slight shudder go through him. She pushed on it ever so slightly, then harder. But the moment it started to go in, he pushed back, harder than she expected. He wanted it that much! But she didn’t want him to have it all yet. She only let about half of it go in before she held it back. She pulled it out, then slowly inserted it again. Then she stopped keeping it in place for a few moments before she did it again. Each time she pushed it in, he pushed back, wanting it to go faster, harder. But by doing it the way that she was, she forced him to accept her pace, not the pace that he wanted. Eventually, she saw him stop trying to control it. Only then did she push it in and out of him more continuously.

	After a while, he began trying to control it again – and she held the toy steady to let him. He began rocking back and forth, pulling it out of himself, then pushing it back in. Over and over again.

	Cassie leaned over him and very quietly said, “I wonder how much little Cindy will enjoy seeing you do this?” She giggled as she saw his eyes suddenly open wide and look back slightly at her – while he kept rocking. In fact, his rocking suddenly got harder – much harder. Obviously the thought of someone else seeing what he was doing was affecting him.

	Chad tried his best to get the relief he so desperately craved. He wished though that Cassie hadn’t mentioned letting the receptionist watch. The very thought of it scared him – and stimulated him too, although he didn’t know why. But as usual, no matter how hard he tried, he just couldn’t get there. He just couldn’t reach that place of ultimate pleasure and satisfaction that he so desperately craved. And then he suddenly felt something warm and wet splashing down his legs that were pulled up under him. He was peeing again – without knowing he was going to do it! He stopped his rocking quickly, pulling out as much as he was able as he tried to pull his now wet legs away from the dripping pee down on them. He tried to look down and under himself to see how bad it was.

	Cassie saw him suddenly stop, which surprised her. But then she saw him just as quickly trying to look at something under him. She looked down and saw the pee still running out of him, straight down onto the fresh diapers she had just laid under him. Still holding the dildo where it was in him, she giggled as she watched till he was done. She leaned over him. “Are you going to do that for Cindy too?” His reaction was more like a physical jolt as he lifted his head to stare at her. But his quick motion also shoved the dildo further back into him again, which sent a new wave of pleasure into him. Once again he began fucking himself desperately on it.

	Chad’s newfound desperation for pleasure didn’t last very long. Very shortly, he slowed, then stopped, dropping his head down to the floor to let Cassie know that he was finished. He didn’t even know why he bothered to try so hard. Getting what he wanted was impossible! He guessed he just liked it that much. He didn’t even bother to look back or move till he felt Cassie finishing putting the damn suppository up inside of him. Only then did he roll back over onto his back and grab his baby bottle again.

	Cassie pulled the first of his two diapers up into place and taped it closed. She leaned closer to his head. “Wouldn’t it be fun to let Cindy do this for you next time?” she asked. She had to giggle again as she saw him shudder and his eyes open wide. He stayed just like that the entire time she pulled his second diaper into place and taped it firmly closed.

	“What’s eating you?” Gloria asked as soon as she and Mel had both placed their orders for lunch.

	“Ugh!” Mel grunted. “It’s just one of those days. You know?”

	Gloria smiled. “That time again, huh?”

	Mel nodded. “Plus, Sissy’s been giving me a bit of trouble today.”

	“A bit of trouble? Like what?”

	“Like not talking properly!” The moment she said it, Mel seemed to get more agitated. “He knows how I want him to behave! He knows how I want him to talk! But you should have heard how insolent he was when I called him at work this morning! Not only was everything all wrong, he outright refused to do it right! What’s gotten into him?” She leaned slightly closer. “It’s that Robin woman he works with! I’m sure of it! She’s probably filling his silly little head with all kinds of wrong ideas.”

	Mel leaned back in her seat before continuing. “Well, I’m going to fix her. I’m going to fix it so that she’ll stay away from him – far away!”

	Gloria had rarely seen Mel this worked up over something. And worse, she couldn’t be sure just how justified Mel might be in whatever she had planned. “Do I want to know what you’re planning to do?”

	Mel smiled wickedly. “Probably… not!”

	Gloria nodded. “I thought so.”

	“You wouldn’t be willing to slip a few bits into your next session with him to make him mind me better, would you?”

	Gloria shook her head. “I’m not even going to get into that!”

	Chad stowed his purse in his drawer as he got back from lunch and sat down at his desk. He placed his cell phone on top of his desk. He didn’t want to have to dig it out so quickly again. Lunch had been great! Well, at least the part where he got to eat something. It was the first solid food he had eaten since Friday! Once again he had been through an entire weekend of eating just baby food… well, mostly baby food. The dinner he had cooked last night wasn’t really baby food, but Mel had reduced it to that just the same.

	He heard Robin talking in the next cubicle over – probably on the phone. He figured it was safe enough. He clicked on the icon on his desktop to open up the spreadsheet he kept for tracking his progress on the bet.

	He looked at the column next to today’s date. Twenty-five days to go. In some ways, an eternity. Yet in other ways, the time was definitely growing shorter. But the question was, could he still win? Could he still pull it off? He was fairly certain he could. After all, he knew his own body well and what it could do. He always regained everything very fast. The troubling thing though, was that after this past weekend, he had been having a lot of trouble regaining that control once again. Mel’s diaper games had definitely had an effect on him this time. But he was once again in control of himself – if you didn’t count what happened at the gym – and that was kind of understandable considering what Cassie was doing to him at the time.

	He moved up to the row for last Friday. How long had he managed to hold back? He couldn’t quite remember for sure, but for some reason he thought that it might have been about eighteen and a half minutes. Or should he round it up to nineteen minutes? Either way, it was better than the eighteen minutes he had put down for the day before. Just as an attempt to be more correct, he filled in eighteen and a half minutes. Progress in the right direction! But what would he be filling in for today when he got to it. He had no illusions that he would make eighteen minutes again. He’d just have to hope for the best today and try as hard as he could.

	He closed the spreadsheet once again, unwilling to look anymore at his reasons for winning the bet. Mel had left him with all too much to think about concerning that issue.

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 5 of 7)

	“Hey Mel. I’m glad I reached you,” Cassie said as soon as she heard Mel answer her phone.

	“Hi Cassie. You have news?”

	“I’ll say! First of all, when I called him, he definitely didn’t talk in his sissy voice. In fact, it took me a minute to make sure I was talking to the right person. I’m not used to hearing his male voice anymore.”

	Mel was slightly disappointed – in a way. Still it was just as she suspected he’d do. “That’s kind of what I figured he’d do,” she told Cassie. “Thanks for doing that for me.”

	“No problem,” Cassie replied. “By the way, our little receptionist here asked me today if she could watch while I change his diapers.”

	“She did?” Mel was very surprised to hear that. “What did you tell her?”

	“I told her not today, but that I would ask you about it. She seemed fairly pleased with my answer. So what should I tell her?”

	Her question actually caught Mel off guard. “Geez! I never thought about anyone else there.”

	“I know. She kind of surprised me too. But Mel, let me tell you, while I was… uh… working with Chad today, I mentioned her watching a few times, just to kid with him, you know? And each time I brought it up, you should have seen how he reacted. I think the idea scares him, but at the same time, I think it turns him on too.”

	Mel digested that. “Yeah, that figures! Knowing him, it probably would turn him on!”

	“So what should I tell her?”

	Mel thought about it, but she had too many other problems with Chad just then to decide one way or another. Besides, she wasn’t there at lunchtimes to change him. She didn’t really know the situation. “Tell you what Cassie, you decide. I’m afraid I’m going to have to leave it all up to you this time. Use your best judgment.”

	Cassie paused for a moment before she replied. “Okay, I guess. We’ll just have to see how things go in the future.”

	Robin poked her head into Chad’s cubicle for a moment. “Okay, Sissy, I’m off to the meeting. Is there anything you want me to bring up for you?”

	Chad turned in his chair to answer her. “No. Good luck.”

	She smiled, “Thanks. And you’ll be standing by to answer any questions?”

	He picked up his cell phone from the desk to show her. But before he could put it down again, it rang. Chad was so startled he almost dropped it.

	“You’re getting a lot of calls today,” Robin noted as he opened his phone.

	Chad had checked to see who was calling and was surprised to see Sandy’s name there. “Hello?”

	“Hi Sissy,” Sandy replied. “I was just checking to see if there was anything else you needed me to design for you before I send you my bill.”

	“Uh… No thanks. I think you’ve given me plenty to look at.”

	Sandy actually giggled at his answer. “Okay then, I just wanted to check, that’s all.”

	“Yeah. Thanks Sandy.” Chad closed his phone.

	“Who’s Sandy?” Robin asked.

	“I asked her to do some design work for redecorating my apartment.”

	Robin was suddenly very interested. “You’re redecorating?”

	“Eventually.”

	“Did she come up with anything good?”

	“Some of it,” Chad replied. “Some I wasn’t as happy with.”

	Mel’s phone rang and she noticed that it was Sandy calling back. “Hello,” she said as soon as she connected.

	“Hi Mel. I just wanted to let you know that I called him.”

	“And what voice did he use?”

	“Definitely his male voice. I don’t think he even thought about speaking any other way.”

	Mel sighed. Again, it was just as she suspected. “Okay, thanks Sandy. I appreciate your help.”

	“No problem Mel. Anytime.”

	Mel sat back in her chair to think. It was really the same old problem that she still had no way to solve. How could she get him to use his sissy voice all the time? She had already yelled at him earlier – and obviously that didn’t work. She knew that tonight he was going to be in for a major beating and she was fairly certain that he was aware of that too. But she still had no other method than the beatings she was giving him now.

	She was tempted to call him and let him know that he would be getting more demerits – one for Cassie’s call and another one for Sandy’s call, but she decided to wait a little while first. She had a meeting with another client in a few minutes and she really didn’t want to get any more upset before hand than she already was.

	Chad sat back in his chair – waiting for his phone to ring. But now that he wanted it to ring, it was remaining stubbornly quiet. He could have been doing other work, but he just didn’t feel like it. In a way, he was glad that he wasn’t at the meeting with the client. Dressed as he was, it would be horribly embarrassing. He was fairly sure that the clients wouldn’t exactly like it either. But on the other hand, he was rather proud of what he had built for them and would have liked to get some direct credit for it from the people who would actually be using it. If it wasn’t for the way he was dressed… and the things that Mel made him do… and the bet in general, then he would have gladly been in that meeting. As it was, Robin was now representing both of them. He kind of resented that a bit, but then, what other solution was there?

	The longer he sat without his phone ringing, the more useless he began to feel. Didn’t anybody have any questions he could answer? Was it possible that Robin knew everything? Maybe they didn’t really need him. Was it a sign that the company might be able to do without him? None of the other work he was currently doing was really very important. It was mostly a lot of busywork that just needed doing. Were they trying to tell him something by ignoring him? He began to wish harder than ever for his phone to ring.

	As he waited, he realized he had to pee again – fortunately. He quickly noted the time and began holding back. At least holding back gave him something different to worry about instead of only wondering why nobody was calling him. As the minutes ticked on, holding back became harder and harder. He got up from his seat to walk around his cubicle, hoping the movement would help. It helped, but only slightly, and only for a few moments. Eventually, he sat down again for the same reason. And then he felt it leaking out of him. The pressure was just too much to hold back, and with an audible explosion of his breath he let it loose. He checked the clock. Nine minutes. Pitiful! But much better than anything he had done yet today.

	“Hey Chad.”

	Robin’s sudden appearance at the entrance to his cubicle startled him. “Hi Robin. Is the meeting over already?”

	“Yeah. It was a total waste of time. Mostly, Tom went through everything, then he turned all the materials over to them. They didn’t even have any questions.”

	“No questions at all?”

	“Nope. I just sat there like a lump the whole time.”

	Chad suddenly began to feel better.

	“So are you ready for break?” she asked.

	Her question surprised him. “Break time already?” he asked as he checked the time.

	“Duh! What do you think?”

	It was indeed time. Where had the afternoon gone? But did he want to go? Lately, everybody had way too many questions that he wasn’t willing to answer. But if he didn’t go, then Robin would only make some kind of a fuss. He got out of his chair and followed her out to the hallway.

	“So have you patched things up yet with your friend Mel?” Robin asked as they walked.

	“Patched things up?” He almost laughed. The real answer was a big definite no! But he couldn’t tell her that. “There was nothing to patch up,” he told her instead.

	“So what was your problem?”

	He paused searching for some acceptable way to answer. Finally he replied. “It’s complicated.”

	“I hate you!”

	There was no line for coffee. Chad only had to wait for Robin to get hers. But as he was waiting he saw Derek already sitting at a table by himself. Derek motioned slightly toward one of the empty seats at his table, inviting Chad over. Chad leaned closer to Robin. “I’m going to go see what Derek wants,” he said.

	Robin turned and looked at Derek then waved coyly at him. “Your boyfriend!” she teased. “Go get him girl!”

	Chad just rolled his eyes as he poured his own coffee.

	“Hi Derek,” Chad said as he walked up to the table.

	“Cha… I mean, hi Sissy. You still coming to the game tomorrow night?”

	Chad sat down before he answered. “As far as I know.” But what he didn’t say was that he’d much rather not be there. Especially with what he suspected that Mel had planned for him.

	Derek only nodded. “Any chance you won’t be dressed like… he paused, then just waved his hand a bit toward Chad.”

	Chad shook his head. “The truth is, I don’t know what I’ll be wearing yet.” And that was the part that really worried him. After this morning, he figured there was now a better chance than ever that he would be attending the poker game in his silly sissy baby dress.

	Derek only smiled. “You sound like my ex-wife! She never knew what she was going to wear to something till she went thorough everything in her closet at least three times. Then she usually went out and bought something new.”

	Chad blushed as he searched for a decent answer. “That’s part of the fun of it all.” And he supposed that was the truth. He just hadn’t had much of a chance to experience much of it yet.

	When break was over, he walked back to his desk with Robin. She asked him, “What did Derek want to talk about?”

	“He asked about what I plan to wear to the poker game tomorrow night.”

	Robin sounded somewhat shocked. “He did? I told you he liked you!”

	“It’s not like that!” Chad replied, defending himself. “I think he’d rather I showed up as a guy again.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Yes!” Chad answered emphatically.

	But Robin only smiled. “So what are you going to wear?”

	“That’s the part that has me worried.”

	Robin almost laughed. “Do you need some help picking out an outfit? I’m sure we can come up with something sexy that Derek will just love.”

	Chad knew she was only teasing, but still… “No thanks. I’m pretty sure that Mel has that already figured out for me.” And he had no doubt about that at all!

	Chad was just walking into his cubicle when his phone started ringing. Fortunately, he had left it out on his desk. He quickly checked and saw that it was Mel calling – oh shit! He hurried out of his cubicle with the phone, as he did so, he noticed that Robin had stopped at the entrance to her own cubicle and was looking back at him. “Uh… excuse me,” Chad mumbled to Robin as he quickly hurried off in the opposite direction – phone in hand.

	As he hurried up the hallway as fast as he could walk in the heels he was wearing, he opened his phone. “Hewwo?” he said, slightly winded in his sissy voice as he hurried further away.

	“Sissy! What took you so long to answer again?”

	“I was just getting back fwom bweak.” He replied in his sissy voice again.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel asked, her suspicions growing. “Are you running somewhere again – trying to hide?”

	“Uh…”

	“Which means yes!”

	Chad had no real way to deny it. “Uh… Yes, Mistwess.”

	“I thought so! When I called you earlier, you spoke in your old male voice. You know that’s forbidden, yet you refused to speak correctly even when I told you to! Then after that, Cassie called you and you talked to her in your old – forbidden – male voice too! And you know you shouldn’t have. Cassie said she wasn’t even sure it was you that she was really talking to for a few minutes. Then later, Sandy called you and she told me that you again spoke to her in your forbidden male voice. You just never learn! And now you’re hurrying away somewhere so nobody else will hear you! You know perfectly well that I want you using your sissy voice when you talk with everybody – even at work! As of right now, you’ve got a total of four demerits. I certainly hope you don’t get anymore, or you won’t be sitting down for a very, very long time!”

	Four demerits! Oh great! He wasn’t happy to hear that at all. And how was he supposed to know that when Sandy and Cassie called that they would be telling her what voice he used. It wasn’t fair! But what could he say about it? He wasn’t going to use his sissy voice at work – no matter what! “Yes, Mistwess,” he replied sullenly, accepting the fact that he was going to be in for a very painful evening. No real surprise though.

	“Now,” Mel continued. “I had wanted to ask you earlier, but I forgot since you made me so angry. What do the guys usually wear to these poker games? I’m guessing it’s all quite casual, but do they show up in junky old t-shirts, or do they at least have a bit more class?”

	Chad had to stop to consider the question. “Well,” he finally said, “I have seen one or two of them in t-shirts before, but usually most of the guys just wear what they wore to work that day.” Then very quickly he added, “That’s probably what I should do too – just wear whatever I wear to work tomorrow. It will be the easiest.”

	“Don’t plan on it!” Mel replied, leaving him with no doubt at all that she had other ideas. Well, he had tried.

	As he entered his cubicle, he heard Robin’s voice call over the wall, “Is everything all right?”

	“It’s fine!” he called back. Just fine – that is if you don’t count being beaten half to death later.

	A moment later, Robin was in his cubicle. She seemed genuinely concerned. “I just thought something was really wrong the way you grabbed your phone and went running like that. So what was the problem?”

	He shook his head. “No real problem. Mel just wanted to know what the guys wear to the poker games.”

	“And for that you had to run down the hall like your life was at stake?”

	Well, his life was sort of at stake. He just couldn’t tell her that. “Um… I thought it might be another problem,” he replied.

	“Like the problem that had you so scared earlier?”

	Trust Robin to never forget something you wanted her to forget. “Um… Yeah, kind of.”

	Robin shook her head, knowing that he was about to get stubborn again. “And you’re not going to tell me any more about it. Right?”

	He shook his head. “Sorry.”

	“Yeah, right!” she said disgustedly. Then she perked up. “So did you talk about what you’re going to be wearing? I hope it will be something interesting.”

	Chad rolled his eyes as he thought again of the stupid, too short, silly – baby dress! “No, we didn’t talk about that, but I have no doubt at all that it will be interesting.”

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 6 of 7)

	One of the things that Chad disliked about getting home from work lately, was having to immediately go back to wearing only one diaper again – and being on a very short one hour and forty-five minute time limit to make it leak. It seemed like he had just started doing better at holding back when that ability was ripped out from under him. All that progress he had worked so hard to regain all day – lost! And today, it had been particularly difficult to start making progress again. The restrictions that Mel had kept him under all weekend had taken quite a toll. And now that she had changed his time limit from two hours to an hour and forty-five minutes, he was more worried about that than ever. Fifteen minutes didn’t sound like a lot of time, but in this case, it was an enormous amount. It was usually that last fifteen minutes that decided if he was going to get punished or not.

	While going back to wearing only one diaper with nothing over it was beginning to feel normal, he immediately missed the comfort and security of the thicker multiple diapers. Just one diaper felt thin, flimsy, and all too much like it would leak – which was exactly the goal for him. But it was amazing how much pee it actually took to get the thing to leak!

	Once he had removed his “once again” messy diapers from the afternoon and showered himself clean, he phoned Mel as he was putting his single diaper on. While she was still on the line he taped it closed.

	“One hour and forty-five minutes,” she told him over the phone. “But I shouldn’t have to tell you that. I’ll be home in a little while, Sissy. I expect to see you in your uniform when I get there.”

	Chad hurried to get dressed again, which actually took a lot longer than it used to – when he was still dressing like a man. But dressing like a man was no longer an option, especially since she had removed every piece of male clothing from his apartment and took it… somewhere. He quickly touched up his makeup and hair and added the white apron to his uniform. Then he hurried over to her apartment. He immediately grabbed another baby bottle, this time full of juice, from her refrigerator. That hour and forty-five minute deadline came awfully fast!

	His one and only meal of solid food in the past… three days now, had been his lunch today. As he rummaged past all the baby bottles in her refrigerator to decide what to cook, he fervently hoped that she wouldn’t feed him more baby food for dinner tonight… or what was almost as bad, mash up the food he worked so hard to prepare into – essentially – baby food! He knew that Mel liked chicken, so he pulled that out to fix for the two of them. No use taking any chances on fixing something she might not like. She seemed to be mad enough at him already.

	Mel was tired when she walked in the door. Overall it had been a fairly lousy day – way too busy and way too many petty problems. The minor little cramps in her stomach didn’t help matters either. She smelled the dinner he was cooking the minute she opened the door. She knew without a doubt that normally it would smell and taste great, but not tonight. She knew there was nothing wrong with what he had made, it was just that her stomach seemed to be a bit more sensitive today than usual. She didn’t want dinner at all. Two seconds after she realized that, he appeared and dropped a fast curtsey as he greeted her. So nice! At least that part was enjoyable. She actually smiled despite herself.

	He disappeared back into the kitchen as quickly as he had appeared. She went over to her desk to deposit her laptop and another folder full of paperwork. Ugh! She needed to do some work again tonight – but right now she just didn’t feel like it. She sat down at one end of the couch instead. “Sissy!” she called. “Get in here!”

	Chad heard her and hurried into the living room. He was in so much trouble already that he dared not make any mistakes. He dropped a curtsey and asked how he could help her in his best sissy voice.

	“Forget dinner. Just turn it off and get back here right away. I need my feet rubbed.” The minute she said it, she pulled her legs up onto the couch and pried off her too tight heels. “Ohhh,” she signed audibly with relief the moment her shoes were gone.

	Forget dinner? But he had already fixed it? He hurried back to the kitchen and looked around, there was nothing really that he could do so he ran back again. She pulled her legs up a little, giving him room to sit down, then she plopped her pantyhose covered feet in his lap. He immediately grabbed one of them and began to massage it. Mel signed again as she closed her eyes and sank further back into the couch. Heaven!

	Chad rubbed one foot for a long time, and then the other. Mel never moved, never opened her eyes. If he didn’t know better, he would have thought she was sleeping. He rubbed both feet for quite a while, he was getting tired of doing it. Would she care if he stopped? Did he dare ask her? “Um… Mistress? Have you had enough yet?”

	His question brought her back to the world of reality. Her mind had been thinking about other things – daydreaming. She realized how much time must have gone by. “Okay, Sissy,” she said as she pulled her feet off of him. “Go fix me a small sandwich. I don’t feel like anything else tonight.”

	Chad was shocked as he got up from the couch. Just a sandwich? After he had prepared a nice dinner for her? “A sandwich? What kind?” he asked politely.

	“Surprise me,” she said as she closed her eyes and stretched out again.

	Chad had fixed chicken for dinner, so he cut up the chicken from her plate and fixed a simple sandwich from it. He laid her “modified” dinner on the table as nicely as possible. “Mistress,” he called. “Your dinner is ready.”

	Mel rolled over on the couch. Dinner. Ugh! But she supposed she was a little hungry and she did need to eat. “Bring it in here to me,” she told him as she got up from the couch to get her laptop. She really did have work that needed to be done.

	Chad was surprised once again, but he grabbed her plate and the cup of coffee he had poured for her and brought it into the living room where she was just pulling her laptop out of it’s case. He set the food down on the end table next to her and stood back. “Will there be anything else?” he asked.

	“Not now, Sissy,” she replied without looking up from what she was doing. “Go stand in the corner till I need you.”

	Realizing that she was in some kind of strange mood, Chad took another big swig from his latest bottle and headed slowly to his corner where he carefully stepped up onto his perch and leaned into the walls. His corner again! Ugh! He closed his eyes since there was nothing to see. A tiny roll of hunger went through his stomach, but he ignored it. He listened carefully, but all he could hear was an occasional tapping on her keyboard and sometimes the soft rustle of paper moving. And that was it.

	Inside the kitchen, his dinner was all prepared and waiting for him – in her refrigerator. It would be nice if she would let him eat it while she was busy. Plus, the kitchen was somewhat of a mess and needed to be cleaned up. There was a bit of laundry he could be busy with too. He was sure that some of the furniture could use a quick dusting and it wouldn’t hurt to run the vacuum over the carpets. And did her bathroom need a quick once-over too? Of course it did! So many things that he could be doing. But instead he had been banished to his corner. Again. What fun! Not!

	He was almost tempted to ask if he could clean her apartment instead of standing and doing nothing. But in the mood she seemed to be in tonight, he dared not make a sound. So he stood there, his feet and legs aching from the stupid bar he was made to stand on, unable to see anything, not allowed to move a single muscle. In his corner, and out of the way. Unneeded. Unwanted. Unloved?

	It took Mel most of an hour to finish what she had to get done. As she finished, she reached for her coffee cup and discovered that it was empty. She barely remembered drinking it. She glanced at the plate that had held her sandwich. All that was left was a bit of crust. She barely remembered eating anything too.

	She glanced at Sissy in his corner. She hadn’t heard him make a sound. She doubted that he had even moved – of course she hadn’t paid any attention to him so she really didn’t know. And unfortunately there was work to be done tonight that involved him too. She glanced at the clock and realized how late it was. “Get out of there Sissy,” she told him as she started packing up her laptop.

	Chad let out an audible gasp of relief even before he began the painful process of extricating himself from the corner. He had been there forever and his toes ached, his calves ached, even his back and neck ached. But moving off of the perch brought outright pain to all those areas as he tried to move those muscles or even just stand normally again. His ankles especially didn’t want to bend upright like that should.

	“Are you leaking?” Mel asked as she shoved her computer into its case.

	Chad hated admitting it. “No Mistress.” Then he quickly added in his own defense. “I didn’t get enough to drink since I had to stay in the corner so long.” Hopefully, she would be a bit merciful.

	“Too bad, Sissy. I can’t make any exceptions.” Mel actually felt bad about saying that, but at the same time, winning the bet was still the most important thing in her life right now. “Go get yourself another drink while I finish here,” she told him.

	Chad hurried to the kitchen to grab his baby bottle. He was thirsty, very thirsty. Hungry too.

	“Get in your highchair,” Mel called from the living room. “I’ll bring you your dinner in a minute.”

	Chad was hungry. He pulled his dinner plate out of the refrigerator and set it on the counter for her. Then he removed the tray from his highchair and climbed up into it.

	Mel walked into the kitchen and immediately put the tray in place again, essentially locking him into the highchair. Then she grabbed a bib and tied it around his neck – he was a messy eater after all. She saw his dinner plate already out on the counter but she ignored it completely. Instead, she went to the cupboard and randomly grabbed four jars of baby food, not even bothering to look to see what she had selected. With a bit of difficulty, she opened all four jars and set them on his tray for him along with a tiny baby spoon. Then she set his latest baby bottle on the tray for him too. He did need to keep drinking.

	She poured herself another cup of coffee and leaned back against one of the counters to watch him eat – and make a mess of himself.

	Chad was more than a bit surprised, not so much by the baby food that she had set in front of him, but by the fact that she hadn’t even bothered to dump any of it out onto another plate. She had given it all to him, still in the jars. He grabbed the tiny baby spoon in his right hand and picked up one of he colorful jars with his left.

	“Ah, ah!” Mel warned from across the room. “You hold that spoon like you’re supposed to!”

	Ugh! Chad immediately transferred the spoon to his left hand where he held it in his fist, then he picked up the jar with his right hand instead. Holding the spoon the way he was and trying to scoop up the food out of the tiny jar, while not spilling the contents, proved to be another difficult exercise. As usual, much of the baby food dripped off of the spoon – but he was getting better at it. More than usual found its way all the way into his mouth – if you didn’t count all the food that dripped down onto his tray as he was trying to pull the spoon out of the jar, which was a lot.

	“So how was work today?” Mel asked as she watched him trying to eat.

	Chad shrugged. “Okay.”

	“How did things go with that meeting? Did they call you with many questions?”

	Chad briefly looked up from his dinner. “Not even once. Robin said that they didn’t ask her anything either.”

	She winced a little bit at hearing Robin’s name. She really wished he wouldn’t mention her. “Did anybody ask you about the poker game tomorrow night?”

	Chad shoved more of the baby food into his mouth. “I sat with Derek this afternoon during break. I think he really would prefer it if I were allowed to dress like a man again.” He looked up questioningly.

	“Don’t even think it! It’s not going to happen.”

	But of course Chad knew that. “Robin wanted to know what I’d be wearing to the game,” he said as he dug more of the colorful food out of one of the jars. “She even offered to help me pick out an outfit.”

	Mel’s annoyance with Robin grew a lot greater. Yes, it was way past time to do something about the Robin woman! Way past time!

	Despite the difficulty of eating with the tiny baby spoon, four jars of baby food didn’t take him all that long to eat. And finishing his bottle didn’t add a whole lot of time to his time in the highchair either. He had felt himself peeing quite a bit once while he ate, but it was only once. Unfortunately, he couldn’t feel any telltale leaks yet. Of course sitting down like he was made it perfectly possible for him to be leaking and not know it.

	Mel finished her coffee and wiped him off before pulling the tray away from the table. “Are you leaking yet?” she asked. “It’s way past time.”

	“I don’t know,” he replied as he slid down from the chair. He pulled the skirt of his dress all the way up to expose his diaper. It certainly looked soggy, but he couldn’t see any leaks.

	Mel shook her head in frustration. “Never mind. Get that dress off and start preparing your punishment area. You’ve got lots of punishment coming! And hurry up! Four demerits worth, plus not leaking – even now… I don’t even know how long we’re going to be at this!”

	Chad was looking forward to his punishment even less now. Forty whacks for the demerits was a lot, but how many was she going to tack on just because he hadn’t leaked yet? And the problem was mostly because she had kept him confined in that darn corner where he couldn’t keep drinking. It was her fault, not his!

	 


Chapter 38 (Monday – week 6 Part 7 of 7)

	He certainly didn’t hurry as he spread out the disposable diapers all over that area of the floor. Many of the diapers he was spreading had been used just for this purpose before. But as he looked at all of them, he figured that they really needed something better than all those diapers to use. But if he asked Mel about it, it would be like proclaiming that he was planning on getting more punishment – which he certainly wasn’t! At least, not if he could help it.

	Once the area was prepared, he let out a small sigh as he removed his apron and dress. He debated whether or not to remove his shoes and wound up slipping them off too. “Mistress, the area is ready,” he announced. The area might have been ready, but he wasn’t – not mentally or physically. He just had no excuses left for putting it off any longer.

	Mel wandered over and eyed the area slightly as she headed to the corner to pick up her yardstick. Everything looked ready – except him. “Get that diaper off!” she ordered as she got into her usual place.

	Chad moved slower than usual as he carefully pulled open the tapes on the single sodden diaper he was wearing. Forty whacks! Plus – how many? But the soaked diaper didn’t need very many of the tapes to hold it up and before he wanted it to, it slipped out of his hands and dropped down his legs to the floor. He stepped out of it, wearing nothing but his bra, waist cincher… and his chastity device. For all that, he felt totally naked.

	“I really wish you weren’t being so stubborn over this,” Mel said as she watched him getting into place, leaning forward against the back of the chair in front of him. “I don’t ‘want’ to punish you… not at all. But I’ve got no other method to make sure you do what I want.” She watched as he slowly raised his bottom up into position, as if he was inviting her to hit him. “And in case you’ve forgotten the terms of this arrangement, what I want is all that matters!” With that, she swung the stick at his backside – hard!

	The stinging slap of her yardstick actually surprised him more than usual - because she had swung her stick harder than usual. He stood up, curtseyed to her, and thanked her. Then he bent down and got into position again.

	Mel didn’t know why, but the more she thought about him not talking the way she wanted all the time, the more frustrated about it she seemed to get. Swack! How hard could it be for him to use his sissy voice all the time? Everybody he knew at work already saw the way he was dressing – certainly not normal for a guy at all! They had to see exactly what he was – a sissy! Swack! So why couldn’t he do this one simple little thing? If he could wear dresses and heels to work – and everywhere else too, then why couldn’t he talk like a sissy all the time too?

	She was trying to achieve something with him. Something important to her. She was trying to remove all his male… rights? Privileges? Traits? Manners? She didn’t know what. Swack! Didn’t he know how important it was for him to become what she wanted him to be? And wasn’t all this part of his fantasies too? Didn’t he really want it all as badly as she did? Swack!

	She had to watch as he curtseyed again, but the little ritual that she usually loved, was frustrating her tonight too. It was going maddeningly slow! She had achieved so much with him already, but there was still so very far to go. And yet, it wasn’t so far. All her dreams… dreams that she didn’t even know she had! They were all so close she could almost touch them. Swack! They were things she wanted now, things she had to have. But he had defied her, and that wasn’t good! It wasn’t right! Under the terms of the bet he had to do anything and everything she told him to do. Swack!

	It wasn’t that she was enjoying hitting him… not at all! But the swinging of her stick was like letting off steam. It was just all the frustration trying to get out. Swack! And for some reason, she was feeling more frustrated tonight than usual. It wasn’t right! He had defied her! He was personally trying to thwart her plans. He was trying to undermine everything she had accomplished. He was trying to ruin her dreams! Swack! Swack! Swack! Swack!

	Chad had tried to stand up to curtsey and thank her once again, but suddenly she was raining hard punishing blows at him as fast and as hard as she could. He had to brace himself more than usual against the chair as the punishing, stinging blows hit him over and over again. What was going on? What had gotten into her? His backside soon began to feel worse than it ever had. He didn’t just cry, he wailed as her anger seemed to reach deep inside of him. He squirmed now, unable to stand still against the onslaught that was besieging him.

	Mel couldn’t stop herself. “Why can’t you do what I want?” she panted as she continued to hit him over and over again. Suddenly he was crumbling under her continued blows. She hit him twice more on the way down. And then she realized she had overdone it – way overdone it. But it was like she couldn’t help herself. She forced herself to stop hitting him. He was crying uncontrollably, huddled in a ball. She had gone too far and she knew it… and suddenly, she felt very sorry. His pitiful crying touched something deep inside of her – made worse because she was the cause of his misery. She dropped to her knees and put her arm over him. “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” she said over and over again, trying to sooth him. “Something just got to me and I lost control. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

	Chad didn’t know if he was crying from the pain, or more from her temper. All he really knew was that he was miserable and so very sorry for not doing what she wanted. And all she really had wanted was for him to talk like a sissy – all the time. But could he really do it at work? That part, he just wasn’t sure about, despite the beating he had just gotten. But if he was going to feel like this after her punishments, then he might just have to consider it.

	And then she was there, down on the floor next to him, not to punish him, but trying to comfort him. So strange. Why? He heard her saying she was sorry over and over again, but was she? He really didn’t care just then, but he did realize that as much as he feared her, it was also so nice to be comforted by her too. He felt her hugging him tighter, her head moving closer to his as she whispered comforting words in his ear. Maybe she was sorry.

	He could feel the stinging pain in his backside, it felt terrible! But that was nothing compared to the pain of his emotions. And yet she was there with him, holding him, still trying to comfort him. He forced himself to at least slow his crying somewhat as he looked up at her. He saw nothing but concern… and was that caring… on her face. She pulled him closer to her and hugged him tighter. He heard her saying again how sorry she was. And despite the pain in his backside, and how emotionally horrible he felt, the words slipped out of his mouth. “I’m sorry too.” And he said it in his high-pitched sissy voice. He felt her respond by hugging him even tighter. And he hugged her back as he tried to get his sobbing further under control.

	And then she was pulling away. “Come on,” she said kindly. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

	Chad let her help him a bit as he got to his feet. He saw her looking down at her pants, and stretching the material on one of her legs out a bit. He was shocked by the big wet spot he saw on her leg! He must have wet on her while they were laying together. “Oh no!” he exclaimed. “I’m so sorry! I didn’t even know I did that! I didn’t feel it again!”

	Mel was a little surprised. He didn’t know? He didn’t feel it? But as nasty as what he had just done was, at the same time, those words thrilled her – because it was definite progress towards her winning the bet. “Don’t worry about it,” she said, trying to calm his fears. “I guess we’ll both have to get cleaned up now.” And then she smiled at him, trying to put him at ease.

	While Chad was grabbing some of the diapers that were strewn all over the floor, Mel ran to her bedroom and quickly removed her pants. She grabbed a pair of shorts instead out of a drawer and quickly pulled them on before hurrying back out to him. He was still only wearing his bra and waist cincher so as he bent down to pick up more of the diapers from the floor, she got a perfect view of how red and raw his backside looked. She had done that to him. Usually, she would feel almost proud of it after punishing him, but not tonight. She had lost control tonight. All day long she had been in a bad mood – her damn period was probably to blame, but sometimes things just got to her. And unfortunately this was one of those times. And now, she felt sorry for what she had done. And it was time to fix it – somewhat. “Bring some of those diapers in here and lay them out on the bed,” she told him. “Let’s see what we can do about that backside of yours.” She was about to head into the bathroom but she paused to say one more thing. “And maybe you better hurry before you pee all over everything again.” She gave him one of her devilish grins before she walked away.

	Chad’s bottom stung. It seemed to be worse with every movement he made. Bending down to pick the diapers up off of the floor seemed to make it hurt particularly bad. And unfortunately, he realized that maybe she did have a point. Maybe he should try to hurry, before he wet all over something else. That thought though made him pause for just a second. It was almost like he really was incontinent! That very thought thrilled him, then a moment later, worried him. Yes, it was his lifelong fantasy. But it still meant that she was making all too much progress against him for the bet. He had to find a way to gain more control back! And he had better figure out how to do it fast!

	Since Mel seemed to be staying in the bathroom for a longer time than usual, Chad grabbed one of the diapers and taped it into place – just in case! He figured that she probably wanted him to lay down on all the diapers he had just put out on the bed, but until she told him what to do, he didn’t want to take any chances – especially not tonight. So what was taking her so long in there? That was one of the really good things about wearing diapers all the time, he never needed to worry about how long he was spending in the bathroom. In fact, he never needed to worry about going to the bathroom at all. Wearing the diapers was very convenient! And time saving too! Not to mention… fun.

	He heard the bathroom door opening and she finally came out carrying a jar of some kind of cream with her.

	“Why didn’t you just get up on the bed?” she asked as she saw him just standing and waiting.

	“I didn’t know if I should or not,” he replied.

	“Silly baby! Get that diaper off and get up there, face down. Let me put some of this on that bottom of yours.”

	Chad removed the diaper he had just put on and laid down on the bed. At least Mel didn’t seem to be mad at him anymore – that was a major improvement! A minute later, he felt the icy cold sting as she plopped a bunch of the cream from her jar onto his raw backside. Then he felt the further pain as she began to rub it in. He hissed and squirmed at the pain. As tender and carefully as he knew she was trying to be, putting the cream on him hurt! Fortunately, she didn’t take too long with it. And then, a minute later, the pain on top of his backside was eclipsed by the feeling of her suddenly shoving another of the dreaded suppositories up inside of him. Argh!

	“Turn over,” she said and he carefully rolled over onto his back, the still moist cream on his backside adding a new sensation as he carefully set his backside down on the diapers under him. And then she was spreading yet more of the cream all over his front side, what she could touch anyway. The darn chastity device covered all too much of it. “Do you want cloth diapers or the disposables tonight?” she asked.

	She was dressing him for bed – already? “Disposables,” he finally answered. They weren’t nearly as bulky and when he wet, they would soak the wetness away from him better so he wouldn’t feel it as much. She taped four of the disposable diapers onto him, slitting each of the inside ones thoroughly to allow the wetness to leach through. He was surprised by so many diapers, but as he realized how early it still was, he thought that the extra diaper was probably a good idea.

	Mel put the lid back on the jar of cream and stood back as he slowly worked his way off of the bed, obviously still in pain from the beating she had given him. “Go ahead and clean up the kitchen now.” Then she smiled a bit, “And get yourself a fresh bottle. And I want that bottle finished as quickly as possible!”

	Chad dropped a quick curtsey, “Yes, Mistress,” he said in his sissy voice. And suddenly, everything seemed to be back to normal again.

	Mel glanced into the kitchen every so often to watch him cleaning it up. He always seemed to manage to do it remarkable fast. She watched him constantly grabbing his bottle to get it finished – which was good. She had to keep him peeing. He finished with the kitchen before he finished his bottle, but not by much.

	“I’m finished,” he said dropping another curtsey.

	So nice. She loved seeing him curtsey to her like that. Yes, despite the problems, he was really coming along nicely. And he was indeed… something special.

	“Is there anything else you want me to do tonight, or do you just want me to clean up the apartment a bit more?”

	She thought about it briefly. “Not tonight, Sissy. You can go home now. I’ll be over later to leave you another note.”

	Chad curtseyed again and began gathering up his things. He was still only wearing his bra, waist cincher, and now the diapers, but he only slipped his shoes on and didn’t even think about throwing his maid’s dress on over top of everything – even though anyone outside might see him during his short walk back to his own apartment. He grabbed his purse and fished his keys out of it. He turned back to her and dropped another curtsey. “Goodnight, Mistress.”

	She nodded. “Goodnight, Sissy.” She watched as he walked out the door. Her apartment felt quieter the moment he left. She felt more alone. More… vulnerable? She continued to stare at the back of her door for a few moments, remembering that she had hurt him tonight. She had lost control. It had been a bad day from the moment she had gotten out of bed this morning. But that was no excuse, and she knew it.

	So strange. She had sent him home. He was gone. The apartment was quieter. And she suddenly realized that she missed him. So strange. So very strange. “Good night, Sissy,” she whispered to the air. “Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 1 of 8)

	It was a familiar dream… or a similar one. He was off somewhere playing poker with his buddies and again he was dressed in his silly sissy baby outfit, complete with pacifier and baby bottle. He was playing cards while seated in his highchair at the same table with everybody else. He felt himself wetting… and the feeling disturbed him, made him sad. It made him sad enough that he started crying. And then Mel was there, talking softly and comfortingly, hugging him, calming him. She pulled his highchair away from the table and removed his tray. She unfastened the safety strap that held him in place. Then she picked him up out of the chair and carried him a short ways off. She handed him a fresh bottle to drink before she lovingly changed his diaper. He felt wonderful, loved, complete as she did it. It was the best feeling in the world.

	And then his world suddenly turned upside down by the intense volume of his pink alarm clock playing rock music to wake him up. He was ripped out of his warm wonderful dream into the real world where the loud volume grated on his nerves, forcing him to roll off of his blowup mattress as quickly as possible and turn the darn thing off. Silence! Blessed silence! Except for the sound of his loud breathing as he tried to recover after being pulled out of his nice sound sleep so abruptly.

	Ugh! It was morning… mostly. Another day. Another work day. Another day he would have to face horrible humiliation after horrible humiliation. Ugh!

	He noticed the sting of his backside inside of his bloated and messy diapers. It hurt! Still! It felt kind of like the diaper rash he had endured a few weeks ago, only located solely on his bottom.

	He waddled carefully and painfully out to the kitchen to see if she had left a note for him last night. She had said she would… and she did. He read it – same as usual. Nothing new. But he was still glad that she had left it. He pulled one baby bottle full of juice along with two more of her lousy green tea out of the refrigerator and carried them out to his lonely chair… his only chair. He started to sit down gingerly because of his stinging bottom, but stopped himself before he got very far. Maybe it would be better to not sit down today. His bottom already hurt, why make things worse by sitting on it? He set down two of the bottles on the chair and kept one of the bottles of tea to start with. He put it to his mouth and nursed on it, hardly thinking about what he was doing. But then drinking from a baby bottle now was mostly his normal way to drink anything. Drinking from anything else was becoming more and more of a rare opportunity.

	As he drank, he wandered around the empty expanse of his living room. He actually found that he enjoyed moving around, if only because he wasn’t “locked” into staring at the embarrassing pictures on his wall – located directly in front of his only chair. Yes, this was much better than sitting in one place all the time. The only problem was, that his bottom still stung with every step that he took as his messy diaper rubbed against his raw bottom.

	Mel was wide awake. She couldn’t sleep. And it was early! Okay, she didn’t feel all that great, but that was just her period. She was kind of used to that. The problem was that she couldn’t get her mind off of Chad this morning. Chad and her problem with keeping him from using his old male voice. Chad and her problem with making him incontinent so she could win the bet. Chad and her problem with why she wanted him to be at that stupid poker game tonight. Chad and her problem with… the beating she had given him last night… or rather the fact that she had lost control last night. That was the real problem. She had lost it. That was something that only happened rarely in her life. Why did it have to happen last night? Ugh!

	Realizing that she wasn’t going to be able to go back to sleep, she rolled out of bed and put her robe on. A trip to the bathroom to pee and check her pad followed. She decided the pad could wait till she took her shower. It was only her second day after all.

	The coffee pot was her next stop, and nothing else was going to interfere with that! She scooped out the coffee grounds, added the water to the pot and turned it on to brew. She remembered a few days ago when she had Chad come over early and he had fixed her coffee for her before she got up – again. Maybe she should have him stop in every morning before she got up. No, he was already getting up early enough… and he had more than enough to keep him busy in the morning. Maybe it was time to invest in another one of those pots that she could program to automatically come on before she got up. No, that wouldn’t work either. She couldn’t ever remember to set it up at night before she went to bed. Besides, in a few weeks she would have won the bet and Chad would be there all the time to fix her morning coffee – and everything else too. Yes, that was going to be soooo nice!

	Once her coffee was made, she carried her cup back into her bedroom with her. She opened her closet to look through her clothes. The questions was, what was she going to wear to the poker game later. Something very casual for sure… yet sexy. That was a must. She really wished she wasn’t on her period. Sexy and period just didn’t go together very well.

	She pawed through the clothes in the closet, moving hanger after hanger aside, until she came to one multi-hanger that held half a dozen of her skirts. She pawed through each one from the top down, not expecting anything to catch her eye. But one did, the very bottom skirt. She hadn’t worn it in about ten years. She didn’t even know why she still had it. It was too short… decadently short! The grey-black fabric was flecked throughout with shiny silver. It was stretchy and fitted. It was really… very sexy! And… it was perfect!

	Cassie got to work early every morning because that was the only time that many of the gym’s members could take advantage of the programs and facilities. Very often, she was the first one there and opened the doors. But not this time. She found their receptionist, Cindy, already there, and oddly enough, waiting for her.

	“Good morning, Cassie,” Cindy called brightly the moment Cassie got through the door.

	“Morning, Cindy,” Cassie returned as she continued walking past the front counter.

	“Uh… Cassie?”

	Cassie turned to look back at Cindy. “Yes?”

	“Did you happen to ask about… you know… I mean… um… if I can… you know… watch today?”

	Cassie had completely forgotten about Cindy’s request yesterday to watch her changing Sissy’s diapers. She was tempted to just tell her no, that she couldn’t watch and not to ask again, but then she remembered Sissy’s reactions yesterday whenever she mentioned Cindy possibly watching. “Yes I did ask,” she replied. “And unfortunately, Mel left it all up to me. She didn’t say yes or no.”

	“So?” Cindy asked hopefully.

	Cassie shook her head. “I’m just not sure.”

	“Please!” Cindy begged.

	Cassie was getting a bit flustered by the request. She shook her head again. “You don’t know what we… I mean, there’s things we do there that…” She just didn’t know how to properly answer Cindy’s request. She wasn’t really sure she wanted Cindy to see everything that went on when she changed his diapers. Finally, she decided on an answer. “Tell you what. I’ll try to work something out, but don’t expect much. Okay?”

	Cindy was totally elated though. “Yes, yes! Great! Oh, thank you!”

	Cassie just nodded and walked toward the back. What was she going to do? She really should have just said no to her request. But…

	Cindy’s face beamed brightly as she watched Cassie walking away. Now she couldn’t wait till lunchtime when Sissy would arrive!

	The knock on Mel’s door was right on time – as it should be! Mel had just finished preparing his breakfast and had already dumped the baby cereal out into a pink plastic kiddies bowl for him. She wiped her hands on a dish towel and went out to open her door.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad greeted her with his usual curtsey.

	Mel still thrilled every time she saw him do that one tiny little ritual. She really couldn’t get enough of it. “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back and let him in. She waited till he had set his purse down under the table by the door. Then she looked him over carefully. “The blue earrings today, I see,” she commented.

	“I hope they’re okay,” Chad replied. “I kind of wanted to try something different today.”

	Mel smiled. They’re perfect! They go well with the blue in your skirt.”

	“That’s what I was hoping.”

	Mel smiled. “Into the kitchen,” she ordered. “I’ve got your breakfast all ready.”

	Chad walked into the kitchen, but he paused before he sat down in his highchair. Sitting down was going to hurt and he knew it. He hadn’t sat down all morning since he got up just because of that. He turned around to put his back to the chair, and very slowly backed up to it. The highchair had been made from an old bar stool, so he had to literally climb up onto it. But once he had started, there was no way to stop or even try to sit down slowly. The process forced him to sit down hard on the seat and slide himself backwards all the way into it. The stinging pain registered immediately. He tried moving around to try to get it to hurt less, but all that did was to aggravate the problem further. He gave up and tried to sit as still as possible while Mel put the tray in place in front of him, locking him into the seat. No way out of the chair and off of his stinging bottom now!

	Mel had watched him as he climbed up into the chair. Obviously his bottom still hurt. Once again she felt the guilt from what she had done to him last night. Why had she lost control? Okay, she had been very frustrated – with a lot of things… and okay, her period had started, but it had only just started yesterday. There was really no excuse! “It still hurts?” she asked, just for something to say.

	“Yeah,” he replied in his sissy voice. “You could say that.”

	She stopped as she was about to tie his bib around his neck and looked straight at him with a caring look on her face. “Did I say I was sorry?”

	He nodded. “Yeah. I know.”

	“Good!” She finished tying the bib in place and picked up the bowl of baby cereal she had prepared and set it down in front of him… along with a tiny baby spoon and a full baby bottle of juice. His usual breakfast. She refilled her coffee cup and leaned back against the counter to watch him making a silly mess of things.

	Chad grabbed the tiny spoon in his left fist like he was supposed to and dipped it into the cereal. Very slowly and very carefully, he brought it to his mouth – which he opened as wide as he could while he leaned further toward the spoon so it wouldn’t have as far to travel. Success! He actually managed to get it all into his mouth without spilling any. And then he heard Mel chuckling.

	“You look more like a toddler than ever!” she laughed outright. It was a moment before she could collect herself to say anything else. “Did you put plenty of baby lotion on your backside today?”

	Chad nodded seriously. “A bunch. It still feels weird and wet back there.”

	“It better feel wet – but not from the baby lotion!”

	Chad only nodded as he dipped his spoon back into the cereal. “Don’t worry, it is. Several times over.” He sighed with a bit of frustration before he again attempted to get the cereal to his mouth without spilling any. This time, he heard Mel laughing before he got it to his mouth – which only caused him to spill it onto his bib – which only made her laugh harder. Ugh! But at least Mel seemed to be in a better mood today.

	Chad looked at his desk chair the same way he had looked at the driver’s seat of his car… the same way he had looked at the highchair he had eaten his breakfast from… the same way he had looked at the one and only chair in his apartment after he got up this morning. That is to say, it didn’t exactly look inviting today. But he had endured worse and he knew he couldn’t exactly stand up all day. Gingerly, he sat down – and noticed Robin breezing by the entrance to his cubicle an instant before his bottom hit the seat. He paused just before it touched. “Hi Robin,” he called. Was that her gym bag that she was carrying?

	“Hi Chad,” Robin returned, mostly from over the wall.

	Chad sat his bottom all the way down into the chair. Yeouch! But the stinging soon turned to a numb discomfort that he was determined to ignore… hopefully.

	As usual, Robin was back a moment later, her hands finally empty. “Let me see,” she said the moment she got in.

	There was really no question as to what she was talking about, she wanted him to stand up so she could see his outfit properly.

	“Uh… Do I have to today?” he asked.

	“Sure. Why not?”

	“Uh… Because I just sat down.”

	Robin laughed. “You’re getting lazy in your old age!” She walked over and pulled playfully on his arm to get him to stand up – which he did, but slowly. At least standing up didn’t hurt as much as sitting down. “Hey! New earrings!” she exclaimed as he was still getting to his feet. “I like them. Where did you get them?”

	“The same store I got the ones I wore yesterday.”

	“I liked those too. How many pairs did you buy?”

	“Three from that store and a nice pair of pink ones from a better jewelry store.”

	“I’m surprised you didn’t get your ears pierced in the jewelry store instead. I would have felt safer about it.”

	“I asked, but they didn’t do it there.”

	“Oh.” She looked him over and smile. “You look pretty good again. That’s one of the necklaces you wore yesterday, isn’t it?”

	Chad looked down and pulled the single wooden necklace out from his chest. “Yeah. Mel said that the necklaces could be worn separately or together, so today I wore just this one.”

	She nodded. “Nice. So have you figured out what you’ll be wearing to the poker game tonight?” She smirked teasingly, “Derek will be there!”

	Chad actually blushed. “Mel has that all figured out for me. She just hasn’t told me what it will be yet.” But in the back of his mind, all he could picture was the silly super short baby dress that she sometimes made him wear. “Hey, was that your gym bag I saw you with earlier?”

	“Yeah. It’s Tuesday. I’ll be going right after work.”

	Chad wasn’t really happy to hear that. He was still convinced that the only reason she had joined in the first place was to find out what he did at the gym, which he figured couldn’t really be very difficult to find out at all. He was only surprised that she didn’t know already – but he was still hoping to keep it that way! “Why bother?” he asked, still trying to dissuade her from going.

	“Chad! We’ve been through this before. I need it! And besides, you know my husband won’t exactly be happy if I quit when I’ve just gotten started.”

	Chad just nodded. “Yeah. Men!”

	Robin nodded in agreement. “Men!”

	It wasn’t till Robin had left his cubicle that Chad finally, gingerly, sat down again. Whew!

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 2 of 8)

	Mel sat back in one of the chairs just outside of the room where she and one of her clients would be meeting with the judge. The meeting had been postponed for a short while till the judge would be ready. Her client had wandered off to use the rest room while he still had the chance. The opposing client and his lawyer were further down the hall talking. Mel had nothing better to do than to sit back for a while and wait.

	But instead of concentrating on her client’s needs, her mind wandered instead to the upcoming poker game that night… and Chad. But this time she wasn’t really thinking about why she wanted him to go to the game, or why she should want to go either. She really had no idea as to the answers to those questions. So instead, she tried to concentrate on how she could make Chad’s evening more… memorable? Or exciting? Or fun? Or perhaps – just plain outrageous.

	A few thoughts came to mind, but mostly she kept going back over the things he had told her in the restaurant last Friday – things he had been very worried about. As she went over each item from his list in her mind, she had to control herself to keep from laughing out loud as she pictured each thing that he had mentioned. They were all great ideas. But really, should she use them? They certainly were funny. And they would certainly be memorable – for everyone. And they would certainly be exciting. And they were without a doubt – outrageous!

	She tried to imagine how he would look sitting at the poker table drinking from a baby bottle while everyone else was drinking from beer bottles. Now that really would be hysterical! She already had him using bottles in all the public restaurants. This wouldn’t be that much different.

	And then there was his adorable little pink baby dress. Little was right! There was certainly no way he could hide his diapers with that on! And finally… the word would be out about him and he wouldn’t be trying to hide anymore!

	And from there, he would no longer have any excuse at all for not using his sissy voice all the time – even at work. And she definitely planned to make him use it at the game later. Everyone was going to know! He would have no way of denying his sissy state at all. And presto! No more excuses from him – and consequently, no more trouble! Problem solved!

	A clerk poked her head out the door and motioned that it was time for them to enter. She glanced up the hall to see her client just coming back – perfect timing. With a broad smile still on her face she went into the meeting. She already knew what the outcome would be. She had warned her client. She knew that the opposing lawyer knew what it would be too, yet both clients wanted to try to get more.

	Both sides presented their arguments for getting everything… and then the bargaining began. It was a long and tedious dance, but for the client’s sake, necessary. Of course, the additional billing time she would charge wasn’t all that bad either. One item after another was put on the table, argued over, then removed. Over and over again she consulted quietly with her client, just as the opposing lawyer did, trying to get the client to accept the solution. Tempers flared between the clients and both lawyers had to calm them down. Near the end, they had agreed on most of it – an agreement built on compromise after compromise. But still the clients wouldn’t agree on the final outcome.

	In the end, the judge finally stepped in and made one final decision and ordered both parties to just live with it – like it or not. Mel did her best to console her client, the opposing lawyer did the same. At one point she privately caught the eye of the opposing lawyer, it was obvious that they both agreed with the judge, but they were representing their clients so the meeting had to go as it did. Compromise after compromise. And in the end, the judge had decreed one more final compromise. But as happened so often in her profession, compromise was the name of the game.

	She left the meeting feeling tired and wasted. Not at all ready to go back to her office and dig into more. She made a mental note to look for ways to charge her client a bit more for the extra effort.

	She got back into her car and pulled her cell phone out of her purse. She punched in Andrea’s number and was rewarded to hear her assistant answer the phone promptly. “Hi Andrea, it’s me. Is there anything pressing going on there that I need to get back before lunch?”

	“Nothing that I can see,” Andrea replied, already knowing exactly what was on Mel’s schedule.

	“Good. I’m going to go shopping for a bit, then have lunch with Gloria. I’ll see you after that.”

	“Good enough, Mel. I’ll hold the fort here.”

	Mel chuckled. “Like always,” she replied before closing her phone. She started her car and headed out towards the mall and parked near one of the nicer major clothing outlets. Once inside, she wandered casually around the various sections of the store, looking at this and that. Finally, she stopped in one aisle and stared at the display for a moment. Perfect! It would be just what she needed – that is, if they had something else to go with it. That something else turned out to be fairly easy to find.

	“Hey Sissy,” one of the women in the break room started, even before he had reached the table with his coffee, “did you ever work out that problem with your friend Mel that you were talking about yesterday?”

	Chad was surprised that the woman would even remember. He was tempted to tell her that he wasn’t the one who had been discussing it, everyone else was – even though it was his problem and he had told them it wasn’t a problem. Women! “It really wasn’t a problem,” he repeated again.

	“So what was it?” another woman asked as she too sat down.

	“Nothing,” he replied with a small wave of his hand.

	“Oh come on! It had to be something or we wouldn’t have been talking about it yesterday. What was it that you couldn’t do?”

	Chad shook his head. “I’m not going to talk about it!” he repeated.

	“Even though it’s not really a problem?” someone asked. She looked over at the woman next to her. “Sure sounds like a problem to me – he’s just being stubborn!”

	“You got that right, girl!” her friend replied.

	“Hey,” another woman called, “Are you still going out with Derek tonight?”

	Chad was flabbergasted. “I’m not going out with Derek!” he replied testily. “Where’d you get that idea?”

	“Well, excuse me,” the woman replied. “I thought someone said that you and he were going somewhere tonight.”

	Chad shook his head. “No… well… It’s just a poker game – and we’re not going together! We’re just going to be there at the same time, that’s all.”

	“Oh.” The woman said as if she really understood. “So are you two going to be getting together?”

	Chad was more than shocked. “Get together? You mean Derek and I?”

	“Well, yeah. You do hang with him don’t you? And you are going somewhere tonight – even if you’re not going together. I mean, you’re dressing like a woman, and he’s a man and… You know. Get the picture?”

	Unfortunately, Chad totally got the picture. Women! Where did they come up with these things? “No! Derek and I are not – getting together – as you put it. We’re just friends. He’s been my friend for a long time. And that’s it!”

	“I was just asking, that’s all,” the woman replied half heartedly.

	Chad just couldn’t believe it. Women! Where did they come up with these things?

	Chad rarely approached the door to the gym without feeling at least some measure of trepidation and today was no different. But as he opened the door this time, he couldn’t help but notice the overly excited look on the receptionist’s face as he walked in. He immediately began to worry, if only because she seemed to enjoy teasing him so much. He immediately became a lot less worried though as he saw Cassie standing nearby.

	“Hi Sissy,” the receptionist said cheerily.

	Chad wondered if her greeting sounded overly cheerful. He tried to ignore her since Cassie was right there. He dropped his required curtsey to Cassie and said hello to her in his sissy voice.

	Cassie’s face immediately turned from pleasant to annoyed. “That wasn’t very nice!” she scolded. “You completely ignored Cindy’s very pleasant greeting. Now say hello to her before we go any further – and tell her you’re sorry while you’re at it!”

	There was just no use trying to avoid it – he should have realized that from the start. He dropped another curtsey for the receptionist and said hello then apologized for ignoring her. He did it all in his sissy voice because he knew that if he didn’t she would only complain and he’d have to do it again.

	“He really is so sweet,” Cindy said excitedly to Cassie.

	Cassie just sighed. “Sometimes, Cindy. Sometimes.” She turned to Chad. “Let’s get you going.” This time, she let him lead the way towards the back. But before she turned the corner out of sight, she paused and looked back toward Cindy. She held up her hand with all five fingers extended. Cindy nodded, knowing exactly what Cassie was telling her – five minutes.

	Back in the room, Chad got undressed while Cassie dug into his diaper bag. She pulled out one of his baby bottles, two fresh diapers, his jar of suppositories, some wipes and a plastic bag to put his used diapers into. She quickly slit the outer lining of one of the new diapers she pulled out so it could let the overflow pass into the other diaper that would be put over it. By that time, Chad was finally down to just his bra covering his glued on breast forms, his waist cincher, and the plastic panties covering his diapers. She waited till he laid down on the floor, then she handed him his baby bottle to start nursing on.

	As soon as she saw him contentedly drinking from his bottle, she got to her feet instead of pulling down his plastic panties. She saw him look up questioningly. “Just keep drinking that thing,” she told him. “I’m not going anywhere.”

	Chad went back to nursing happily on the bottle, but that didn’t last long as he realized that Cassie had just opened the door. He looked up and saw her moving back away from the door and just as quickly, someone else was coming in – the receptionist! Cindy! “Cassie, what are you doing?”

	“Hush!” Cassie replied quickly as the door was closed again. “Mel left this totally up to me, and as far as I can see, you don’t really have any say in the matter.”

	“But…”

	“I said hush! Now go back to drinking your bottle.”

	Cindy was trying, unsuccessfully, to stifle her laughter. He was laying there drinking a baby bottle – like a baby, with his diapers fully on display. Never mind the totally incongruous bra and waist cincher. They could easily be overlooked. “A bottle?” she exclaimed the moment she could get past her surprise. “He’s drinking from a baby bottle?”

	“What did you expect?” Cassie asked as she again knelt down next to Chad to begin working on him. She noticed that Chad was still so shocked he hadn’t put the bottle back into his mouth. She reached up and guided it back towards his head. “You better keep drinking that or we’ll never get out of here,” she told him.

	Chad barely realized that he was putting the bottle back into his mouth to begin drinking from it again. He just couldn’t believe it! Cindy! The receptionist! Here! Where he was getting changed! Why had Cassie agreed to this? It wasn’t right! His attention was suddenly torn partially from the fact that Cindy was watching as he felt Cassie pulling his plastic panties down his legs. And now Cindy was going to see him getting changed too! Was Cassie going to let her see everything? He was suddenly very worried about that!

	Cassie pulled the plastic panties off of him, then reached up and grabbed one of the tapes holding his outer diaper closed. With more flair than usual, she pulled the tape up. The rest of the tapes on that diaper went exactly the same way.

	Cindy actually held her breath as she watched Cassie pulling up the tapes from his diaper. She watched even more raptly as Cassie casually pulled the diaper back between his legs. And then she was hugely shocked to see a second diaper underneath! “Another one?” she asked.

	“Sure! He can’t go all morning with just one diaper. I’m surprised he doesn’t start leaking before he gets here.” Cassie reached for one of the tapes, then stopped. “Why don’t you remove this one,” she said to Cindy with a wicked grin on her face.

	Chad didn’t even think before he began complaining again. “But Cassie…”

	“Hush!” Cassie ordered once again. “Which one of us is laying here drinking from a bottle like a baby? Which one of us is here to have their very wet diapers changed – like a baby? And which one of us is actually the real adult here? Do you think a baby should have any say in the matter?” Without waiting for an answer, she reached up and once again guided his bottle back to his mouth. Then she turned back to Cindy. “Okay, go ahead.”

	Cindy was actually giggling – even more so after Cassie had finished telling him off. Excitedly, she reached out to grab one of the tapes, but she stopped her hand short. “Eww! He looks awfully wet! I’m not going to get any of that on my hand am I?”

	Cassie just shrugged. “Probably not – but maybe. The tapes should be dry, well mostly dry. You probably should wash your hands after this anyway.”

	Cindy plucked up her courage and grabbed one of the tapes. With a fairly hard tug, she ripped it open. She looked up at Cassie. “Not so bad.” One by one, she pulled the remaining tapes. “Now what?” she asked.

	“Now you pull the front of his diaper down like I did the first one.

	Chad, baby bottle in mouth, was doing his very best to lay still and ignore what they were doing down there – which was proving to be impossible. He still couldn’t believe that Cassie had allowed this girl to be back here with them – let alone help. But here she was!

	Cindy reached out with two fingers and almost gingerly grabbed the very edge of the top of his diaper. Carefully and slowly she pulled it up and then down toward his legs. Then she dropped it with another huge shock. She stared and stared, but she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “Is that… I mean, isn’t that a… God! And it’s got a lock on it too!”

	Cassie just smiled. “That’s to keep him from playing with himself.”

	“Does it work?”

	“What do you think?”

	Cindy was still too shocked to answer. Finally she asked, “Can I touch it?”

	“Go ahead.”

	Cindy reached out her finger carefully and just barely touched the plastic casing around his penis with the very tip of her fingernail. She quickly pulled it away again. Then, hesitantly, she reached out with the same fingernail and tapped on it a few times. “Huh!” she grunted.

	As she was doing that, Cassie noticed something that Cindy wouldn’t have. His trapped penis inside the device was definitely a bit bigger than usual. Not a lot, but it was definitely bigger. She looked up toward Chad’s face. His eyes were open wide as if from fright, he appeared to be drinking from his bottle mindlessly but furiously, and… was that a look of pain registering on his face? She remembered the tiny teeth inside the device, designed to give him pain any time he got hard. Yes, he was probably in pain. How much, she didn’t know. She reached out and grabbed his chastity device with her fingers and shook it back and forth a bit. No further reaction from him. “Here,” she said to Cindy, “grab it like this and shake it a bit.”

	“Uh… Are you sure?” Cindy asked tentatively.

	“Yeah. Don’t worry, it’s not going to bite you!” Cassie didn’t add that if Chad got any harder, then the device would definitely be ‘biting’ him. She watched as Cindy lightly grabbed the device and moved it from side to side a little bit. “Harder!” she coaxed. “Pull on it if you want.”

	Cindy wasn’t at all sure about what she was doing, but she grabbed the device more firmly and started moving it all around. Then she began pulling lightly on it as if she was going to pull it off of him. When the device refused to come off, she began pulling harder – and harder!

	Cassie saw the pain registering in Chad’s face. He had stopped nursing on his bottle even though it was still in his mouth. Suddenly the pain must have increased because he gulped in a quick breath and his body seemed to jerk a bit. “That’s enough!” she said quickly to Cindy. She looked down at what Cindy was doing and just caught a glimpse of how hard she must have been pulling on his device.

	Cindy shook her head. “I didn’t come off! I pulled pretty hard, but it really didn’t budge at all!”

	“That’s the whole point,” Cassie replied. “What would be the use of locking it on him if he can get it off?”

	Cindy said nothing. She just continued to stare at his chastity covered penis. She had seen very few naked men in her life and never once imagined anything like this.

	“I think it’s time for you to get back out front now,” Cassie reminded her. “I’ve got to finish up with him.”

	Cindy rose to her feet, still staring at his plastic enclosed penis. “Thanks Cassie. That was… incredible!”

	“Did you have to do that?” Chad asked, as soon as Cindy was gone.

	“Do what?” Cassie asked as she began wiping the front of him off.

	“Let her in here.”

	“I told you before, I don’t see where you have any say in the matter!” She paused before she asked. “Did she hurt you?”

	“Yeah! When she pulled so hard on that thing it hurt a lot!”

	“I think you were hurting a bit even before she started pulling.” When Chad made no reply, she leaned a bit closer to his head. “So it turns you on to have strangers see you like this?”

	“It’s embarrassing!” Chad replied with a hint of anger.

	Cassie just smiled. “Which means it turns you on.”

	A moment later, she asked him to roll over so she could work on his backside. The minute she could see his backside though, she got quite a surprise. “Somebody’s been naughty!” she exclaimed. “That’s not diaper rash – for sure!” When Chad still remained silent, she reached out and touched the red area of his bottom – no real reaction. She grabbed a wipe and wiped him clean, noting as she did so that he defiantly registered pain from the cloth scrubbing his skin.

	She poured a healthy amount of baby lotion into her hands and began rubbing it very cautiously onto his bottom. Chad jumped at the cold lotion touching him at first, but otherwise, he endured it fairly well. “Would you rather skip the other play?” she asked him.

	That was usually the part of this that Chad liked the best. But somehow, he really wasn’t in the mood for it at all today – probably because of Cindy. “Can we skip it?” Chad asked.

	“We can if you like,” Cassie replied and reached for the jar of suppositories. It was Tuesday, one of the new days he was supposed to actually get one. She saw Chad starting to roll back over. “Uh, uh!” she grunted, stopping him where he was. “We’ve got one other little matter to take care of first. Don’t forget these things,” she said as she held the jar up near his head. With more show than usual, she opened the jar and pulled one out, making sure that he knew she actually had one. She saw him look away, not wanting to see it at all – which was really just fine with her. Since she hadn’t played with his backside before hand, pushing the little thing up inside of him was a bit more difficult than usual, but really not all that hard. “There! All done,” she said, sounding very satisfied.

	Chad rolled back over onto his back and picked up his baby bottle again to finish it. Would the humiliations ever stop? No, he was sure of that answer. They wouldn’t stop till he could win the bet. And if he didn’t win? He didn’t even want to think about that!

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 3 of 8)

	The waitress delivered two cups of coffee, checked to see if they needed anything else till their lunch arrived, then left. “So how are things going today with Chad?” Gloria asked. “Any better than yesterday?”

	Mel nodded as she took a sip of her coffee. “Yeah. Today, so far, it’s been a lot better. But mostly because I don’t seem to be in such a bad mood as I was yesterday.”

	“Is your… period over?”

	Mel shook her head and held up two fingers. “Only day two.”

	“But you’re controlling your moods better today.”

	“Yeah – so far, anyway. But last night…” She shook her head and set her coffee cup carefully back down on the table. “I’m afraid I lost it last night… and I mean… I really lost it.”

	Gloria said nothing. She just sat back to listen. So often, listening was the best thing she could do.

	“You know… I punish him once in a while. Okay, sometimes I punish him a lot… sometimes, not so much. Well, yesterday, like I said before, I had been in a bad mood all day, and I guess I kind of went out of my way to find things to punish him for. But then, last night, when I actually got down to it, it was like… like… I don’t know! Suddenly all the frustrations and everything else just kind of got to me. And I’m afraid I really laid into him like I’ve never done before. And I mean, I really went at it! He was still having trouble sitting down when I saw him this morning.”

	“So you punished him a bit.”

	“More than a bit!”

	“Did you hurt him? I mean, did you really hurt him – beyond the fact that he’s having a bit of trouble sitting down today?”

	Mel had to think about that. “I guess… probably no.”

	“So what’s the problem?”

	“I lost it. I totally lost control!”

	“Married people often argue. Sometimes it can get pretty violent.”

	“Uh… We’re not married! Remember?”

	“But the point is the same. You’re together all the time. You both have kind of a… vested interest in each other.”

	“But we’re not married!”

	“No, I didn’t say you were. But the principle still applies.”

	Mel wasn’t at all sure what she was talking about. “What principle?”

	“That you’re eventually going to start expressing your frustrations at each other.”

	“I did more than ‘express my frustrations’ last night!”

	“Maybe. Or maybe it was just your ‘method’ of expressing them.”

	Mel shook her head. “I still don’t think that’s it.”

	“So what’s really your problem? I mean – what’s ‘really’ it?”

	Mel sighed. “I guess… I don’t know.” She shook her head, then she looked up at Gloria. “You want to know what it is? And I’m not sure this is really it mind you, but… I think I’m afraid of losing him. I’m afraid I may chase him away if I ever do that again - even though when I win this thing he’s… sort of… going to be bound to me by the terms of the bet. And I know it’s silly, but… that’s just what I feel. I guess I’m a bit worried about it. I don’t know how to handle situations like this. I’m not really a violent person, I don’t go around hitting people all the time – in fact never… till this bet started, anyway. And… and… well… sometimes, I almost think I enjoy punishing him… hitting him – when I do it right that is. I mean, I’m not one of those professional… dominatrix women. I have no real clue as to what I’m doing. I’m just making everything up as I go. I don’t know how I’m supposed to feel or what’s supposed to happen next!”

	“You said you’re afraid of losing him. But does he seem satisfied with the way things have been going between you?”

	Mel just stared at her for a moment. “I don’t know. He never says anything.”

	“Have you asked him lately?”

	“Why should I? As far as he’s concerned, it doesn’t really matter.”

	“It probably matters to him.”

	“But the terms of the bet…”

	“Forget the bet! Look, underneath all his makeup, and underneath the dresses you’ve got him in, and underneath… everything else, he’s still a person. And people have thoughts and feelings. And like it or not, those feeling are important. If you really are afraid of losing him, like you said, then wouldn’t it make sense to find out what he’s thinking? If you’ll remember, we went through this a while back. You said he seemed to be satisfied then. But does he still feel that way now? It doesn’t matter if you’re a professional at that stuff or not. What matters is what each of you think about it! Is it meeting the needs that each of you have? You can’t just assume you know how he feels and you can’t pretend that it doesn’t matter – just because of the silly terms of your bet. You have to talk to him!”

	Mel wasn’t sure what to think. “Why can’t you just find out for me when we meet on Thursday night?”

	Gloria shook her head. “You’ve got to find out for yourself – personally. And he’s got to know you’re asking about it. He’s got to see that you care!”

	“Of course I care! He knows that!”

	“Does he?”

	“He should!”

	“But does he?”

	Mel had no true answer.

	Chad sat down heavily in his chair the moment he got back from lunch. He ignored the slight stinging pain that erupted in his backside and just let the tingling subside on its own. At least it was feeling a bit better now. He had wolfed down only half of an extra large burger and a few fries during lunch. He only ate half because that’s all he could manage to eat before he got completely full. But at least it wasn’t baby food and at least it was something solid that he could chew and at least it actually tasted pretty good!

	He was still fuming over the fact that Cassie had let the receptionist in to see her changing his diapers. In fact, he was fuming over the fact that she had let her help! How could she? But she had… and that was all there was to it he supposed. He dreaded more than ever going back to the gym tomorrow. Even if Cindy didn’t come in to see him get changed tomorrow, she would probably make his life even more unendurable!

	Speaking of unendurable… He looked around towards the wall between his cubicle and Robin’s. He could just hear her talking on her phone, probably to her husband. He felt safe enough. He opened up the spreadsheet where he kept his progress for the bet.

	He found the row for today’s date and saw that there was still another twenty-four days to go. Today it didn’t feel like that number was dropping very fast at all. He went up to yesterday’s date to fill in how long he had managed to hold back. He paused to think. What should he put there? He wanted to be honest – if only to track his progress seriously – or lack thereof as now seemed to be happening. Yesterday he had put down 18 and a half minutes under last Friday’s date. But yesterday… With a small sigh, he filled in eleven minutes. Eleven minutes and that was all! Horrible! But to be perfectly honest, that was the best he had managed to do yesterday. The weekend had taken way too much of a toll on his system. In fact, yesterday it had taken him quite a while just to even realize when he had to go – before it was coming out of him. Yes, last weekend was not so good.

	But today… today was defiantly looking better! He was already up to ten minutes and it was always in the afternoons when he made his most progress. Yes, tomorrow he was sure he would finally be able to post some progress in the right direction again!

	The hallway seemed a bit more crowded than usual as Chad and Robin headed toward the break room. Sometimes it got that way. But the extra people didn’t seem to be bothering Chad as much as they used to. He guessed it was because he was getting more and more used to being dressed like he was around everybody… and in truth, mostly, everybody had been fairly accepting. The line for coffee was moderately long. As he waited behind Robin, he glanced around the room, looking for Derek. He didn’t see his friend anywhere – which wasn’t unusual. Derek’s job kept him away from the company often.

	Once he got his coffee, he followed Robin back over to the table full of women. For once, as he sat down, he wasn’t the center of attention – or their teasing. In fact, he was mostly ignored as they discussed kids and family problems. Chad really wasn’t all that interested, but he was enjoying the nice quiet break away from stress. That is… till he suddenly felt a hand land on his shoulder and everyone was suddenly silent as they looked up behind him. He turned quickly and saw George standing there.

	“Hey Cha… I mean, Sissy. I just wanted to check to see if you and your lady friend are still coming tonight.”

	Chad nodded. “As far as I know… I mean definitely. We’ll be there.”

	“And you’re still bringing some beer?”

	“Yes, we’re planning on it. Is anybody new going to be there?”

	George shook his head, “No, just me, you and your friend, Derek, Ray, and Steve.”

	Chad nodded, the same list of people. “Okay. No problem. We’ll see you later.”

	George just nodded. Then he nodded goodbye to all the women who were watching them. “See you.”

	“I’ll bet you’re excited about seeing Derek again later!” Robin teased. “I noticed you looking for him earlier when we came in.”

	Things had been going so smoothly before George had walked up. Chad had no doubts that they were about to take a turn for the worse.

	“Hey Sissy… Have you thought anymore about what you’re going to wear? Something sexy for Derek?”

	Chad just shook his head. And so it begins… again!

	Robin ducked her head into Chad’s cubicle as she was leaving for the day. Chad was just shutting down his computer. “Bye Sissy. Have fun tonight.” Then she put a teasing smile on her face. “And I expect to hear all the lurid details tomorrow!”

	Chad actually blushed. “Lurid… It’s just a poker game!” But in the back of his mind, he was thinking about all the things that he was sure Mel had planned for him – lurid might be right!

	“Sure!” Robin teased. But before she could say anything else, they were interrupted by the sound of Sissy’s cell phone ringing. She watched as he dug it quickly out of his purse. She wasn’t sure, but she thought she saw a slight look of alarm on his face as he looked to see who was calling.

	Chad looked up at Robin before he spoke. “Hello?” he said, already knowing full well that it was Mel who was calling. He just couldn’t use his sissy voice with Robin standing there.

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice returned angrily after a slight pause. “Didn’t I beat you bad enough last night for not speaking right?”

	Robin was in a hurry – she couldn’t stay to hear more. “I’ve got to go,” she whispered while Sissy was still talking. “See you tomorrow!” And then she hurried away.

	Chad returned his attention back to Mel on the phone. As he searched for an appropriate answer, Mel began speaking again. “Who was that?” she asked.

	“Robin was just leaving,” he replied softly, this time in his sissy voice since he was now alone. “He was tempted to add that she was leaving to go to the gym, but it was only he who really cared about that problem.”

	“Robin again?” Mel had been feeling fairly good all day till now. But she wasn’t about to let Robin spoil things for her now – Chad talking in the wrong voice either. “Listen,” she said to him. “When you get home, get cleaned up. Make sure there’s no nasty hair sticking out anywhere – shave again if you have to – all over! Call me the minute you get ready to put your diaper on. I should be home by then.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied, suppressing a sigh.

	“Plan to fix something quick and easy for dinner tonight since we’re going out and we’ve got to get you ready.”

	“That should be no problem,” Sissy replied. Get him ready? He noticed that she didn’t include herself in that. Things definitely didn’t sound good for him.

	“And Sissy,” Mel continued, “we’ll have to deal with you not speaking correctly once again tonight! Like it or not!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied again, this time unable to repress his sigh.

	Robin hurried into the locker room to change into her workout outfit. The locker room was fairly crowded – and it stunk a bit. But that was so often the case with locker rooms – unfortunately. It wasn’t really her purpose in being at the gym, but she figured that a few questions about something couldn’t hurt. She turned towards several of the women who were dressing nearby. “Have any of you heard anything about the guy who comes here to use the gym at lunchtime every day?”

	Most of the women shook their heads. One woman asked if she was serious since this was a women’s only gym. But another one said, “I think I heard something about it, or at least that there was a guy here once. But since I don’t come that early, I really can’t say. You should ask Darla. She might know.”

	“Darla?” Robin asked. “Is she here?”

	The woman looked around. “I don’t see her yet. But that’s not unusual, she often gets here late.”

	Robin didn’t know who Darla was, but she figured it shouldn’t be all that difficult to find out. Once they were in the aerobics room, she positioned herself near the woman who had mentioned her name. She asked the woman if she saw Darla yet. The woman looked around then just shook her head.

	If anything, the aerobic workout was even harder on Robin than it had been the week before – even though she was fairly sure that it was mostly the same routines. She was just feeling it more. During the class, she noticed two women who came in late. She hoped one of them was Darla.

	At the end of class, Robin was not only sweating and panting hard, she felt positively faint. But she still had the determination to ask the woman which of the newcomers was Darla. The woman looked around but shook her head. “She didn’t show tonight, which is rare for her.”

	Robin was too tired to care that much. She was getting nowhere! Well, almost nowhere. At least now she had the name of someone who would know something.

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 4 of 6)

	Cindy wasn’t exactly pouting, but she wasn’t all that happy either. Cassie had said that she couldn’t watch Sissy being changed again today. That had been a real treat yesterday! She still couldn’t believe what she had seen… the stupid guy had been drinking from a baby bottle! And then there was that plastic thing locked all around his male part so that he couldn’t use it. She remembered touching the thing and even pulling on it – and how it had hurt him. That was when Cassie had suggested that she leave. Next time, she promised herself, she’d just watch – maybe then Cassie wouldn’t chase her away. And today, she couldn’t go in at all! Was Cassie mad because she had hurt him?

	She saw his car pulling into the parking lot and her excitement grew – despite the fact that she couldn’t watch today. What could she say to him? How could she tease him? She absolutely felt like she had to tease him somehow… But how?

	Chad paused a second before opening the door to the gym. Yesterday had been horrible. And he was sure that today, when he felt so miserable, things would probably be even worse. Was Cassie going to let the receptionist watch – or help again? This time, was she going to let her see – everything? He certainly hoped not. If it wasn’t for the fact that he needed his diapers changed, and that Mel required him to have Cassie do it for him every day, he would have avoided the gym altogether. Plucking up his courage, he opened the door and went in.

	“Hi Sissy!” the receptionist called excitedly.

	Her excitement didn’t bode as a good sign to Sissy. He knew he was going to have to do it, so he didn’t even bother waiting. He dropped one of his sissy curtseys to her and said hello in his sissy voice.

	“I just love seeing you do that everyday,” Cindy said. “It’s so sweet.” Then she leaned across the counter a bit. “Would you like me to feed you your bottle today?” She immediately went into a fit of giggles.

	“No thank you,” Sissy replied. “Can you please get Cassie for me?”

	Cindy desperately searched for some other way to tease him, but today the ideas just weren’t coming. And there was a bit of a look about him that told her something was a bit off with him today. With a look of frustration, she left him to search for Cassie. Chad was glad! He was also glad that Cassie hadn’t been very far away. A minute later, he was following her back to their usual room.

	Is she going to be joining us again today?” Chad asked as he started to get undressed.

	“Not unless you want her to,” Cassie replied. “Shall I get her?”

	“No! Please!” Chad replied quickly. He was glad that they would be alone again. Yesterday had been – upsetting. And he was upset enough as it was.

	“You seem…” Cassie searched for a word, “tired today.”

	“I am. I got no sleep at all last night.”

	“Was Mel that rough on you?”

	“Not… exactly.”

	“So how come?”

	“Worries!” Chad finally replied.

	Cassie could see that he didn’t seem to want to talk about it. “Well lay down on the floor and drink your bottle. Maybe it will help you relax a bit.” After she said it, she wasn’t quite sure how much relaxing he was actually going to get to do!

	Chad put the bottle to his mouth and began nursing on it. Sucking on it did bring him some measure of comfort – as it often did. Why, he didn’t know – or care. He did his best to ignore the feelings of Cassie removing his soaked diapers and cleaning him up. Ignoring what she was doing was actually very easy, he didn’t hardly have to try anymore. It was what she did to his other side that he couldn’t ignore very well – nor did he really want to.

	“Okay, roll over,” Cassie finally said.

	Chad put his bottle down and rolled over onto his stomach.

	“I see the redness is all gone today,” Cassie noted as she quickly wiped off his backside.

	“Fortunately,” Chad mumbled. A moment later, he stiffened at the freezing cold feeling of the lotion as Cassie started wiping it onto him. The feeling of intense cold didn’t last very long, and soon gave way to intense pleasure instead. Ahhhh! Without being told to for once, he hiked his knees up under him, raising his backside up into the air, making it a better target for what he hoped Cassie might do to it.

	“Anxious today, huh?” Cassie said as she saw him get into position. “I guess you want it then.”

	Chad said nothing, he was too interested in the feeling of Cassie’s finger as it played with the opening to his asshole. Yes he wanted it! He wanted it very much!

	Cassie watched him closely as she started pushing her finger into him, then pulling it out again… over and over again… further and further in. She stopped when he started pushing and pulling against her finger himself. She quickly got her ribbed toy and lubed it up, then set the tip of it up against him. Ever so gently, she pushed on it till it started to slip inside.

	Chad was in ecstasy. He didn’t know why he liked this so much, but he did! He just wished that it could grant him the ultimate release he craved so much. But evidently that was impossible. Still, it was just about the best feeling he was capable of experiencing anymore. In and out. In and out. Feeling the little ribs of her toy going past the entrance to his anal opening, only to be followed quickly by the next one. Delicious. He began gently rocking back and forth. As tired as he was, he still found the energy to enjoy this most wonderful treat. Back and forth, back and forth. In and out, in and out. He wasn’t going slower or faster today. Everything was staying at this one steady pace, and he didn’t really care. It just felt good!

	Cassie watched him carefully as she held the toy in place, letting him set the pace and intensity. He had been at it for quite a while now and was usually fucking himself desperately on it by this point, but today he was still going slowly. Perhaps it was because he was so tired. She let him go on for a while more before she stopped him and pulled it all the way out. “I’ve got to get back to work soon!” she declared as she saw his head turn back towards her. She saw him just nod his head a little – was that in despair?

	She grabbed his jar of suppositories and opened the lid. “We can’t forget these little things,” she said brightly. But he wasn’t paying the least bit of attention to her – as far as she could see. Since it was Wednesday, one of the days when he wasn’t supposed to actually get one now, she only pretended to pull one of the pills out of the jar. He never knew the difference when she stuck her finger way up inside of him as if she were really putting it there. “Do these things still work?” she asked. She saw his head turn back towards her. She also saw the bit of annoyance on his face as he nodded. “Every day?” she asked.

	He nodded again. “Every damn day!”

	“So did you talk to him yet?” Gloria asked as they waited for their lunch to be delivered.

	Mel shook her head. “Not yet. There was no time last night.”

	“But do things seem to be any better between you two?”

	“As far as I can see.”

	“Mel, you still really need to sit down and talk with him… seriously!”

	Mel sighed. “I know. It’s just not that easy! Are you still going to hypnotize him tomorrow night?”

	“You’re changing the subject! But I was still planning on it.”

	“Good! Because I’ve still got to know how long he’s holding back now. I’m seeing definite signs now of further lack of control.”

	“So you’re winning?”

	“I think so, but I’m just not sure! One minute I think I am, then… I just don’t know!”

	Gloria nodded. “I guess I can ask that question again. No problem. So how did the poker game go last night?” For the first time since they sat down to lunch, Gloria saw Mel smile broadly.

	Chad couldn’t really hear anything at all coming from Robin’s cubicle next door. He knew she was there though because he had seen her going in after lunch. He was fairly sure she was working, so he felt safe enough to open the spreadsheet where he kept his progress for the bet.

	He scrolled down to today’s date. Twenty-three days to go now. Getting smaller – but still a long way. He went up to yesterday’s date to fill in how long he had held back. He stopped to think about that a bit. He had only managed to hold back for twelve minutes yesterday. An improvement over the day before, but it was still an improvement. But actually, it had been a few seconds more than twelve minutes. Should he include that as well? No, just to be fair, he filled in twelve minutes – one whole minute longer than the day before. He had really been hoping for better yesterday, but it just didn’t happen – unfortunately. Still, it was progress.

	Before he closed the spreadsheet, he again glanced at the column of reasons why he wanted to win the bet. The first three items, self-respect, friends, and a life still rang all too true. But he stopped looking as he started reading the rest of it. All too quickly the images of the pictures that Sandy had done for redecorating his apartment came to mind – both pictures. Troubled and not wanting to think any more about it, he closed the spreadsheet and went back to work again.

	Robin’s cell phone rang while she was finally getting some work done. She really didn’t mind the interruption though. Thinking that it was probably her husband calling she answered it without looking to see who was calling. “Hello?” she said as she was still looking at the work on her computer monitor.

	“Hello. Is this Robin?”

	Robin was a bit startled to hear an unfamiliar voice. “Yes,” she said tentatively. “Who is this?”

	“Hi. I’m Mel… Sissy’s friend.”

	“Mel?” Robin exclaimed excitedly.

	In the cubicle next door, Chad suddenly looked up. A feeling of horror ran right through him as he desperately tried to listen for more.

	“You don’t know how much I’ve been wanting to talk to you!” Robin continued.

	Mel was more than sure of that. The damn woman probably wanted to fish for ideas to turn Sissy away from her! “I’m sure,” Mel replied nicely, but she said it as if she was in a hurry. “Unfortunately, I’ve only got a second before I have to be in court,” she lied. She was really sitting at her own desk in her own office. “Listen, I just wanted to follow up on something I asked Derek to do for me – or rather to pass along for me. That is about Sissy using her new voice all the time.”

	“Don’t worry!” Robin replied. “He told me. And I guess I kind of agree with you. If Sissy doesn’t practice, then he’ll never get it right. And using his male voice isn’t going to help matters at all.”

	Mel had heard what Robin said, but there was something else there that bothered her. She just couldn’t put her finger on it. “Um… Great Robin. Thanks. I’m glad you understand. So you’ll keep after him then? And maybe ask the others to do the same?”

	“Yeah sure. We can do that. It’s probably the best way we can really help him with it.”

	Mel scowled, more likely… help him right into her arms! And that was when the other little thing clicked for Mel that had just bothered her. “Um… Listen, Robin. There’s something else too that I’d like you to do for me. Would you try to refer to her in only the female sense all the time? Stop referring to her as a him. If she’s going to experience what it’s like to be a woman than I think that she should kind of get used to being referred to in that sense too.”

	Robin thought about that for a moment. “I guess. I can try at least. I don’t think it will be that easy to do though since we’re all kind of used to him being – the other gender. You know?”

	“Yeah, I know,” Mel agreed. “It’s not that easy, but I think it will help.”

	“Hey Mel, while I’ve got you on the phone, can I ask you a question?”

	That was exactly what Mel wanted to avoid right now. “Uh oh!” she replied quickly. They’re calling us back. I’ve got to go. I’ll call you later when I’ve got more time. Okay?”

	“Uh… Okay,” Robin relied. But by the time she finished saying it, the line quickly went dead. Still… She had managed to make contact with Mel. She had actually talked to her. And next time, she was sure she could finally get some answers!

	“Did I hear you say that was Mel?” Chad asked from the entrance to her cubicle. Worry and panic had pulled him away from his own desk to try to hear as much as possible – which was really nothing at all.

	Robin hadn’t even known that he was standing there. “Yeah. Would you believe it, she actually called me!”

	“What did she say?” Chad asked desperately.

	“She said that we should all keep on your case about not using your male voice – like right now!” She actually giggled a bit. “You’ve got to stop talking like a man, Sissy. You’re never going to learn to speak better – or to even pass properly if you don’t!”

	Chad just looked embarrassed and stared down at the floor. “Thanks,” he mumbled in his male voice as he turned away from her. He didn’t really want to contemplate having to talk in that silly voice all the time.

	“Say it right!” Robin called after him.

	He turned back to her. “Say what right?” he asked in his usual male voice.

	“Everything!” Robin exclaimed.

	Mel stared at the cell phone in her hand. Operation Robin had now started. The silly slut was soon going to get her due! She could just picture her with Sissy… bleached blonde, small tiny waist – probably a size zero… her hands all over Sissy’s ass as they wandered through the hallways of that building together. Oh how she hated her! Okay, maybe Robin wasn’t quite that bad, but it was fun to think of her like that.

	She attempted to put Robin on the back burner of her mind and think about Sissy instead. Things sounded very good for him to now be denied the use of his male voice. And what’s more, something she hadn’t really thought about before, if all went well, he would also be denied the right to be referred to as a male too. Okay, so maybe he wasn’t exactly a female, but the point was, nobody would be referring to him as a male anymore either – she hoped.

	One by one, she was slowly denying him all of his male traits, or rights, or… whatever.

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 5 of 8)

	Mel smiled as she watched him stare at his baby dress before finally walking out. Actually, she knew exactly what she was going to wear, and she knew exactly what he was going to be wearing – probably. And she knew that he wasn’t going to like it… or maybe he really would. It was a little hard to tell.

	She went back to her closet and began making more preparations.

	It didn’t take Chad long at all to clean up the kitchen. Just a few minutes really. It also didn’t take him long to finish his latest baby bottle. When he was finished, he went to find Mel. He found her redoing her makeup. She hadn’t changed out of her work clothes yet so he didn’t know which outfit she planned to wear. The fancy one with the skirt was really out of place – yet a part of him wanted to see her in it very badly. “I’m finished,” he announced quietly as she put down her mascara.

	“Are you leaking yet?” she asked without turning around.

	“Not yet,” he replied. “But I still have some time.”

	“Not much,” she replied. “Besides, we’ve still got to get you ready.”

	“I’m… working on it,” he replied. Although how he could try any harder or do anything more to leak sooner was beyond him.

	“Good,” Mel said. “If you’re finished, then go stand in the corner. Take another baby bottle with you if you think you have to, but just leave me alone while I’m getting dressed.

	Chad curtseyed, “Yes, Mistress.” Ugh! The corner! Again! But hopefully, it wouldn’t be for long. He was tempted to grab another baby bottle, but he had just finished two of them really quickly. Besides, since she was just getting dressed, he probably wouldn’t be in his corner too long. He ignored grabbing another bottle and just climbed up onto his perch. He leaned into the wall where he could see nothing, where he wasn’t allowed to move even a muscle, where he felt totally… ignored. Ugh! And all he thought about while he was there, was how could he possibly get out of this tonight? He couldn’t wear that dress, or even act like such a sissy baby in front of his friends – especially since they were all his male friends! He couldn’t! He just couldn’t!

	He suddenly felt himself peeing yet again, and wonder of wonders, he felt his diaper leaking. “I’m leaking,” he yelled from his corner.

	Mel didn’t hurry, but she did poke her head out of her bedroom to look at him. “Good! Just stay there and keep leaking till I’m ready for you.”

	A moment later, Chad heard her closing her bedroom door. He was leaking – which was good, but he was still stuck in his corner. Would she even know if he moved at all? He had heard her door closing. But what if she had closed it just to fool him. What if she was still there watching him. With a quiet sigh, he resigned himself to standing still like he was supposed to. But at least he was leaking already!

	Mel had moved his baby dress aside and was laying flat out on the bed. She pulled and grunted a bit, and pulled some more, trying to get the button on her jeans fastened. Why did this damn poker game have to happen in the middle of her period when she was so bloated? It wasn’t fair! Every damn man in the world should be subjected to eternal periods over and over again. Maybe then they’d be a little more considerate! The button finally slipped into place and she dropped her arms for a moment to rest her hands before she tried to pull the zipper up. Fortunately, the zipper wasn’t all that difficult.

	She got up off of the bed. The jeans were form fitting and a bit stretchy, but today, they could have been a bit more stretchy. Still, she was determined to wear them. They did look sexy on her – she thought. She added a colorful top that stretched tightly over her breasts, exposing them just a bit and showing them off nicely. Some nice earrings, a necklace, a tennis bracelet, and a couple of rings for her fingers. She slipped a pair of heels onto her feet. Her heels weren’t nearly as high as Sissy’s were, but she considered them to be plenty sexy enough. Height wasn’t everything! She checked her image in the mirror, turning left and right so she could see as much as possible. It would have to be good enough.

	Now it was time for Sissy! She made a few last preparations, laying all his clothes back out on the bed again. Finally, she opened her bedroom door and went back into the living room. He was still in the corner – still up on his perch. “Okay, Sissy,” she said, “Get out of there. We need to punish you quickly tonight so we can get you ready to go. So hurry up and get the floor prepared.”

	Chad pulled himself gratefully out of his corner. Punished? Ugh! Why couldn’t she just forget it for once? He noticed that she had gone with the jeans outfit and was actually glad to see it – even though the other one would have been a lot more interesting. But as he spread the protective diapers out on the floor, all he could still think about was having to wear his silly baby dress in front of all the guys. He just couldn’t!

	Mel got her yardstick and was in position with it before Chad had even finished. “That’s good enough,” she said. “Now get that dress off, and hurry!”

	Chad got undressed as quickly as possible. In moments he was down to just his leaking diaper, bra and waist cincher. He saw Mel looking at him, waiting. He quickly began unfastening his diaper, which practically fell off of him since it was so wet. He got into position and leaned up against the chair. Her first blow came sooner than he expected… but then, she was in a hurry tonight. He stood up quickly and curtseyed… and realized he was peeing again. He rolled his eyes as he thanked her – trying to ignore the pee that was flowing out of his chastity device.

	“That’s why we protect the floor,” Mel said as she readied her stick once again. He was still peeing as she brought it down hard on his backside again. She waited as he went through his little part of the ritual. “We’re going to be out with some of your friends tonight,” she said as she waited for him to get back into place. “And like it or not, I’m going to require you to use your sissy voice – even around them!” Swat! “So don’t even think about not being able to use it, because I’ll paddle your little bottom right in front of them every time you don’t!” She had to wait again while he curtseyed and thanked her.

	“In fact,” she continued, “since it’s probably going to be very obvious that you’re under my thumb – to put it nicely – you’re not going to have any way of denying your sissy status!” Swat! “So think about that! You’re going to use your sissy voice all night – like it or not!”

	Her words were all Chad could think about as the punishment continued – in fact he hardly realized that her stick was barely hurting him. He had more than enough worries with everything else that was about to happen – enough worries that nearly had him in tears. He couldn’t! He just couldn’t!

	His punishment done, Mel had him lay down right where he was while she got his diapering supplies. When she came back, she was startled to see him suddenly start peeing yet again – he looked surprised too – he had just finished a few minutes ago! She knelt down next to him while she waited for the last of it to leak past his chastity device. He looked very embarrassed about it. “I’m glad to see that happening,” she said.

	“I can’t help it!” he replied, sounding very frustrated.

	“Like I said, I’m glad to see it.” She cleaned him up thoroughly, which took a few extra moments since she had to wipe down his legs too. “Would you like another suppository up inside you?” she asked in a teasing voice. She didn’t really plan on doing it, she just wanted to tease him with it.

	Chad looked up at her horrified. “No thank you!”

	“But the results will go so well with your baby outfit,” she countered.

	He shook his head again. “Please, Mistress… no.”

	Mel just smiled and pulled out some fresh diapers for him.

	Chad was very surprised when he realized that she was putting three disposable diapers on him instead of just the one. Did that mean that he wouldn’t have to worry about leaking tonight? He was afraid to ask. He was even more surprised when she began pulling some plastic panties up his legs. Hooray! Even if he leaked, the plastic panties would keep everything dry and keep everyone from knowing he was wet! And three diapers would practically last him all night long – even without the plastic panties! “Thank you, Mistress,” he said as she pulled the plastic panties all the way up into place.

	Mel just smiled. “Get into the bedroom now. Let’s get you dressed.”

	Chad got up off the floor and followed her into the bedroom. The first thing that he noticed when he got there was that not only was his sissy baby dress laid out on the bed, but she had left her other outfit out on the bed too – the skirt outfit that she had decided not to wear. In a way, he was still a bit disappointed. She would have looked good in it for sure!

	Mel let him stare at the clothes on the bed for a moment. “I’m giving you your choice,” she said. “The baby dress, or the skirt outfit. Personally, I’d rather see you go in the baby dress, but at the same time, I’d hate to see the other outfit go to waste. Which one do you want to wear?”

	For Chad it was no contest. He just couldn’t believe that she was offering him this way out! “The skirt for sure… Mistress.”

	She smiled. She had been very sure all along that he would choose that skirt – right from the moment she had found it in her closet this morning. She just wasn’t sure how happy he was going to be with everything else she had bought for him to go with it. “Okay,” she said, trying to sound a little disappointed. “If that’s what you’d rather wear, then we’ll go with it.”

	“Please,” Chad pleaded. “I’d much rather wear the skirt!”

	Mel turned away – just so he wouldn’t see the smirk that she knew she couldn’t hide. “Okay then,” she said as she headed over to her dresser. “If you’re going to wear that outfit, then you’re going to need some other things to go with it.”

	With it? What was she talking about? Chad was suddenly very worried once again.

	Mel pulled a bra out of her drawer and handed it to him. He held it up to look at it. There really wasn’t much to it. The whole thing seemed to be made up of fancy black lace, and the cups seemed to be only about half there, which would leave the top of his glued on breasts almost completely exposed. He looked up at her questioningly.

	“If you wear that top, you don’t want too much of your bra showing. The bra you’ve got on now will be way too visible.

	Chad unfastened his bra and pulled it off, leaving his glued on breasts to hang heavily from his chest. He started to try to put the new bra on, and found that as he expected, the cups really didn’t cover very much at all. In the end, Mel helped him to keep things moving along a little better – and to make sure it was adjusted to exactly the way she wanted it, which was to ensure that his breasts would show very prominently.

	Once his bra was in place, she returned to her dresser drawer once again and pulled something else out. She turned around with it. “This has to be next,” she said as she held out the garment.

	Chad took it from her, fairly surprised. It was another girdle. But unlike all his other girdles that were all-in-one girdles, this one had no built in bra and an open bottom. It did have a very high waist though.

	“With that skirt, you’ll need something to hold your diapers in better so they don’t show as much,” Mel explained. It was at that point that Chad realized that everything she had bought had to be pre-planned. She had never really intended on him wearing the sissy baby dress at all. He actually felt grateful as he struggled to pull the tight girdle up where it belonged. It was tight – easily as tight as his newest all-in-one girdles had been when they were new. And with the waist cincher under it, his stomach felt even more compressed than ever. He took a moment to look at his figure in the mirror. Did he look more womanly now? He really didn’t get the chance to notice because all he could stare at was the very bottom of the girdle where his plastic panties were poking out just below the edge of the girdle. Well, at least he’d have the skirt to cover everything up.

	Mel went back to her drawer once again and pulled more black lace out of it. It took Chad a moment to realize what it was. This time it wasn’t a bra, this time it was a garter belt. From what he could tell, it was a very close match to the bra he was wearing. It had two long garters hanging down in the front and two long garters hanging down in the back.

	Mel helped him fasten it on before she again went back to her dresser drawer. Chad immediately began to worry about what else she might have in there. What she brought out next didn’t surprise him, at first. She handed him a pair of smoky black stockings. The moment he touched them he realized that they didn’t feel at all like the pantyhose he wore to work every day – not at all. As he drew them – easily – up his legs, he was surprised by how soft and sensual they felt. He was also surprised to see the long black seam running up the back! It wasn’t till he was fumbling with the garter belt clips that he realized that each of the garters had a fairly large black bow covering each of the clips that attached to the stockings. As soon as he had both stockings on and fastened, he walked around a few steps, trying to get used to the feel of the garters constantly pulling at his stockings – so strange and… sensual!

	She had him put his pink patent mary-jane high heeled shoes on next. He again took a few steps around to get used to everything. She kept him dressed just like that while she went to work on his makeup. Chad was surprised by the amount of makeup she seemed to be using on him. She seemed to be breaking every makeup rule that both she and Sandy had taught him. He counted four coats of mascara alone. And the amount of eye-liner and eye-shadow she had used seemed like an awful lot. His eyelids felt stiff by the time she was satisfied. The lipstick she pulled out seemed to be much redder than any he had worn before. Two heavy coats of it, followed by two coats of a glossy sealer. He had been wearing lipstick every day for the last few weeks now, but his lips had never felt that strange.

	Finally, she looked at him carefully and pronounced him almost done. We just need to change one last thing,” she said as she reached for his ears. Chad was surprised to feel her removing his earrings. He was more surprised when she opened a little dish that had been on the counter next to her and discovered it held a pair of earrings soaking in a pool of astringent. She reached in and pulled one out. It was a long collection of silver disks. “These are mine – so don’t lose them,” she said as she let the excess liquid drip off. “I know you really shouldn’t be wearing anything like this yet, but since it’s just for tonight, I think you’ll be alright. Besides, you really need something like this to go with the rest of your outfit. Those little ones just don’t look right.”

	Look right? Chad was suddenly more concerned than ever with how he looked – especially since he wasn’t anywhere near where he could see himself in a mirror. He let her hook the earring through his ear. He immediately noticed the weight of it. As he turned his head slightly, he was very aware of the tinkling sound the disks made as they moved against each other. It startled him enough that he involuntarily moved more – which made them sound even louder. Oh great! How was he supposed to ignore that all night! A moment later, the sound was invading both his ears. He found both the weight and sound of his new earrings not only distracting, but actually sensual too. He reached up and touched each of them, feeling the little disks in his fingers… feeling the pull on his earlobes as he held them. So different… so strange… so… feminine?

	“Get your skirt on now,” Mel told him as she stood up and began putting her makeup away.

	Moving to get to the skirt brought a whole new cacophony of sound and feeling from his earrings as they moved and clanged and brushed against his neck. Even more distracting – and odd – and sensual – and exciting! He picked up the skirt and examined it. There was no zipper, no fastening mechanism of any kind. He realized that the whole thing was stretchy so he stepped into it and began pulling it up into place. It was very tapered so that the waist was extremely tiny. Once he got it up to the bottom of his diaper covered rear end, he pulled… and struggled… and pulled. He had to work the thing carefully and with a great deal of difficult just to get it over his diaper padded bottom. Once it was in place, he realized just how short it was. It didn’t even come close to covering his garters where they met his stockings. He glanced questioningly at Mel.

	“It’s the style,” she told him with a slight giggle. “All the young girls dress like that now.” Chad had his distinct doubts about that. He had never seen any girls with stockings and garters visible below their skirts – hookers maybe, but not any young girls.

	The pink top was next. The whole thing felt tight and kingly as he tried to pull it into place over his glued on breasts. Once it was in place, just as he had figured earlier, it exposed all too much of his breasts. He also discovered that the lacy black bra straps weren’t covered at all by the wide neckline. And was it his imagination, or did his breasts seem to stick out more. Of course, the bra probably had a lot to do with that too. The top just made it look more noticeable. “Um… I’m not sure about this outfit,” he said.

	Mel only smiled. “The baby dress is still there. I’d really rather see you wear that instead, but the choice is yours.”

	There really wasn’t any choice, not as far as he was concerned.

	Mel grabbed her makeup once again, only this time she began putting it on his chest – all around the seam where his breasts met his skin. “We want it to look more natural,” she explained. Chad wasn’t sure if he wanted it to look natural or not… not it that outfit.

	Once she was done, Mel added a long dangly silver necklace that matched the earrings he was wearing. He found it surprisingly heavy and he could feel it even more than the new wooden ones that he had worn recently. She fastened a silver bracelet around his right wrist that surprisingly went with both the earrings and necklace. Then as one final matching element, she produced a silver belt made up of similar, but very large silver disks, she wrapped it around his now further compressed waist and buckled it. The belt wasn’t tight in the least and settled into place just below where she had fastened it.

	Mel finally stepped back to examine him critically. “Magnificent!” she declared happily. Only then did she allow Chad to look at himself in the mirror again.

	Chad was afraid to approach the mirror – afraid of what he might see. And the minute he looked, he realized that he had good reason to be afraid. From the pink patent high heels that stood out all too prominently against the black seamed stockings… to the stockings themselves fastened to the black lacy garters – well below the hem of his super short skirt… to the super short skirt itself – so klingy and shiny… to the tight pink top that exposed his now more prominent glued-on breasts… to the fairly heavy and garish makeup that had totally transformed his face… to the silver ornamentation that now accented his entire body… he looked at his entire image, and the first word that came to mind was tarty! Totally tarty. The second thought that came to mind was… “I look like a whore!” he complained.

	“The baby dress is still there,” she teased. “Waiting for you.”

	Chad got the point. It was either this, or the baby dress – still no contest.

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 6 of 8)

	“Come on,” Mel said as she quickly glanced at the clock, “we’re late! We’ve got to get moving!”

	Chad followed her out of the room. He picked up his purse by the door while she headed quickly into the kitchen. Physically, he figured he was ready to go. Mentally, he was definitely not ready!

	“Grab your diaper bag,” Mel called from the kitchen. Chad reached down and grabbed the straps to his diaper bag too. Was she planning on changing him at the poker game? He shuddered at the thought! He shuddered again when Mel came back out of the kitchen. “We certainly can’t forget one of these!” Mel declared as she held up one of his empty baby bottles. Chad watched with horror as she put it into her purse. She turned to him with a smile. “Ready?”

	Chad was now anything but ready. In a daze, he followed her out of the door, out onto the balcony where anybody in the world could see him and the way he was dressed – but he was too dazed to worry about anyone else seeing him – until he heard the door closing and she was locking it behind him. The guys! All the guys were going to see him dressed – like this! Like a stupid… he didn’t know what. And she was going to insist that he talk in his silly sissy voice. He couldn’t! And she was going to make him drink out of a baby bottle in front of them. He couldn’t! He just couldn’t!

	He made it all the way down to her car. I can’t! He made it all the way into her car. I can’t! He managed to get his seatbelt fastened. I can’t! He made it all the way out of the parking lot. I just can’t! “I can’t!” he suddenly screamed – not even trying to use his sissy voice at all. “I can’t!” he pounded his hand against the dashboard. “I just can’t!”

	Mel almost had an accident she was so startled by his outburst. “What do you mean, you can’t?” she asked angrily.

	“I can’t! I can’t do this! I don’t want the guys to see me like this. I don’t want them to hear me talking like a sissy. And I especially don’t want them to see me drinking from a baby bottle!”

	“Tough!” Mel replied, letting him know that she wasn’t going to back down. “They’ll probably get a big kick out of the way you’re dressed.”

	Chad thought that was an understatement.

	“And it’s time that your friends all figured out that you’re a lot more of a sissy than they realized.”

	He looked over at her, and whimpered once again. “I can’t,” he repeated still using his old male voice.

	“And you’ve been using your baby bottle in public for a while now. This won’t be all that different!”

	“Not all that different?” Chad echoed, totally shocked by what she was suggesting. “It’s very different! Totally different! These are my friends! These are all guys that I know! It’s totally different!”

	His tirade actually caught her off guard. She had been prepared for some resistance – she was actually expecting it, but not to the level that he was demonstrating. Her temper was beginning to rise a bit again, but she carefully controlled it by saying nothing. Fortunately, she didn’t have to say anything because she had reached their first destination – the liquor store. She pulled into the parking lot and parked in a space near the door. “Let’s go,” she said with more than a hint of annoyance in her voice.

	Chas sat motionless for a moment. Then he banged his hand against the dashboard one more time before he angrily got out of the car and followed her in. The store was brightly lit inside making him feel all too visible the way he was dressed. Fortunately, the store wasn’t busy.

	“Grab one of those shopping carts,” Mel directed as she led the way further into the store. Chad grabbed a cart and followed her all the way back to the coolers where the cold beer was kept. “How many are there going to be tonight?” she asked.

	“Six including us,” he replied sullenly – and still not in his sissy voice.

	She looked at him, not liking his attitude at all. “Watch yourself,” she said angrily, “or I’ll make matters worse!”

	Chad didn’t know how things could possibly get much worse. He turned around and pounded his hand against one of the glass cooler doors before he turned back to her again and just looked down at the floor.

	Mel was getting more angry by the second, but she couldn’t deal with him here or now. In fact, she didn’t know how she was going to deal with him. “What kind of beer do they like?” she asked. She watched as he looked up at her, then he glanced at all the types of beer chilling in the coolers along the wall. He pushed the cart several doors down, then just pointed. Mel said nothing. She reached inside and pulled out five six-packs of the glass bottles. “This should be enough for tonight,” she said as she handed them to him to load into the cart.

	“More than enough,” he replied sullenly, still not bothering to use his sissy voice.

	She looked at him angrily again. “What kind of soft drinks do you prefer?” she asked, still carefully controlling her anger.

	He just shrugged. “I don’t care.”

	Mel shook her head and led the way to one of the aisles in the store. She picked up a large case of Coke that held a dozen cans. She put the heavy case into the cart herself. “Let’s go,” she said, her annoyance with him still obvious in her voice.

	Chad realized that the manager of the store had been watching him carefully from the moment he had entered. Tough! There wasn’t anything he could do now about the way he was dressed. Let the guy enjoy the show! One by one, he pulled the drinks out of the cart and put them on the counter. Mel paid for everything, then one by one he put it all back into the cart again. Without another word, he started pushing the cart toward the door – ahead of Mel. He stopped at the door, waiting to see if Mel would open it for him so he could push the cart though. But she didn’t. Instead, she walked up to stand next to him.

	“I just noticed something that I forgot about,” she said softly. “That skirt – you have to keep pulling it down because it rides up constantly! I think that may be one of the reasons I never wear it. Anyway, I suggest you pull it down now because your plastic panties are showing underneath!”

	Chad was shocked! More than shocked! It was going to be yet one more thing that he was going to have to worry about and deal with. But he was still too angry about other matters. Instead of pulling the skirt down, he simply said, “Tough!” and walked around the cart to angrily open the door himself and pull the cart through.

	Mel shook her head as she followed him out of the store. She had a real problem on her hands. A bigger problem than she ever thought she’d have. She pushed the button on her remote to open the car trunk and watched as he put all the liquids inside. Then he simply pushed the cart up back near the store’s entrance before sullenly getting back inside the car.

	Mel started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. She headed for the highway that led to the other side of town. “I suggest you get yourself under control!” she threatened.

	It was a few moments before Chad could even speak. And then it still wasn’t in his sissy voice. “I can’t!” he complained yet again. “I can’t do this!” There was suddenly a hint of crying in his voice.

	“Yes you can!” she argued.

	“No I can’t!” he replied. This time, the crying was evident. He slouched over and rested his head on his arm up against the window. “I can’t!” he repeated softly.

	Mel looked over at him. He was definitely crying. He was going to ruin all that makeup she had just put on him. But it wasn’t the ruined makeup that was bothering her, it was how upset he was. It wasn’t till then that she realized that he really couldn’t take this next step. It wasn’t in him. She was pushing him too far, and it was her fault, not his! He wasn’t ready for this and there was nothing she could do about it.

	But she had to do something! She had to! But what? They were already on the way. She supposed that she could turn around and go home again, but that seemed all wrong. She had to fix it. She had to do something! Fortunately, it was a long drive to where they were going. All she could think about was the fact that she had to do something, she had to fix things somehow. And then it came to her. The answer had been in front of her all day long. It was the same answer to many of the problems that she had to deal with constantly in her life. It wasn’t exactly what she wanted, but it did fill more needs than anything else. She suddenly pulled the car over to the shoulder of the road and stopped short.

	Chad went wide eyed and grabbed for anything he could as Mel suddenly pulled the car off the road. The minute she stopped he looked over at her, afraid something else might be seriously wrong. Mel was just looking at him with a very frustrated look on her face.

	“Okay… Look!” she said, sounding somewhat exasperated. “I’ll leave the baby bottle in my purse and you can drink your Coke from the can… or a glass if you want! Will that help?”

	Chad was actually surprised. He nodded. “But I still can’t…”

	Mel pressed on before he could finish. “And here’s what I want you to do instead of talking in your usual sissy voice. Drop the funny letter stuff and just talk more normal but still in the high pitch. Got it? Try to sound more…” But she didn’t quite know what she wanted him to sound like. A woman? Not really. Female? But that was the same thing. She really wanted him to sound like a sissy but that option seemed to be totally out now. Finally she said. “Try to sound more like a girl. You can certainly do that. Not really like a sissy, but a girl! Got it? Can you do that?”

	Chad was trying to roll the whole concept around in his head. Trying to figure out just what her proposal meant.

	“Look,” she continued, “I promise I’ll make them all understand so none of them will think anything worse about you. I promise! Now can you do that?”

	They won’t think anything worse? “How?” he asked, clearly not believing her.

	She shook her head. “I don’t know yet. But trust me, I’ll figure something out. I’m good at things like that.”

	Chad had no doubt about that. But if he went there – in front of all his friends – in front of all the guys – talking like… a girl? Could he really do it? And what kind of girl… a grown up girl, or a little girl? He was afraid to even ask that question. And even if she said she could make them understand and not think worse of him? He just wasn’t sure. “A girl?” he finally asked, still speaking in his male voice.

	She nodded. She was making progress now and she knew it. She was starting to get through to him. “Try it,” she suggested.

	“A girl?” Chad repeated, this time in his high pitched voice.

	Mel smiled at him. “Right! You’ve got it! It will be easy! Now can you do it?”

	Chad still wasn’t sure. He shook his head. “Maybe,” he finally replied, again using the high pitched voice.

	“I need more than maybe,” Mel said. “I need you to definitely commit to doing this. I’m taking away the baby bottle and letting you drop the parts that make you sound like a total sissy, and I’m going to explain things when I get there so that they’ll all understand. But I need you to meet me halfway. I need you to commit to your part too. Now can you do it?”

	Chad looked at her and considered it. It was still going to be difficult. He’d be doing it in front of all the guys! But they had all seen the way he was dressing all the time now at work. They all knew that much at least. Would this be that much more? He looked down at the floor of the car. “Okay,” he replied – in the high pitched voice. “Yes, Mistwess.” The sissy pronunciation just came out automatically.

	Mel felt nothing but relief. “Good!” she replied. She started to put her blinker on to pull back into traffic again, but she stopped herself and looked back at him again. “And for tonight – and I mean only just for tonight – you can call me Mel and not Mistress. Okay?”

	Chad felt nothing but elation. He hadn’t even thought about that part. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied happily. Then he realized that he could have called her Mel. “I mean… Yes, Mel.” He smiled broadly.

	Mel just shook her head. She wasn’t totally happy about the situation, but it seemed like it was going to work. Actually, she had never intended to make him drink from the baby bottle, she had only wanted to tease him… and perhaps threaten him with it if he didn’t behave – perfectly. Her big problem now was that she was going to have to find a way to explain his silly voice. She carefully pulled back out into traffic as she mulled the situation over in her head. Thirty seconds later, it hit her. She suddenly knew exactly why she, just as much as Sissy, had to be at that game tonight! Happier than she had been in a while she turned slightly to him. “You need to practice talking in your girly voice. Tell me about everyone who’s going to be there.”

	His ‘girly’ voice? He supposed that was as good a description as any. “Well, besides you and me, George will be there of course. It’s his house. His kids are aww gwown now,” he paused as he realized he had slipped back into his sissy voice. “I mean they’re all grown now… and have moved away so his wife leaves to visit them once in a while. When she’s gone, he likes to howd these poka games.”

	“So he’s an older guy?” Mel asked.

	“Kind of,” Chad replied. He was trying to be careful to not mispronounce any words as he spoke – and it was proving more difficult than he thought. He was so used to pronouncing things like a sissy when he used his high pitched voice that this was actually difficult. The high pitch was the same, but everything else wasn’t!

	“Go on,” Mel encouraged.

	“Then there’s Steve. I don’t know Steve very well at all since he’s George’s friend. And I don’t know why he goes to these games all the time. He’s married. I get the impression that he just likes getting out of the house without his wife. But I really don’t know much about him.” Chad was actually proud of himself. He thought he had gotten through that much without any of his sissy sounds.

	“So he’s one you don’t know as well?”

	“Yeah,” Chad replied. “And then there’s Derek, of course. “I’ve known him since High School, but we weren’t friends there. He was a year ahead of me in school. We didn’t really become good friends till I went to work for the company and came across him one day. He’s away a lot for the company. He says that’s why his wife divorced him, she wanted him home all the time. He spent a few nights on our couch right after she threw him out and he found his own place.

	“So he’s a pretty good friend then?”

	“Yeah, he’s a real good guy.”

	“But he cheated on his wife.”

	“No! No he didn’t! His wife just hated that he was gone all the time. But that’s part of his job!” He paused for a moment before adding. “I’m pretty sure he makes way more than I do.”

	“And his wife still threw him out?”

	“Yeah. It’s a shame he got divorced because he really is a nice guy. Not like Ray.”

	“Ray?”

	“Yeah, Ray! I’ve know Ray for a long time too. We were pretty close for a while, but…”

	“But what?”

	“Well… I guess you could say that Ray likes the ladies. I guess he’s what you would consider a ‘real ladies man’.”

	“Not like you,”

	It was sad to admit. “No, not like me.”

	“So, tell me about Ray.”

	“Well, there was this one time when he was engaged to marry someone…”

	“He was engaged?”

	“And married – several times.”

	“I see. Go ahead.”

	“Well, while he was engaged to this one woman, he was over at my house by himself one day and… and he asked me to cover for him in case the one he was engaged to called him. And then he left.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“He went out with another woman while he was engaged to the first one! His marriages don’t usually last too long.”

	“I’m not surprised. Not at all!”

	Chad happened to glance down toward his lap at that point and noticed a patch of white – covered by the childish pattern on his plastic panties. He also saw an inch of the girdle over top. Shit!

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 7 of 8)

	The street the house was on was old. The street itself was fairly narrow but there were huge ancient trees in front of most of the houses. As were many of the houses on the block, George’s house was small – very small. From what Mel could see in the evening light, it desperately needed a fresh coat of paint – twenty years ago. There were a lot of cars pulled up in his driveway and on his lawn. The street was so narrow that Mel dared not park her car on the side of the road so she carefully navigated up onto the lawn and parked next to a fairly new Cadillac.

	“Looks like evewyone is here,” Chad said, mentally cursing himself for messing up again.

	Mel pushed the button to open the trunk before they got out. Chad immediately fought with his skirt to pull it down, realizing as he did so that the skirt was really going to be more of a problem than he thought. As he walked toward the back of the car, he could feel his heels sinking down into the ground a little bit. He immediately put more weight on his toes to compensate. Strangely, his first thought after that was to worry if there was going to be any dirt stuck on his heels that would show.

	Each of them grabbed two cartons of beer bottles before heading to the door and Mel left her trunk open so Sissy could go back for the rest. “Don’t forget… only you’re girly voice tonight!” Mel reminded him as they mounted the steps. The light was on over the entranceway, but the single bulb still left the doorway in little more than shadows. Struggling with the beer in his hand, Chad rang the doorbell. As he waited, all he could think about was the way he was dressed. It was stupid and silly. And there was no way that Mel could explain that away. Of course, she hadn’t offered to explain that part at all. But of course… it was still better than his sissy baby dress!

	“That better be them!” George complained as he heard his doorbell chime. He threw his cards down on the table since they had already started playing. Each of them had a beer already too since George had bought some just in case – but he hadn’t bought a lot. He made his way past the furniture to the door and opened it – and stared in shock – and cursed! He knew he shouldn’t have let Chad and his girlfriend come tonight! “What the shit do you think this is, Halloween? What’s with the stupid getup?”

	Chad immediately felt more embarrassed over the way he was dressed than he had before. He really didn’t have an answer so he just shrugged apologetically as he held up one of the six-packs of beer.

	George shook his head and stepped back to let Chad and Mel into his house. At least you remembered that much! And at least you got the good stuff! What took you so long? You’re late!”

	Mel answered before Chad could say anything. “Sometimes it takes women a little longer to get ready than they plan on,” she explained.

	“Yeah, well it looks like he could have done with a lot less – getting ready!” George complained. “I mean… Geez!”

	“Holy shit!” came a surprised exclamation from one of the other men as they caught sight of Sissy.

	“What the hell are you made up for?” another one asked.

	Just like she had done with George, Mel answered before Sissy could say anything. “Oh guys! I’m surprised at you! You should know that dressing up a bit is all part of the fun of being a girl? You should try it sometime!”

	“You call that dressing up?” one of the guys asked as he stared at Chad. “He looks more like… like… like a…”

	“Don’t say it!” another one quickly interrupted. “Don’t even bother!”

	Chad was extremely self conscious and embarrassed over his appearance, but there was nothing he could do about it. “Where do you want these?” he asked George in his new girly voice.

	George looked at him strangely, then just held out his hand. “Here, I’ll take them.” He grabbed the six-packs from Chad. “I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself carrying them with those heels you’ve got on.”

	“We’ve got more in the car,” Chad added as he handed over the first six-pack.

	“More?”

	“We just wanted to make sure you all had enough,” Mel explained.

	“I take it this is your lady-friend?” one of the guys asked. He alone had been eyeing Mel instead of Chad.

	“Oh yeah,” Chad said, more conscious than ever about having to use his new voice… this was going to be the real test now! He started pointing around the room. “That’s George… Steve… Ray… and Derek. Guys, this is Mel she’s… she’s…” How could he explain exactly what Mel was? He certainly couldn’t say Mistress! He was about to say friend, but Mel beat him to it.

	“I’m the one who’s helping Sissy…” she searched for just the right words… “be all that she can be!”

	The one that Chad had pointed out as Derek, just laughed and shook his head. “Sure, but he could probably stand to be a bit less! Especially tonight!”

	Mel just smiled as she set the beer she had brought in on the table. “Don’t be mean. I think it’s wonderful how she’s expressing herself tonight.”

	“Herself?”

	“Of course! You can’t very well refer to her as a ‘him’ when she’s dressed like that. Besides, if he’s going to get used to this new way of life, then ‘she’ has to get used to being referred to in the feminine sense.”

	“Uh huh,” Derek replied, clearly not buying it.

	“Bullshit!” George said softly, not buying it either.

	Mel pulled out one of the empty chairs and sat down. She looked around at all the men. “In fact… gentlemen… there’s something that I could really use all your help with.”

	“What’s that?” the one named Ray asked.

	Mel had noted that he had barely taken his eyes off of her since she had arrived. There was something about him that gave her the creeps… but he was unusually handsome. Mel leaned forward so that they would all know she was serious about this. “For some time now, I’ve been trying to get Sissy to stop using his regular male voice. I mean… how stupid is it if he’s out somewhere and everyone all around thinks he’s a woman – till he opens his mouth and ruins it all! It’s ridiculous! Think about it, she looked directly at Derek as she continued, “if a nice looking woman walked up to you and she suddenly started talking in a man’s voice, wouldn’t you be upset?” As Mel asked the question, she was aware of how handsome Derek was too. And his wife threw him out?

	Derek’s eyes suddenly went wide. “I guess so. But the way he sounded a minute ago didn’t sound very good either!”

	Mel leaned back in her seat. “Admittedly, her voice needs a bit of work.”

	“I’ll say!” Steve replied. “He sounds stupid!”

	Mel just shrugged. “It will change with time. But if she keeps using her old male voice as a crutch, she’ll never get it right!”

	“I guess that kind of makes sense,” Steve replied.

	“Maybe!” Derek added. “Only maybe!”

	Chad felt happy. She had done it! She had actually found a way to explain him using his silly voice right in front of them. The only problem now was, he now had no way out of using it. A tiny twinge of cautious fear ran through him the moment he saw Mel leaning forward to talk again.

	“In fact, guys, maybe you can help me with that.”

	“We can help?” Ray asked as he continued to memorize every nuance of Mel’s curvy body.

	“Yes! No matter how hard I try, I just can’t seem to convince Sissy that she needs to be using her new voice all the time – especially at work! If she doesn’t do it there, then she’ll never learn. It has to start being natural to her – so she uses it without thinking.”

	Panic was beginning to swell in Sissy’s stomach as he listened to Mel talking.

	“We don’t see… her… all that much at work,” Derek replied. “I only see ‘her’ at break once or twice a week.”

	“Me either,” Ray agreed. “In fact, till now, this is the first time I’ve actually seen ‘her’ up close and personal since he started acting this way.”

	“Don’t look at me,” Steve said as he held up his hands, “I don’t even work there!”

	Chad started to feel relieved.

	“But you all… well except you Steve, work at the company,” Mel continued. “Wouldn’t it be easy to simply pass the word around, asking people to remind Sissy to use her new voice all the time? In fact, I’ll bet that if you passed the word to some of the women who work around him… especially… what’s her name? The one he works with?”

	“Robin,” Derek supplied for her.

	“Right! Robin! I’ll bet that Robin… and all the other women… would be more than willing to… help her out.”

	Chad suddenly felt sick! And he knew perfectly well that Mel knew Robin’s name – he had mentioned her enough!

	Derek shrugged. “I guess I can mention it to a few of the women I work with… ask them to pass the message along.”

	“I can do that too,” Ray added – a fraction too quickly.

	Mel sat back pleased. “That would be great if you could. I would be so appreciative… and I know Sissy would appreciate the help too!” She had to work really hard to not put an evil smirk on her face as she looked up at Sissy – who was looking back at her in horror.

	Chad couldn’t believe it! She had just sealed his fate! She had just found a way to ensure that he would have to use his sissy voice all the time – even at work. Well, not his sissy voice, but it was close enough. He couldn’t! He just couldn’t!

	“Hey!” George finally said, trying to change the subject. “Are we going to play cards, or what?”

	“Sissy, why don’t you run out and get the rest of the drinks. I don’t want my trunk left wide open any longer!”

	“Deal us in George,” Mel said as she pulled her purse from the floor next to her and opened it. She pulled out a large stack of twenty dollar bills.

	Steve suddenly leaned forward, staring at all the money in front of her. “Hmmm,” he hummed softly.

	Chad retrieved the rest of the drinks and quickly carried them into the kitchen. He noticed the game had started again as he walked by the table.

	“Sissy, bring me a beer when you come back,” Mel said to him. “Make sure you get yourself a drink too.” She looked around the table at everyone else. “Anybody else need a refill?” Several of the guy suggested that he might as well bring them another bottle before he sat down. “Bring another one for everybody,” Mel told him.

	By the time Chad got fresh beers for everybody, along with a can of Coke for himself, the hand was over. As he sat down with his drink, he noticed the large pile of chips in front of Mel along with a surprising pile of cash.

	“You couldn’t get yourself a glass?” Mel asked the minute he sat down.

	“But…” Chad started to argue, but Mel interrupted.

	“George, would it be possible for Sissy here to borrow a glass since it’s your house?”

	“I don’t care,” George replied offhandedly. “In the cabinet up over the sink.”

	“Go get yourself a glass. Mel suggested.” Then she turned to the guys, ignoring Sissy completely. “Are you going to deal again, or what?”

	“Do I deal him… I mean her… in or out?”

	Mel considered it for a second. “Out this time.”

	Chad was silently fuming as he headed for the kitchen. He found the glasses easily enough and brought one back to the table. As he returned, he saw Mel looking at him closely. He sat down and started pouring his drink.

	Mel leaned over to him while Ray was considering his next bet. She whispered very softly in his ear. “Pull your skirt down, I can almost see your diapers again!”

	Horrified, Chad squirmed in his chair to again pull the miserable skirt back down into place – which proved to be even harder than usual since he was sitting on the damn thing. Finally, he pulled his purse up onto his lap and pulled out some money – far, far less than the amount that Mel had ‘casually’ left lying openly on the table.

	The play came to Mel and she folded. She really wasn’t all that interested in winning or losing, not yet at least, because she wasn’t quite done with Sissy yet. As the play continued at the table, she again leaned close to Sissy’s ear. “I better see you finishing at least one of those cans, every half hour, or I will drag out your baby bottle.” She leaned back, purposely not looking at him, but watching the cards on the table instead. She did notice him quickly bringing his glass to his lips though to take a drink, which pleased her greatly. Obviously, he got the message!

	Chad sat stunned as he held his glass in his hand, ready to drink again fairly soon. Every half hour? A full can every half hour? He should have known! Even here, she wasn’t going to allow him any relief! But… he could still try to hold back while he was here. A brief smile came to his lips as he realized that fact. He might have to drink a lot… and he might wind up peeing a lot… but since he didn’t have to worry about his diapers leaking, then he could still try to hold back. In fact, holding back and peeing less often would probably be a very good thing – given the amount that he had to drink.

	The play ended and George passed a pile of chips over to him. Two minutes later, he was throwing chips across the table along with his bet.

	Mel watched Chad playing. She wasn’t sure if she was surprised or not that he played fairly aggressively. He won a few, and lost a few. Overall, he was doing okay. She could tell that, by far, he wasn’t the best player at the table. Neither was George. The rest of them though… they would all bear watching – especially Ray. He was still eyeing her carefully – or was that hungrily?

	She threw her latest hand in again after betting two rounds. Not strong enough compared to Ray or Steve. Chad lasted one more round before he too threw his cards in. She checked her watch – almost half an hour now. Chad’s glass was nearly empty as was the can next to it. She nudged his arm and glanced down at her watch as soon as he looked her way. She watched as he immediately drained the rest of his glass. Very good! He got up from the game and headed for the kitchen. “Sissy,” she called, stopping him in his tracks. “If you’re heading to the kitchen, why don’t you check to see if anyone else is ready for anything?”

	Chad looked at everyone around the table. “I’m good,” Derek announced.

	“Me too,” Ray agreed without looking up from his cards.

	“Nothing yet for me,” Steve agreed without looking up either.

	“I’ll have one,” George said as he threw his cards in.

	Chad looked at Mel. “Would you wike anothea one, Mis…” He had almost said Mistress! “Um… Mel?” He saw that his gaff had brought the attention of both Derek and Steve.

	Mel smiled. She was having more fun tonight than she figured she would. “Go ahead and bring me one so I’ll have it,” she told him.

	Chad went to the refrigerator where he had left most of the drinks cooling. He pulled two beers and a can of Coke for himself. He went back into the room and set one of the beers down next to George. But as he was walking towards Mel with her beer, he noticed her looking intently at him. She was looking down at his skirt, trying to tell him something. He looked down and discovered that his skirt was riding up again – not too bad, fortunately.

	He sat down and handed Mel her beer before he again worked on pulling his stupid skirt down. Then he set to work on drinking his latest can of Coke.

	 


Chapter 39 (Tuesday – week 6 Part 8 of 8)

	As the game continued, Mel watched Chad’s pile of chips. He hadn’t brought a lot of money to the table, but he had brought enough – for him. She finally decided that he liked the game, not for playing cards, but for betting. The guy simply liked to bet! Which after further thought, really didn’t surprise her – in light of the bet that he had with her. But as she watched she noticed that whenever he got past the second or third round of betting, his play usually intensified. He got more excited and aggressive. Obviously, the guy liked to win – which didn’t surprise her either. He used every trick that he could to win the games. Some of them worked, and some of them didn’t. And even though he really wasn’t all that great a player, when he could, he played hard. Unfortunately, he lost most of his chips because he kept playing beyond the point where he should have quit. But she had to hand it to the guy for trying. The more she watched him, the more she realized that he was playing their bet the same way he played cards. He liked to win. Well, so did she!

	She saw him check the clock on George’s wall the next time he had a small break. It was time for him to get another Coke. He again quickly drained his glass and got up from the table. But this time, as soon as he stood up, he pulled at his skirt to get it back in place.

	“Are you comfortable in that?” Derek asked as he did it.

	His answer should have been a big fat resounding – no! But instead he just said, “Yeah, sure. Why?”

	Derek just shook his head. “Just wondering.”

	Chad again started for the kitchen, but Mel stopped him – again. “Sissy, if you’re heading to the kitchen, why don’t you clear some of these empty bottles out of the way and see if anybody wants another one.”

	Chad instantly understood more than the words she had just spoken, she wanted him to basically act as a waitress all night, checking everybody’s drinks and continually clearing the table. He wasn’t exactly happy about it, but it was really no problem. He grabbed empty bottles off the table as the game continued without him. “Would you like another one?” he asked each person softly as he grabbed their empties. He wound up heading back to the kitchen with an armload of empty bottles and a request for two more. Before he sat down at the table again, he pulled his skirt back down into place. The darn thing seemed to ride up whether he was standing or sitting and there was just no stopping it.

	While Chad was again adjusting his skirt, George happened to remember something. “Hey Sissy, I got a couple of packs of pretzels that I bought in the kitchen. Since you’re up, would you mind getting them for me?”

	“Sure,” Chad replied and again headed back to the kitchen.

	“Thanks. I appreciate it,” George returned without thinking another thought.

	Chad had seen all the bags of pretzels on the table earlier, but he had ignored them. He opened one of the bags, and was about to bring it to them, but something about just the open bag seemed all wrong. At most of the games, they just passed the bags around the table, but sometimes, George had put the pretzels in a big bowl which was a lot better. He wound up searching through the kitchen cabinets for a suitable bowl. He found the bowl that George had used in the past, but in the same cabinet, was a collection of smaller serving bowls. Perfect! A few minutes later, he deposited three bowls of pretzels around the table where everyone could easily reach them.

	“Thanks,” George said without hardly looking up.

	The hand ended just as Chad sat down again – and just as Mel got up from the table. “Deal me out this next hand,” she said. “Can you point me towards your bathroom?”

	George didn’t even look in the direction, he just pointed over his shoulder. “Right down the hall on the left.”

	Mel left them and went into the bathroom. She had seen a couple of the guys go in there briefly ahead of her, but by the time she got there, she wished that she had been the first… or maybe that she hadn’t come at all. The seat was up… which figured since George’s wife was away and it was just guys in the house. But there was pee everywhere all over the toilet and much of the floor around it. Geez! Men! Nothing but slobs! She decided she could hold it for a little while longer. Before leaving the bathroom though, she did open the cabinet under the sink for a quick look.

	When she got back to the living room where they were playing, she wandered around the room looking at all the pictures and decorations. She had tried to do that when they came in, but things were just too busy then. Now, she took the time to notice the little things. Everything was old and worn. But it looked clean and comfortable too – mostly. She could tell where George had simply left some of his things out and not bothered to put them away. His wife probably took care of things like that automatically. Overall, she got the impression of a good home… a nice home. The longing for her parents and the home she had shared with them returned once again.

	She heard the hand ending and was pleased to see Sissy raking the chips to his place at the table. “Sissy,” she said, “Why don’t you and me refresh some of these bowls of pretzels. Anyone need another drink?”

	Chad looked around. There was still a few pretzels in each of the bowls, but since Mel wasn’t sitting down, he figured he better do as she said – which was usually a good idea. He grabbed a few of the bowls while she took one and followed her into the kitchen.

	Mel simply set the one bowl that she had carried down on the kitchen table for him to fill. “After you deliver those bowls to the table, I want you to go to the bathroom.”

	That surprised Chad. “The bathroom?” Not only was that the one biggest thing that he was forbidden, he was trying to picture how he was going to get past his diapers so that they could be refastened again when he was done.

	“Not to use it, you idiot! To clean it. It’s disgustingly filthy! I noticed some cleaning supplies under the sink. And as soon as you’re done, I’ll be inspecting it thoroughly!”

	Chad wasn’t really surprised by her request to clean it, he only should have realized it from the moment she mentioned going in there. “Yes, Mistwess,” he replied softly.

	They delivered the pretzels and Mel sat down to play while Chad headed for the hallway. “You in or out?” Steve asked, seeing Chad leave.

	“Uh… I’ve got to go to the bathroom,” Chad replied. Well it was the truth. He just wouldn’t be doing what they thought he would in there.

	“I’m not surprised,” Steve replied. “You’ve been sucking those Cokes down like you’ve been in the desert for a month!”

	Chad just shrugged. “Nerves!”

	In the bathroom, Chad immediately saw what Mel had been talking about. While guys would find it no problem, he knew that she would – most women for that matter. As quickly as he could, he set about cleaning it. The bathroom looked like a different place a few minutes later.

	He was about to adjust his skirt before leaving the bathroom – pull it down into place again, but he stopped and pulled it a bit higher instead. He looked down between his legs. He had been feeling the bulk of his diapers directly between his legs getting bigger and bigger all night. Now, what he saw shocked him a bit. The girdle was open-bottomed. It compressed the soaked diapers everywhere, but at the bottom – where all his pee wanted to settle anyway. The result was that it was growing drastically now below the girdle. If they didn’t leave to go home soon, it would be showing below his skirt no matter how hard he tried to pull it down. He grabbed the bottom of his sagging diapers with both hands and tried to push it upwards. It helped, but he knew it wasn’t going to stay that way very long at all.

	He had been trying to hold back as much as he could all night, but with the amount that Mel was making him drink, it was like controlling Niagara Falls with a cork. That much liquid just couldn’t be stopped. And worse, he realized that he was getting a little hyper from too much sugar. He’d probably be awake all night long! With a sigh, he checked his skirt once again and headed back out to the game.

	“What took you?” Derek asked as Chad finally returned to the table.

	Chad actually blushed, although with all the makeup he was wearing, it was doubtful that anyone would notice. “I wiped things off a bit before I came out,” he explained.

	“You’re going to make someone a nice little wife,” Steve said as the cards were being dealt once again.

	A little while later, Mel sent Sissy off on another beer run. She was getting tipsy – no, she was already way passed that! But she didn’t care. When Chad returned she took the bottle and said. “You’re driving home tonight!”

	By Chad’s count, she was now on beer number four. “I think that’s for the best,” he replied.

	“I’ll drive you home,” Ray offered – all too quickly.

	“Or I can do it if you like,” Derek also offered.

	Mel was surprised. “Wow, offers from two handsome men to drive me home! Thanks, but no thanks. I’ve got Sissy here to think about.”

	“It would be no problem,” Ray continued.

	“For me either,” Derek added. “I can take you directly to your place and Cha… I mean Sissy can just go home to hers.”

	Mel laughed. “Thanks guys, but she lives in the apartment right next to mine. It wouldn’t make sense.”

	Both Derek and Ray simply said a soft, “Oh.”

	Mel was suddenly in heaven. Two handsome men, vying for her attention. It did wonders for her ego and certainly made her feel good. As they continued playing, she noticed that now Derek and Rey were hitting their beers a little harder than they had been. Other than Sissy, they had drank the least – which probably accounted for why they were both winning.

	“So Mel,” Ray suddenly said. “What would be the chances of you going out with me? I’m thinking a nice dinner somewhere, dancing... Whatever you like.”

	Mel was surprised. If it wasn’t for the fact that she already knew what kind of womanizing scum he was, she would jump at the chance to go out with him. Now Derek on the other hand, he was a dreamboat too. Him, she would go out with in a second. She turned to look up at Ray – he certainly was handsome. “I don’t know,” she replied. “Ask me again sometime when I’m not so drunk.”

	Derek chuckled. “You’re drunk, but not that drunk.” He leaned forward across the table towards her. “I can show you a better time. Let me prove it.”

	Mel was surprised and her ego soared yet again. “Down boys! Down! I’m not committing to going out with either of you! Especially not tonight!”

	“Too bad,” Ray said as the cards were dealt one more time.

	“Definitely too bad,” Derek echoed.

	The evening was winding down. They were all talking about having to go home soon. They all knew it was time. Mel looked at Sissy’s chips. He had lost some, but not too much. She looked at her own pile. She had lost more than she thought she would, but not really all that much. George had lost some too as had Steve. The two real winners were clearly Derek and Ray.

	“Last hand!” George finally declared as he dealt the cards. The betting started and Steve quickly dropped out. They went around once more before Sissy dropped out too. George called it quits right after. That left just Mel, Ray, and Derek. Mel’s hand was fairly strong, but after betting twice more, she realized that it must not be strong enough and she tossed her cards in.

	Ray and Derek though seemed to be in a battle. Back and forth they went, raising the stakes, daring the other to match the bet. Mel watched the two handsome men battling back and forth. They had been battling over her a little while ago – sort of.

	If she hadn’t been so drunk, she wouldn’t have said it, but all the beers she had consumed got the best of her. “Are you two studs interested in raising the stakes a bit?” The silence at the table echoed through the room as everyone stared at her.

	“What did you have in mind?” Ray finally asked.

	“Well… How about… the winner gets to take me out on a date.”

	“I’m in!” Ray declared quickly.

	“Me too!” Derek declared right after him.

	Clearly they were about to start playing again, but Mel wasn’t finished. “And…” she said loudly enough to interrupt their thoughts. Once again, everyone had her attention. She smiled wickedly. “And the looser has to date Sissy!”

	“Ugh!” was the comment that came from most of the men in the room.

	“A double date! Just dinner and maybe a movie. Nothing else! That’s all!”

	“Why can’t I just date you?” Ray asked. “We would have a much better time.”

	“You date her? Don’t you mean me?” Derek returned.

	“Now boys,” Mel replied. “That’s the deal. A double date – just dinner, a movie, and nothing else. The winner is my date and the loser belongs to Sissy. And I’ll even throw in a super good night kiss just to sweeten the pot!” She could see the men both considering it now. “Of course, the loser would have to kiss Sissy just as passionately before saying goodnight too.”

	“Oh come on!” Derek complained. “That’s ridiculous!”

	Chad couldn’t have agreed more. He was sitting there holding his breath, unable to breath.

	“That’s the deal, gentlemen. If you want to date me, then it has to be a double date. The winner gets me and the loser gets Sissy… and you both get a big goodnight kiss.” She looked back and forth between them. Clearly they weren’t too happy with the losing end of the deal. “What will it be?” She asked. “Are you in?”

	Ray finally smiled. “I’m in… if for nothing more than to see Derek there give a big passionate kiss to Cha… I mean Sissy! And you on the other hand,” he continued, as he looked straight into Mel’s eyes. “You are going to find yourself mesmerized by my charm! It will be an evening to remember.”

	“I wouldn’t be so sure you’re going to win,” Derek said. “I think I’d like to see you giving that big kiss to Sissy instead. And I think that Mel would absolutely love going out with me – probably many times after that.”

	“So I take it you’re both in?” Mel asked, looking back and forth between the two of them.

	There was a slight pause before either of them answered. “I’m in!” Ray declared.

	“Me too!” Derek replied.

	There was no more money being bet – nothing like that. It was simply a matter of showing the cards now. Mel was silently hoping that Derek would win, just because she liked him better. Besides, since Ray was such a scumbag, then he deserved to go out with Sissy.

	Ray set a single card down on the table – a queen. Seeing how it was going to go, Derek countered with a king. Ray put down another queen. Derek followed with another king. Both men started sweating. Ray put down a ten. Derek triumphantly put down a third king. Ray looked up and saw the triumph in Derek’s eyes – till he laid down a second ten – two queens – two tens. Derek suddenly didn’t look so sure as he set down an ace - if Ray had another ten, he was in big trouble. Ray, very slowly, let the last card fall from his hand to the table – a third ten – full house! Derek threw his final card into the middle of the chips in disgust – he had lost and Ray had won!

	Ray crowed excitedly. Mel silently cursed. Derek cursed loudly! And Chad sat there stunned. He was going out on a date – with Derek!

	“When would you like to go?” Ray asked excitedly as he cast a quick smirk in Derek’s direction.

	“How about Friday?” Mel suggested.

	Ray started to nod, then stopped himself and shook his head. “Friday’s out. I have… another commitment. Saturday too,” he added after a moment. Then his face brightened. “I have Sunday free.”

	Mel had no doubts at all that all his prior commitments were with other women. “Sunday is fine with me.” She looked to Derek.

	“Sunday is okay. I can’t do anything after that since I’ll be out of town all next week,” he replied, obviously not liking the situation.

	“Then it’s settled!” Ray declared. “Sunday evening? I can call you with the time.

	Mel picked up her purse and dug two of her business cards out. She handed one to Ray and the other to Derek. “Why don’t I get your numbers too, that way if we have any problems I can let you know.” Ray dictated his phone number while she wrote it down, but Derek simply reached into his wallet and produced his own business card. Mel put that in a safe place.

	They all started to get up from the table, but Mel’s eyes caught sight of her cell phone in her purse. “Wait a minute,” she said excitedly as she pulled her phone out. “I want pictures to show off to my assistant of the guy I’m going out with!” She ran around with her phone in her hand to stand behind Ray. Then she handed her phone to George to do the honors. “Stand up, Ray,” she suggested. Ray stood, and Mel put her arm around him and they both smiled as George took the picture with the camera in her phone.

	“Now your turn Derek,” Mel suggested. “Get over here Sissy.”

	“I don’t think so,” Derek declined.

	“Oh come on!” Mel said as she pulled him by his arm to get him standing.

	“Do it Derek,” Ray coaxed.

	Derek shook his head, but reluctantly got to his feet.

	“Sissy, hurry up. Get over here,” Mel ordered again.

	Chad went, but he wasn’t exactly happy with the situation either.

	“Now put your arm around him like I did with Ray. You two are going out together after all.”

	“Just for that one date!” Derek complained.

	“Sissy,” Mel ordered. “Do it!”

	Hesitantly, Chad put his arm around Derek. Mel grabbed the camera and stood back a bit further so the picture would show all of Sissy from the ground up. She took the picture. “There!” she declared happily. Then she went over to Ray and planted a big kiss on his cheek. “Till Sunday,” she said happily. Ray tried to kiss her back, but she teasingly refused him. But then she went over to Derek and planted a big kiss on his cheek too. “Don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll make sure that Sissy is perfectly dressed for the occasion!”

	As the other men began to leave, Mel grabbed her purse and put her phone back into it. She noticed Sissy sitting down again, watching as George escorted them all toward the front door. “What are you doing?” Mel asked. “It’s time to go.”

	“I have a problem!” Chad replied very softly.

	“What?”

	Chad glanced down at his crotch and Mel followed where he was looking. She could see the very fat swell of his diapers sticking out below his skirt. “Pull your skirt down again.”

	“I just did! Since the last few times I’ve peed, it won’t stay hidden!”

	Mel nearly laughed. “Well, you can’t stay there all night.” She glanced toward the door. George was outside waving goodbye as the others were getting into their cars. “Hurry, let’s get out of here now and maybe nobody will notice.”

	Chad saw the chance too and quickly grabbed his purse. He let Mel kind of shield the way between him and George as they walked past.

	“Hey,” George called as they were heading for the car. “How about the rest of your beer. There’s got to be a ton left over!”

	Chad kept walking, praying the George wouldn’t notice the bulge below his skirt – or the strange way he was waddling – because that’s the best he could walk.

	“Keep it!” Mel replied. “Our gift as thanks for letting us be here.” Without another word, she reached the car and got in the passenger side while Chad got into the driver’s seat. She handed him the keys. “Do me a favor,” she said. “Say something in your sissy voice now instead of just your girly voice. I’m sick of hearing it.”

	“Yes, Mistwess,” Chad replied as he put the key in the ignition and started the car.

	Mel leaned her spinning head back against the seat. “Oh… that’s soooo much better!”

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 1 of 6)

	He tossed and turned on his blow-up mattress for hours, trying vainly to fall asleep. At first he thought it was that he simply couldn’t get comfortable. His glued-on breast forms were bulky and uncomfortable, his chastity device was irritating, and the pins from the earrings in his ears kept sticking him. The only thing that he didn’t consider as bothersome was the bulk of his diapers, which ever so gradually grew all night long.

	He was just beginning to finally doze off when the damn suppository she had stuck up inside of him suddenly went to work. He hadn’t felt that in quite a while now – not at night anyway. He hated the feeling so much that he was actually glad he never felt it when he slept anymore. After that, his bulky, and now messy diapers, did bother him. Why was it that Mel had been so tired and drunk last night that she wanted to go straight to bed, but not tired and drunk enough to skip putting the stupid suppository up inside of him?

	The oblivion of sleep just didn’t seem to be possible for him. All night long his mind kept going over and over what had happened at the poker game. And one thought more than any other kept hammering at his brain – he was going to have to go out on a date with Derek!

	Something in his brain recognized the fact that he had consumed way too much sugar from all the Cokes he had been forced to drink during the game – which also accounted for why he probably couldn’t sleep… not to mention why he also kept feeling himself peeing so much.

	If he could just fall asleep! Then he wouldn’t have to worry about anything! At least not for a little while. And he needed sleep! He had to work tomorrow… or was it today?

	Finally, without his conscious knowledge, he did drift off into a dream filled slumber. Yet his dreams echoed the worries that were foremost on his conscious mind. He saw himself wearing a tasteful feminine dress. In fact his whole outfit appeared tasteful. He felt wonderful in it – and very feminine. But the wonderful feelings of feeling pretty and feminine were overpowered by other feelings – disturbing feelings, feelings of awkwardness, feelings that everything was all wrong, and mostly… feelings of fear! Because in his dream, he was walking hand in hand with Derek, and he could feel the wrongness in the very pit of his stomach!

	The wrongness grew as his dream progressed to an intimate dinner with Derek. It grew much worse as he dreamed of dancing with Derek. And then he was sitting in Derek’s lap, looking up at his face, looking up at his lips… knowing that a passionate kiss was coming.

	Part of him actually wanted that kiss… yearned for it… wanted to experience it! Yet at the same time, the greater part of him was horrified by the thought. The feeling of wrongness became like a black undenying cancer that ate threw him – even though that tiny piece of him still wanted to feel the softness of Derek’s lips touching his own feminine lips.

	He wanted that kiss, yet he wanted to run… to get away. Derek’s lips slowly drew nearer, closer to his own. And the closer their lips came, the more he could sense how Derek’s lips would feel touching his own. Slowly the distance closed till his whole world was Derek’s lips coming at him. The more they moved closer, the more he wanted that kiss… and at the same time, the more the feeling of wrongness and horror grew.

	It was a nightmare! It was the most intimate pleasure! Both – all rolled up in one! He wanted to melt into the kiss, yet he wanted to scream in distress! And the moment Derek’s lips did finally touch his own… and he felt that soft pleasure… and he felt the overwhelming wrongness of it all boil over to where his body could no longer contain it… he screamed! Loudly! He screamed with every ounce of breath that his body could hold!

	He woke up as his scream in the real world was still dying… still escaping his physical lungs. Yet as his breath ran out and the scream died, the sound of it still seemed to linger around him, then it seemed to change. As he panted, trying to catch his breath, he realized that the sound now surrounding him was the sound of the rock music being blared out by his pink clock radio. It was morning already. Ugh!

	He felt like he hadn’t slept a wink! He struggled off of his blow-up mattress and killed the sound coming from the radio. For once, the sudden silence that filled the room wasn’t much better. Still trying to gather his wits, he stumbled and waddled out of his bedroom toward his kitchen – even as remnants of his dream still played thorough his head. He hated nights when he couldn’t sleep. He hated the mornings after even more. Fortunately, he was usually a very sound sleeper so it didn’t happen often.

	As he entered the kitchen, he began looking on the counter for her note… but he didn’t see one. Had she left one? She always left one! She always came in while he was sleeping and left him a note with instructions for the morning! But even though he looked all around, he didn’t see one. Had she forgotten him? Abandoned him? More likely, she had just been too damn drunk to remember!

	Well, there was rarely anything new in her notes anyway. His routine was supposed to be pretty much the same – he supposed. He went to his refrigerator and pulled out three baby bottles – two of her lousy green tea and one of apple juice. He headed for his lonely, solitary chair – the only piece of furniture he really owned – and he collapsed down onto it. He put the first bottle of tea to his mouth and began drinking. He barely saw the childish pictures on the wall in front of his eyes, instead, images and mostly feelings of dread from his dream played across his mind.

	He had to go out on a date with Derek. She was going to ‘make’ him go out on a date with Derek. And it was sooooo wrong!

	Mel groaned as she pulled her pillow tighter against her head. She felt sick! Her mouth tasted rancid! Okay, it was only four beers – or five… she thought. But it felt like she had drunk a whole keg because the aches and pains from her period only made things that much worse. Her clock radio had gone off a few minutes earlier and she had already turned it off and tried to go back to sleep. But now she had to pee so badly it was beginning to hurt! Why had she drunk so much last night? Hadn’t she promised herself before that she’d never touch another alcoholic drink again? Why the hell hadn’t she kept that promise?

	Between the beer and the queasiness in her stomach from her period she felt nauseous! She rolled out of bed and hurried to the bathroom – bent nearly in two. Peeing helped, but not a lot. Her pad was a mess. She considered not changing it since she would be getting a shower soon, but the idea that a fresh pad might help her feel better won out. After that, she brushed her teeth – thoroughly! But she could still taste all the beer she swilled last night – and it didn’t taste good! Yuck!

	She went back to her bedroom and grabbed her robe – not for warmth, but hoping it would provide her with at least a bit of comfort. It worked – sort of. Then she headed slowly out toward her kitchen, realizing as she went that her head felt wooly and stuffy. She promised herself yet again that she’d never touch another drop to drink as long as she lived! Unless it was coffee!

	Making the coffee was automatic – she didn’t even have to think about it. Waiting for it to perk though was bothersome. As she waited, her head cleared enough to start remembering things from last night. Not all at once, but little scenes at a time. She remembered getting Sissy ready – and the outrageous outfit that she had made him wear. She almost laughed over it – even now, as bad as she felt. She remembered playing cards. She remembered making him go into George’s bathroom to clean it. She remembered the trouble he was having with his skirt continually riding up, exposing a piece of his ever growing diapers underneath – again she almost laughed. It seemed that just thinking about Sissy was making her feel better.

	Her coffee finished enough that she could pour herself a cup. Mmmm! She breathed in deeply and closed her eyes. She would live – hopefully! Coffee, the elixir of life! Still thinking about the card game last night, she carried her cup out to the living room where she sat down in one of her softer chairs.

	She remembered talking to the guys last night about Sissy’s voice – now his ‘girly’ voice. She didn’t like it as much as his sissy voice, but sometimes compromises had to be tolerated. Her eyes opened a bit wider as she remembered asking all the guys to pass the word around where he worked to keep reminding Sissy to use only his girly voice – effectively blocking him from ever using his male voice! And something within her cheered! She had done it! She had finally found a way to deprive him of yet another male trait! He could no longer speak in his male voice – or very soon he wouldn’t be able to… because she fully intended on following up on that little piece of work today – as soon as possible!

	Despite the queasiness in her stomach, and despite the aches from her period and despite the wooliness in her head, she was starting to feel much better now. She was starting to feel positively great! Relatively speaking that is. It seemed that coffee combined with thoughts of Sissy were very affective in curing all her ills. Now if they could just cure her periods!

	As she took another sip of her coffee, she remembered one more thing from last night. She had set up a double date with Sissy’s friends Ray and Derek! Okay, they were both hunks, but she seemed to remember that she liked Derek more because Ray was a lying womanizing sleaze! But had she really been that drunk? And somehow, since Derek was going to be “technically” out with Sissy, she almost felt like Sissy was the lucky one! Why couldn’t Derek have won last night instead of Ray? She stopped to think about that for a moment. Okay, she was still a bit out of sorts here this morning – for various reasons. But… was she actually jealous? Of Sissy? Impossible!

	Not being able to stand that thought any longer, she quickly downed the rest of her coffee and headed straight for the shower to soak, and hopefully clear her stupid head.

	Chad stared at his image in the mirror and tried desperately to take a mental inventory to make sure he had everything correct. He was so tired that he felt groggy and dimwitted. Two diapers – check. Plastic panties – check. Waist cincher – check. Overly tight all-in-one girdle over his diapers, waist cincher and supporting his glued on breasts – check. Pantyhose – check. Colorful dress – check. Strappy high heeled shoes – check. Woman’s watch – check. Wooden bracelet on his other wrist – check. Two of the three wooden necklaces around his neck – check. The clear earrings in his ears – check. The pink ring on his finger – check. Hair curled – check. Makeup right – check. And one other little item that came to mind… Chastity device – also check – unfortunately. Since it was locked on, he really didn’t have to think about that one. Did he have everything? He hoped so, because his brain didn’t want to function enough to think of anything else. You’d think that dressing like a woman wouldn’t be so involved – so much work! He knew better now.

	Still wishing for more sleep, he grabbed his purse, his freshly stocked diaper bag, and the plastic bag containing the six empty baby bottles – three that he had finished last night before – trying – to go to sleep, along with another three he had just finished this morning. With a deep breath for courage and to try to wake himself up a bit more, he went out his door and headed to Mel’s apartment next door.

	Mel half-heartedly stirred at the baby cereal in the pot on her stove. The doorbell rang and she looked up at the clock. He was right on time – darn it for once! She tried to pull herself together and gain a bit more enthusiasm as she headed to open her front door. She pulled it open and there he was – colorful this morning – in all his splendor… while she felt like shit! She watched his usual greeting and noted that it still sent waves of pleasure throughout her. Then she noticed the smile on his face. Shit. Obviously he felt better than she did… of that she was definitely jealous! “Hi Sissy,” she managed to get out pleasantly as she stood back out of the way to let him in.

	She waited till he had set his purse and diaper bag down on the floor under her table by the door. She looked him over carefully. The colorful dress again today. Yes he did look good in it – don’t be jealous Mel – he doesn’t look that good! “I see you’re wearing the clear earrings today,” she noted out loud.

	“I haven’t worn them yet so I thought I’d try them. I hope they’re okay.”

	She nodded. “They’re fine. The colorful ones would have gone better with your dress, but those are just fine.” She really didn’t want to see any more. “Get yourself into the kitchen and up into your highchair. I’ve got your breakfast almost ready.”

	A few minutes later, Chad sat, locked into his highchair, bib around his neck, eating baby cereal while he held the tiny baby spoon in his left fist. He was hoping that maybe eating something might wake him up more, but so far…

	“How are you feeling today?” Mel asked as she leaned back with another cup of coffee against her counter.

	Chad looked up at her and shook his head. “Lousy! I don’t think I got any sleep at all last night!”

	Mel silently cheered. She wasn’t the only one feeling bad today. “Why not? You didn’t have any beer last night.”

	Chad just shrugged. “I don’t know. Too hyped up I guess.”

	“Over what?”

	“Having to go out with Derek!”

	Mel was surprised. “You’re looking forward to it that much?”

	“No! I’m dreading it that much! Do you have any idea how wrong that is? And did it have to be Derek for heaven’s sake? I mean… he’s my friend! One of my best friends!”

	Mel smiled. “Would you rather that it was Ray you were going with?”

	“No!” Then he quickly changed his mind. “Yes! At least then it wouldn’t be with my best friend.”

	Mel almost found it amusing that they were each going with the wrong guy. She’d rather be going with Derek, and he would be more comfortable with Ray. The luck of the cards… that’s all there was to it.

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 2 of 6)

	Robin moved stiffly as she walked past Chad’s cubicle. All the exercise she had put her body through last night was making itself known this morning. “Hi Sissy,” she called as she walked past. As she got to her desk, she heard him returning the greeting back over the wall. She gratefully set her things down on her desk and stretched her hands and arms to relieve them. Exercise! Who needs it! She sighed – she did! Without bothering to check her face or hair in her mirror, she walked next door to his cubicle. “How’d it go?” she asked the moment she walked in. His back was to her as he was checking the email on his machine. She noticed he was wearing that gorgeous colorful dress again.

	Chad turned in his seat. “Hi Robin,” he replied, ignoring her question and trying to sound cheerful – unsuccessfully.

	Robin leaned up against his desk. “I love that dress on you,” she exclaimed.

	Chad looked briefly down at his dress. “Thanks.”

	“So how did it go last night?” she asked again.

	“You mean the game?”

	“Of course, you idiot! What else?”

	He shrugged. “Okay, I guess.”

	“That’s it? Just okay?”

	“Why not? It was okay. I didn’t win if that’s what you mean.”

	Robin just shook her head. “So what did you wind up wearing?” She noticed his eyes going wide and the brief look of fright that suddenly crossed his face. She saw him actually shake his head for a moment before he finally answered.

	“Just a skirt and blouse.”

	Robin had the funny feeling that there might be more to it than that. “That’s it? You can’t describe it any better than that? What skirt and blouse? What did they look like? Were they ones I’ve seen before?” She shook her head. “You’ve really got a long way to go!”

	Chad just shrugged. He didn’t want to tell her any more than that – for sure! “No, they weren’t ones you’ve seen before.”

	“That’s it? You’re not going to tell me anything more?”

	He just shook his head. “Not today.”

	Robin suddenly noticed something else about him. “Hey, are you feeling alright? You look kind of… not yourself.”

	“I didn’t get any sleep last night,” Chad admitted.

	“Why not?”

	Chad shrugged his shoulders again. “Things on my mind, I guess.”

	“Geez! Getting information out of you is practically impossible! You’re being very irritating again! So what things were keeping you up all night? Obviously it had to be problems.”

	He was irritating? What did she think she was? “Yeah, you could say that. Definitely problems. Actually, one big problem.”

	“For heaven’s sake, stop being so secretive and tell me what it is!”

	Chad looked down at the floor, wondering if he should really tell her or not. “It’s just… the poker game,” he finally said.

	“The game? What happened?” A big possibility suddenly leapt to her mind. “You didn’t lose too much money, did you?”

	Chad shook his head. “No, actually I didn’t lose all that much. It was… something else.”

	Robin tried to think what could possibly have been so bad. “The guys didn’t treat you bad, did they?”

	Chad shook his head. “No, actually, they were very understanding… too understanding!”

	Robin tried to figure out what he might have meant by that. “What do you mean… too understanding? How can that be a problem?”

	Chad looked up at her. “You don’t understand!”

	“Of course not! You won’t explain it to me!”

	Ugh! He looked back down at the floor again – away from her. “At the game…” he began, speaking fairly softly. “Uh…” He took a big breath, trying to figure out what to say. “At the end…” He paused once again. Should he really tell her? “They kind of made a bet.”

	Robin shook her head, not understanding the problem at all. “Isn’t that what they usually do at those games?”

	“Yeah, but… not like this.” He finally looked up at her. “The last hand pretty much came down to Ray and Derek. They were really going at it, each one really trying to win.”

	“So how is that a problem for you?”

	“Well… At the end… Mel kind of upped the stakes a bit.”

	Robin just waited, knowing… or hoping… that the full story was about to finally spill out.

	Chad resumed his tale. “She suggested… that the winner would get the chance to take her out on a date. But…” Could he really say this? He really didn’t believe it himself! “But the loser would have to date me!” There! He had said it! “Kind of a double date!”

	Robin’s eyes went wide with surprise… and delight! “Sissy! You’ve got a date?”

	Chad only nodded – miserably. “So who won?”

	“Ray!”

	“So that means…” Robin’s delight grew even more. She actually started laughing. “So you really are going out with Derek! And you’ve been telling me all along that you weren’t!” She laughed at her own teasing. “I can’t imagine why you would feel so down about it. I mean… Geez! The guy’s a hunk! Every woman in the company would love to have a date with him… myself included!” She paused to think for a minute. “I really need that gym more than I thought! You’ve been dressing like a woman for only a few weeks and you’ve already got a date with the hottest bachelor in the company! Okay, so I’m married… but still!”

	“Robin! You don’t know how sick I am about it! And I’m pretty sure he feels the same way!”

	But Robin only laughed. “I can’t wait to tell everybody!”

	Mel stared at the little business card in her hand. Derek’s card. Okay, so the date Sunday night was going to be a double date – where it probably wouldn’t matter who was technically out with who… but still… Yeah, she would much rather that her date was with Derek. She was about to pick up the phone to call him when she heard Andrea knocking on her door. “Come on in.”

	Andrea walked in with an arm full of file folders. “I’ve got everything you need to look at and sign this morning ready for you. There’s probably going to be a few more later today, but this is the bulk of it.”

	“Thanks, Andrea,” Mel said as she set Derek’s business card down on her desk.

	“So how was the poker game last night? Did you ever figure out why you wanted to be there?”

	Mel smiled wickedly. “I’ll say! You were right! I really did need to be there! I managed to set up something very sweet for Sissy… something that I really need to follow up on now and set in motion.”

	“Do I dare ask what?”

	“His voice! If everything goes like I hope it does, he won’t be using his male voice at work – or anywhere else anymore.”

	“You said you were trying to do that. So how did you manage it?”

	Mel just smiled wickedly. “Just watch!” She picked up the business card again to place her call to Derek, then she paused. “Would you believe Sissy and I actually have dates this weekend?”

	Andrea was shocked. “You do? Both of you?”

	Mel nodded. “A double date. I was really… blitzed last night.”

	“You must have been.”

	“I kind of set things up so that the winner of the last hand gets to take me out on a date and the loser has to date Sissy.”

	“So how bad is the guy you’re going out with? Should I be sorry for you, or envious?”

	Mel suddenly remembered the pictures she had taken just before they left last night. “Here,” she said as quickly grabbed her purse. “I can show you.” She dug her phone out and pulled up the picture of Ray and her together.

	“Wow! Hunky!”

	“Yeah, but unfortunately, he’s a womanizing scum-bucket.”

	“So? If he looks that good, let him tumble your bones anyway. I would!”

	Mel laughed. “Maybe. But wait till you see the guy that Sissy is dating. He’s actually one of Sissy’s best friends.” She pulled up the other picture.

	Andrea meant to look at the guy in the picture, but she couldn’t get past the way that Sissy was dressed. “Oh my God!”

	“Yeah, he’s a hunk too. And a much nicer guy.”

	“No. I mean Sissy. Look at the way he’s dressed!”

	Mel smiled. “Yeah, I kind of had some fun with him last night.” She had a sudden thought. “Here, let me transfer it to my computer so you can see it better.” A minute later, Andrea was staring at a full-screen sized picture that showed everything in minute detail. “God!” she exclaimed once again. “I’d be so embarrassed!”

	Mel only nodded. “He certainly was.”

	Andrea noticed something odd in the picture. She pointed to a tiny white patch just below Sissy’s skirt. “What’s that, something on his skirt or a bad place in the picture?”

	Mel looked at what Andrea had pointed at, then looked closer… and smiled. “No, that’s his diapers bulging down below the hem of his skirt!”

	Derek didn’t spend a lot of time at his desk, so when he did, he tried to make the most of it… the paperwork really did pile up! He was still a bit annoyed over losing that last hand last night… and especially about having to date – Sissy! Ugh! So when his phone suddenly rang, he was more annoyed at the interruption than ever. “Hello?”

	“Hi Derek. This is Mel… from the game last night?”

	“Oh yeah. How are you?”

	“A bit groggy still. But listen, I wanted to follow up on something from last night that I was hoping you’d do for me.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Kind of pass it around the company there for everyone to remind Sissy to use her girl voice only.”

	“Oh yeah. I had forgotten.”

	“That’s why I called. It’s kind of important to me… and I guess to her… although she doesn’t see it that way – yet.”

	“Oh yeah,” Derek said again. “I remember. Look, I’ll make a few calls, but that’s about all I can do right now. I’m really busy today.”

	“That’s all I ask,” Mel replied brightly. “Oh, and Derek, just so you know… I really wish you had won that hand last night instead.”

	Derek paused, more than a bit surprised. She had seemed so cold last night. “So does that mean you might go out with me sometime?”

	“I don’t know. I’m pretty busy.”

	“So am I.”

	“They why don’t you call me sometime when you’re not so busy.”

	Had she really said that? “You can count on it!” he replied with more enthusiasm than he had felt all day.

	“Oh… say… while I’ve got you on the phone…” Mel said. She was mentally holding her breath – Operation Robin was about to start – right now! “Is there any way you can get me… what’s her name… Robin’s phone number?”

	“Robin! I don’t know. Tell you what, I’ll ask her for you and pass it on if she says yes.”

	“That would be great!” Mel replied. “I’d really appreciate it. And you can ask her to remind Sissy about using her voice at the same time.”

	“You don’t want to tell her yourself?”

	“I can… but I’m pretty busy here today. I really just wanted to follow up with her later.”

	“Okay,” Derek replied. “I’ll call her and let you know.”

	“Thanks,” Mel replied.

	“And maybe we can have lunch together sometime!”

	Mel was caught off guard. It sounded so tempting. “Just not today,” she finally replied.

	Robin wasn’t really working when her phone rang. She was just surfing through the internet looking at the clothes that some of her favorite stores were offering. “Hello,” she said, trying to sound busy.

	“Hi Robin… This is Derek… from upstairs.”

	“Derek!” She almost screamed! “Are you really going out with Sissy?” She couldn’t wait to ask that one.

	“Uh… Man, word gets around fast! Unfortunately, it looks that way.”

	“I think it’s fabulous!” Robin replied excitedly.

	“Um… We may have differing opinions about that one!”

	Robin didn’t really care in the least. “So what can I do for you?”

	“Look, I don’t really know how to ask this. I’m really just passing on a request from Sissy’s friend Mel. I don’t know if you know her or not, but she was at the game last night with Sissy.”

	“I don’t know her, but I’ve heard a little about her,” Robin replied. “What does she want?”

	“I know this sounds silly, but the way she put it at the game made perfect sense. She wants everybody to keep on Sissy’s case about using his ‘girl’ voice all the time, as she put it. To not use his male voice at all. She seems to think that using his male voice is like a crutch and he won’t ever develop his female voice if he keeps using it… I think… or something like that. Anyway, there was also some bit about how bad it is if he looks like a woman and sounds like a man.”

	Robin paused to take that in. “No, it does kind of make sense. His… ‘girl’ voice? That’s a new one on me! But I’ll ask him about it.”

	“And pass it on to everyone else too, if you would. I’ve really got too much to do here to make a lot of phone calls.”

	“Oh, you can bet I will!” Robin replied.

	“Thanks Robin. I appreciate it. Oh! And by the way, Mel wants to know if she can have your phone number. She said she wants to follow up with you about this later.”

	“She… wants ‘my’ phone number? Sure you can give it to her. Say… you wouldn’t be willing to pass along her number to me in return would you?”

	Derek considered that for only a moment. “I don’t see why not.” He gave her the number from the business card he had gotten from Mel last night. “Thanks Robin. I really appreciate it.”

	Robin hung up her phone. That was interesting – very interesting. Mel wanted her number? The very person who probably could answer all her questions about Chad? Or rather… Sissy. She definitely wanted to talk to Mel! And then there was the other very interesting part – the part about his voice! Yes, that was very interesting too! There was no way she was going to stay at her own desk now – she had dirt to dig!

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 3 of 6)

	Chad was just finishing up a small project when he noticed an email coming in – from Mel. Fearing what she might want now – while at the same time being grateful that she hadn’t called him on the phone – he opened it right away.

	Sissy,

	I just thought you’d like to see this so you can dream a bit. He is a hunk, isn’t he!

	Just below that was a huge picture – the picture of him and Derek together after the poker game. He stared at the picture – horrified. And that feeling of dread and horror again rose up to an unbelievable level.

	“Holly crap!” Robin’s voice exclaimed from the entrance to his cubicle.

	Horrified, embarrassed, and panicked, Chad quickly closed the email.

	“No! Don’t you dare!” Robin cried as she hurried up right behind him. “Open that thing back up again!”

	“Uh… I’d rather not.”

	“Like hell!” Robin exclaimed. “Here, give me that,” she said as she took the mouse right out of his hand. Finding the right email was easy since it was already highlighted. The picture loaded instantly. Robin stared, not believing what she was seeing.

	Chad wanted to fall right through that hole in the floor that never seemed to appear.

	“Geezez! I can’t believe it,” Robin said again. “No wonder you didn’t want to talk about what you were wearing! Whatever possessed you to dress like… that?”

	Chad was just barely able to squeak out his answer. “It wasn’t my idea.”

	“But you wore it! Didn’t you?”

	Chad couldn’t really deny that. The proof was right in front of them.

	“I can’t believe it!” Robin said once again as she stared at the picture. “So… did you enjoy it?”

	“Um… not really.” Chad admitted. “It was very embarrassing.”

	“I’m sure of that!” Robin replied. Then she quickly looked straight at him as something else occurred to her. “Wait a minute! I just got a call from Derek asking me to pass along a reminder for you to use your ‘girly’ voice as he put it.”

	Chad was totally shocked! He couldn’t believe it! He desperately wanted to crawl under his desk and hide.

	“So what’s that all about?” Robin asked – or demanded.

	Chad just shook his head, totally panicked. He still couldn’t believe that Derek had called… Robin of all people! “I… can’t!”

	Robin just looked at him for a second, and something clicked in her brain. “Hey, this isn’t by any chance that thing that you were so upset about a few days ago, is it? I seem to remember it was something that Mel wanted you to do.”

	Chad’s eyes opened wide with further surprise. She had figured it out!

	“So it is!” Robin declared.

	Chad could only stare down at the floor and nod briefly. He was so embarrassed.

	“So let me hear it.”

	He looked up quickly. “What?”

	“Let me hear your ‘girly’ voice, as he put it.”

	“It sounds stupid!”

	“Oh come on! It can’t be that bad!”

	Chad shook his head. “It is!”

	“So let me be the judge!”

	Chad could see that she wasn’t going to back down till she had heard it. “I don’t know what to say,” she said in his girly voice.

	Robin stared for a moment then burst out laughing. “You’re right! It is that bad! But I’m betting that Mel figures it won’t get any better unless you practice.”

	Chad looked down at the floor again. “Something like that.”

	“So maybe she has a point. You should use it all the time.”

	Chad shook his head. “I can’t!” he protested again.

	“Say that again – in your other voice!”

	Chad wanted to die. “I can’t,” he said softly – in his high-pitched voice.

	Robin merely smiled. “You do need practice. And I promise to help!”

	That was the last thing that Chad wanted!

	Suddenly, Robin noticed something on his computer screen she hadn’t thought about before. Before he could stop her, Robin grabbed his mouse again and hit the print button, sending the picture to the printer.

	“No!” Chad cried in terror.

	Laughing, Robin was off like a flash, running for the printer to get it.

	Robin desperately watched the clock – waiting for break time. She had made two or three… okay, four phone calls to some of her friends telling them about Sissy’s date with Derek and about getting him to speak in his ‘girly’ voice. She laughed at that. Girly? Ridiculous was more like it! And beyond that, she had one more juicy bit for all of them!

	She watched the seconds ticking down, but she was up and out of her seat thirty seconds early. She went directly to Chad’s cubicle, where she saw him with his head down in his arms on his desk, facing away from her. “Sissy! What are you doing? Come on, it’s break time!”

	Chad felt awful! He was so tired he didn’t want to move. He was also so depressed over everything that it made matters even worse. “No,” he moaned without moving his head.

	Robin walked in and grabbed his arm and pulled. “Come on. There’s no way I’m going to let you not go to break today!”

	Chad sat up and looked at her, but he didn’t get up. “I can’t!” he moaned. “Everybody is just going to make fun of me.”

	“Maybe,” Robin admitted. “Okay, definitely. But they’ve done that before, so why should this be so different? Now get up from there before I pick you up and carry you!”

	“You would! Wouldn’t you!”

	“I’d certainly give it my best try. Of course, if that fails, then I have no doubt that once I start talking to the girls I can easily convince them to all come down here to finish their break.”

	Chad groaned aloud. “You would too!”

	“You bet I would! Now get up and let’s go!”

	“This is not a good idea!” Chad said as he got to his feet.

	“Say that again in your ‘girly’ voice.” She giggled as she pulled him out of his cubicle. She laughed – girly voice? “And for the record. It’s a perfectly good idea!”

	Chad only groaned a bit more as he followed her down the hallway. Where Robin wanted to hurry, he wanted to move slowly – very slowly – or not go at all. Unfortunately, they did arrive at their destination and Robin made sure that he did go inside.

	Despite Chad dragging his feet, they were among the first to arrive. “Hey look!” Robin exclaimed as they approached the coffee pot, “doughnuts again!” She looked back at Sissy. “Maybe you better have two!”

	Actually two would have been great. He was hungry. And he could actually chew a doughnut. He walked past the coffee pot and grabbed a doughnut – just to make sure he wouldn’t miss out on any – even though he was one of the first ones there. The moment he picked it up, he took a bite and closed his eyes in pleasure. Chewing! And food!

	Robin finished pouring her coffee and grabbed a doughnut herself while she watched Chad pouring his own coffee. “I’ll let you have mine… if you’re good,” she giggled. “I really shouldn’t be eating them anyway.”

	There were only two other women at the table as they approached it, but both of them were anxious to see both Robin and Sissy. Chad noticed that the bulk of the people were just now coming through the door. At least he had gotten one of the doughnuts. Small compensation for what he was sure was going to be a very embarrassing break period.

	“Sissy!” one of the two women exclaimed excitedly. “You’ve got a date with Derek?”

	Chad looked at Robin. “Word sure does get around fast!” Robin only smiled mischievously.

	“So when’s it going to be?” the other woman asked.

	“Sunday,” Chad replied.

	“Wait a minute!” Robin said. “We keep forgetting! Girly voice! Use your girly voice!”

	Chad rolled his eyes. This wasn’t going to be good!

	“Now say it again – like you’re supposed to!” Robin added.

	“Do I have to?” he asked. “This is stupid!”

	“You’re not going to learn if you don’t get used to doing it! And you’re not going to get any better either – which really needs to happen! Now say it again!”

	“Say what again?”

	“Girly voice!” Robin almost yelled. “You’re not supposed to say anything unless it’s in your girly voice!”

	“Girly voice?” one of the women who was just sitting down asked. “What the heck is going on?”

	“Sissy is supposed to be practicing using his female voice instead of his male voice, but he won’t do it! His friend Mel thinks he’s using his old male voice as a crutch all the time. And his female voice needs a ‘lot’ of work! So she wants us to help make sure he doesn’t use his male voice at all so he can practice using his female voice – or his girly voice as I heard it.”

	“Is that right?” the woman asked Sissy.

	He just nodded.

	“Come on, Sugar. You can answer better than that! Say something out loud so we can all hear it.”

	The table was filling up fast, and every one of the women already there was waiting breathlessly for him to answer – in his stupid ‘girly’ voice. And he really didn’t have a way out of it. “I think it’s stupid!” he said in his high-pitched voice. There was an immediate round of laughter from everyone.

	“You’re right, it does need work!” the woman finally exclaimed amid her laughter.

	“So Sissy,” another woman suddenly asked. “Are you really dating Derek?”

	“Wait? He’s dating Derek?” another woman asked, totally surprised. “I thought we went over this yesterday and he said he wasn’t!”

	“Well he is!” Robin asked. “As of last night anyway. He and Derek are going out on a date together.”

	“Sunday!” another woman threw into the mix.

	“It’s not really a date!” Chad argued.

	“Uh uh! Girly voice!” Robin ordered.

	Chad rolled his eyes. “It’s not really a date!” he repeated – in his girly voice. “It’s just dinner and a movie… and it’s a double date!” At least he didn’t have to use his sissy voice, that would have been twice as bad. He just had to make sure he didn’t slip up!

	“Dinner and a movie? And you don’t call that a date?” The woman looked incredulously around at everyone else. “I’d call that a date!” There was total agreement among all of them.

	Chad was beside himself. He wasn’t happy about this at all. “Okay, maybe it is a date. But Derek lost the last hand last night and they had this bet going that the loser had to date me… while the winner got to date Mel. We’re going together.”

	“Who won?” Someone asked.

	“Ray.”

	“Ray? Do you have any idea how many times he’s asked me out?”

	“And did you ever go?” another woman asked.

	The first woman smiled. “You bet! He was great!” The table erupted in a huge chorus of giggles.

	As the giggling finally died down, Robin almost proudly announced. “There’s more!”

	“More?” someone asked.

	Chad was suddenly very worried. He wasn’t sure what she was going to add next.

	Robin just nodded her head and repeated, “More!” She looked directly at Sissy for a moment with a very mischievous smile on her face before she turned back to everyone else at the table. Then fairly slowly, and teasingly, she reached her hand inside the neckline of her top and into her bra. Then, just as slowly, she started to pull it out.

	“Oh no!” Chad groaned the moment he saw the edge of the white piece of paper. He really wanted to run – anywhere!

	Robin withdrew the folded up paper that she had pulled off of the printer earlier. The entire table was silent as they watched her slowly begin to unfold it. She finally laid the still folded paper flat on the table and pushed it out more towards the middle of the table where everyone could see it better. Then, she undid the final fold – fully revealing the picture of Sissy and Derek together last night.

	The table stayed silent for almost five seconds as everyone realized what they were seeing. Then, little gasps and soft “Oh’s!” started to sound. Then louder ones. Then louder exclamations of surprise. Then outright laughter!

	“I don’t believe it! You actually wore… that?” One of the women asked incredulously.

	“He sure did!” Robin replied for him. “There’s the proof – right there!”

	“What were you thinking?” Someone else asked.

	The picture was fairly grainy and not all that good since it came off of the printer, but the detail was more than good enough for everyone to see everything. Someone suddenly grabbed the picture from the middle of the table and Chad saw it being passed around. He desperately wanted the earth to swallow him up somehow!

	“Love the shoes!” One of the women exclaimed. “Where’d you get them?”

	“Hey, are you going to wear something like that for your date with Derek?” another woman asked.

	Chad just shook his head as the questions kept coming. A few he reluctantly answered – in his girly voice, but most of them he left alone. By the time their break ended. Chad felt even more miserable than he had before the break. The only remotely good thing was that Robin had saved her doughnut for him – which she handed to him as they were finally leaving – and it tasted just as delicious as the first one.

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 4 of 6)

	Cindy wasn’t exactly pouting, but she wasn’t all that happy either. Cassie had said that she couldn’t watch Sissy being changed again today. That had been a real treat yesterday! She still couldn’t believe what she had seen… the stupid guy had been drinking from a baby bottle! And then there was that plastic thing locked all around his male part so that he couldn’t use it. She remembered touching the thing and even pulling on it – and how it had hurt him. That was when Cassie had suggested that she leave. Next time, she promised herself, she’d just watch – maybe then Cassie wouldn’t chase her away. And today, she couldn’t go in at all! Was Cassie mad because she had hurt him?

	She saw his car pulling into the parking lot and her excitement grew – despite the fact that she couldn’t watch today. What could she say to him? How could she tease him? She absolutely felt like she had to tease him somehow… But how?

	Chad paused a second before opening the door to the gym. Yesterday had been horrible. And he was sure that today, when he felt so miserable, things would probably be even worse. Was Cassie going to let the receptionist watch – or help again? This time, was she going to let her see – everything? He certainly hoped not. If it wasn’t for the fact that he needed his diapers changed, and that Mel required him to have Cassie do it for him every day, he would have avoided the gym altogether. Plucking up his courage, he opened the door and went in.

	“Hi Sissy!” the receptionist called excitedly.

	Her excitement didn’t bode as a good sign to Sissy. He knew he was going to have to do it, so he didn’t even bother waiting. He dropped one of his sissy curtseys to her and said hello in his sissy voice.

	“I just love seeing you do that everyday,” Cindy said. “It’s so sweet.” Then she leaned across the counter a bit. “Would you like me to feed you your bottle today?” She immediately went into a fit of giggles.

	“No thank you,” Sissy replied. “Can you please get Cassie for me?”

	Cindy desperately searched for some other way to tease him, but today the ideas just weren’t coming. And there was a bit of a look about him that told her something was a bit off with him today. With a look of frustration, she left him to search for Cassie. Chad was glad! He was also glad that Cassie hadn’t been very far away. A minute later, he was following her back to their usual room.

	Is she going to be joining us again today?” Chad asked as he started to get undressed.

	“Not unless you want her to,” Cassie replied. “Shall I get her?”

	“No! Please!” Chad replied quickly. He was glad that they would be alone again. Yesterday had been – upsetting. And he was upset enough as it was.

	“You seem…” Cassie searched for a word, “tired today.”

	“I am. I got no sleep at all last night.”

	“Was Mel that rough on you?”

	“Not… exactly.”

	“So how come?”

	“Worries!” Chad finally replied.

	Cassie could see that he didn’t seem to want to talk about it. “Well lay down on the floor and drink your bottle. Maybe it will help you relax a bit.” After she said it, she wasn’t quite sure how much relaxing he was actually going to get to do!

	Chad put the bottle to his mouth and began nursing on it. Sucking on it did bring him some measure of comfort – as it often did. Why, he didn’t know – or care. He did his best to ignore the feelings of Cassie removing his soaked diapers and cleaning him up. Ignoring what she was doing was actually very easy, he didn’t hardly have to try anymore. It was what she did to his other side that he couldn’t ignore very well – nor did he really want to.

	“Okay, roll over,” Cassie finally said.

	Chad put his bottle down and rolled over onto his stomach.

	“I see the redness is all gone today,” Cassie noted as she quickly wiped off his backside.

	“Fortunately,” Chad mumbled. A moment later, he stiffened at the freezing cold feeling of the lotion as Cassie started wiping it onto him. The feeling of intense cold didn’t last very long, and soon gave way to intense pleasure instead. Ahhhh! Without being told to for once, he hiked his knees up under him, raising his backside up into the air, making it a better target for what he hoped Cassie might do to it.

	“Anxious today, huh?” Cassie said as she saw him get into position. “I guess you want it then.”

	Chad said nothing, he was too interested in the feeling of Cassie’s finger as it played with the opening to his asshole. Yes he wanted it! He wanted it very much!

	Cassie watched him closely as she started pushing her finger into him, then pulling it out again… over and over again… further and further in. She stopped when he started pushing and pulling against her finger himself. She quickly got her ribbed toy and lubed it up, then set the tip of it up against him. Ever so gently, she pushed on it till it started to slip inside.

	Chad was in ecstasy. He didn’t know why he liked this so much, but he did! He just wished that it could grant him the ultimate release he craved so much. But evidently that was impossible. Still, it was just about the best feeling he was capable of experiencing anymore. In and out. In and out. Feeling the little ribs of her toy going past the entrance to his anal opening, only to be followed quickly by the next one. Delicious. He began gently rocking back and forth. As tired as he was, he still found the energy to enjoy this most wonderful treat. Back and forth, back and forth. In and out, in and out. He wasn’t going slower or faster today. Everything was staying at this one steady pace, and he didn’t really care. It just felt good!

	Cassie watched him carefully as she held the toy in place, letting him set the pace and intensity. He had been at it for quite a while now and was usually fucking himself desperately on it by this point, but today he was still going slowly. Perhaps it was because he was so tired. She let him go on for a while more before she stopped him and pulled it all the way out. “I’ve got to get back to work soon!” she declared as she saw his head turn back towards her. She saw him just nod his head a little – was that in despair?

	She grabbed his jar of suppositories and opened the lid. “We can’t forget these little things,” she said brightly. But he wasn’t paying the least bit of attention to her – as far as she could see. Since it was Wednesday, one of the days when he wasn’t supposed to actually get one now, she only pretended to pull one of the pills out of the jar. He never knew the difference when she stuck her finger way up inside of him as if she were really putting it there. “Do these things still work?” she asked. She saw his head turn back towards her. She also saw the bit of annoyance on his face as he nodded. “Every day?” she asked.

	He nodded again. “Every damn day!”

	“So did you talk to him yet?” Gloria asked as they waited for their lunch to be delivered.

	Mel shook her head. “Not yet. There was no time last night.”

	“But do things seem to be any better between you two?”

	“As far as I can see.”

	“Mel, you still really need to sit down and talk with him… seriously!”

	Mel sighed. “I know. It’s just not that easy! Are you still going to hypnotize him tomorrow night?”

	“You’re changing the subject! But I was still planning on it.”

	“Good! Because I’ve still got to know how long he’s holding back now. I’m seeing definite signs now of further lack of control.”

	“So you’re winning?”

	“I think so, but I’m just not sure! One minute I think I am, then… I just don’t know!”

	Gloria nodded. “I guess I can ask that question again. No problem. So how did the poker game go last night?” For the first time since they sat down to lunch, Gloria saw Mel smile broadly.

	Chad couldn’t really hear anything at all coming from Robin’s cubicle next door. He knew she was there though because he had seen her going in after lunch. He was fairly sure she was working, so he felt safe enough to open the spreadsheet where he kept his progress for the bet.

	He scrolled down to today’s date. Twenty-three days to go now. Getting smaller – but still a long way. He went up to yesterday’s date to fill in how long he had held back. He stopped to think about that a bit. He had only managed to hold back for twelve minutes yesterday. An improvement over the day before, but it was still an improvement. But actually, it had been a few seconds more than twelve minutes. Should he include that as well? No, just to be fair, he filled in twelve minutes – one whole minute longer than the day before. He had really been hoping for better yesterday, but it just didn’t happen – unfortunately. Still, it was progress.

	Before he closed the spreadsheet, he again glanced at the column of reasons why he wanted to win the bet. The first three items, self-respect, friends, and a life still rang all too true. But he stopped looking as he started reading the rest of it. All too quickly the images of the pictures that Sandy had done for redecorating his apartment came to mind – both pictures. Troubled and not wanting to think any more about it, he closed the spreadsheet and went back to work again.

	Robin’s cell phone rang while she was finally getting some work done. She really didn’t mind the interruption though. Thinking that it was probably her husband calling she answered it without looking to see who was calling. “Hello?” she said as she was still looking at the work on her computer monitor.

	“Hello. Is this Robin?”

	Robin was a bit startled to hear an unfamiliar voice. “Yes,” she said tentatively. “Who is this?”

	“Hi. I’m Mel… Sissy’s friend.”

	“Mel?” Robin exclaimed excitedly.

	In the cubicle next door, Chad suddenly looked up. A feeling of horror ran right through him as he desperately tried to listen for more.

	“You don’t know how much I’ve been wanting to talk to you!” Robin continued.

	Mel was more than sure of that. The damn woman probably wanted to fish for ideas to turn Sissy away from her! “I’m sure,” Mel replied nicely, but she said it as if she was in a hurry. “Unfortunately, I’ve only got a second before I have to be in court,” she lied. She was really sitting at her own desk in her own office. “Listen, I just wanted to follow up on something I asked Derek to do for me – or rather to pass along for me. That is about Sissy using her new voice all the time.”

	“Don’t worry!” Robin replied. “He told me. And I guess I kind of agree with you. If Sissy doesn’t practice, then he’ll never get it right. And using his male voice isn’t going to help matters at all.”

	Mel had heard what Robin said, but there was something else there that bothered her. She just couldn’t put her finger on it. “Um… Great Robin. Thanks. I’m glad you understand. So you’ll keep after him then? And maybe ask the others to do the same?”

	“Yeah sure. We can do that. It’s probably the best way we can really help him with it.”

	Mel scowled, more likely… help him right into her arms! And that was when the other little thing clicked for Mel that had just bothered her. “Um… Listen, Robin. There’s something else too that I’d like you to do for me. Would you try to refer to her in only the female sense all the time? Stop referring to her as a him. If she’s going to experience what it’s like to be a woman than I think that she should kind of get used to being referred to in that sense too.”

	Robin thought about that for a moment. “I guess. I can try at least. I don’t think it will be that easy to do though since we’re all kind of used to him being – the other gender. You know?”

	“Yeah, I know,” Mel agreed. “It’s not that easy, but I think it will help.”

	“Hey Mel, while I’ve got you on the phone, can I ask you a question?”

	That was exactly what Mel wanted to avoid right now. “Uh oh!” she replied quickly. They’re calling us back. I’ve got to go. I’ll call you later when I’ve got more time. Okay?”

	“Uh… Okay,” Robin relied. But by the time she finished saying it, the line quickly went dead. Still… She had managed to make contact with Mel. She had actually talked to her. And next time, she was sure she could finally get some answers!

	“Did I hear you say that was Mel?” Chad asked from the entrance to her cubicle. Worry and panic had pulled him away from his own desk to try to hear as much as possible – which was really nothing at all.

	Robin hadn’t even known that he was standing there. “Yeah. Would you believe it, she actually called me!”

	“What did she say?” Chad asked desperately.

	“She said that we should all keep on your case about not using your male voice – like right now!” She actually giggled a bit. “You’ve got to stop talking like a man, Sissy. You’re never going to learn to speak better – or to even pass properly if you don’t!”

	Chad just looked embarrassed and stared down at the floor. “Thanks,” he mumbled in his male voice as he turned away from her. He didn’t really want to contemplate having to talk in that silly voice all the time.

	“Say it right!” Robin called after him.

	He turned back to her. “Say what right?” he asked in his usual male voice.

	“Everything!” Robin exclaimed.

	Mel stared at the cell phone in her hand. Operation Robin had now started. The silly slut was soon going to get her due! She could just picture her with Sissy… bleached blonde, small tiny waist – probably a size zero… her hands all over Sissy’s ass as they wandered through the hallways of that building together. Oh how she hated her! Okay, maybe Robin wasn’t quite that bad, but it was fun to think of her like that.

	She attempted to put Robin on the back burner of her mind and think about Sissy instead. Things sounded very good for him to now be denied the use of his male voice. And what’s more, something she hadn’t really thought about before, if all went well, he would also be denied the right to be referred to as a male too. Okay, so maybe he wasn’t exactly a female, but the point was, nobody would be referring to him as a male anymore either – she hoped.

	One by one, she was slowly denying him all of his male traits, or rights, or… whatever.

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 5 of 6)

	“Break time Sissy,” Robin called cheerfully from the entrance to his cubicle.

	Chad had been staring mindlessly at his computer screen. He was so tired that he wasn’t even pretending to work. “Do I have to?” he asked, and then immediately yawned.

	“Female voice, Sissy! Or as Derek put it earlier, your ‘girly’ voice.” She giggled. “And yes, you have to.”

	“I’d rather take a nap.”

	Robin let out a frustrated grunt. “Don’t use your male voice! Now say it again!”

	“I don’t want to!” Chad said stubbornly – in his male voice.

	“You can be so damn pig-headed!” An idea hit her. “Should I call Mel and tell her you’re refusing to cooperate – or even try?”

	Horror hit Chad once again. “No!” he said quickly, clearly frightened by the idea.

	“Girly voice,” Robin taunted.

	Chad was too tired to argue anymore. Had she been teasing about calling Mel? “You wouldn’t really call her, would you?” he asked – in his girly voice.

	Robin smiled. “I might. I do have her phone number now.”

	“You’re joking!”

	“Wait a minute!” Robin ran back to her desk and grabbed her cell phone and brought it back to his cubicle. She quickly went to her phone list and recited Mel’s number that Derek had passed on to her. “That’s it, isn’t it?”

	Ugh! Chad laid his head back down in his arms on his desk again. She had it. Mel had not only called her, but had actually given Robin her number. And knowing Robin, it wouldn’t be long till she knew all too much!

	“Now come on, let’s go to break.”

	Chad didn’t want to argue anymore. He was too tired and depressed. This was turning out to be another very bad day.

	“And remember, only your girly voice,” Robin reminded him.

	Ugh!

	As they walked through the halls, Robin replayed a bit of what happened in his cubicle through her mind. Was it her imagination, or when she had threatened to call Mel on him, did he look scared. She knew he was tired, very tired, that could have had something to do with it. But really, she got the impression that there was more to it than that.

	Chad looked around the break room for Derek, but he didn’t see him anywhere. He didn’t know whether he was glad or sorry about that. On the one hand, sitting with the women was going to be embarrassing for sure, but on the other hand, he was not comfortable about sitting with Derek too. Not to mention that all the women now seemed to think that he and Derek had a thing going between them – which was definitely not the case!

	The table was fairly crowded when he and Robin sat down, and Chad was pleased that he was not the center of attention – yet. He sipped his coffee and half-listened to the inane conversation between the women. One of them was complaining about the outfits her daughter wanted to wear all the time.

	“You should have seen it!” the woman continued. “She wanted to wear the most ridiculous looking outfit you could imagine. She looked worse than some of those girls you see in the rock videos on TV! Her skirt had a hole in it so you couldn’t miss seeing her panties right through it! And her top was cut so low that her boobs were practically flying out! And the heels she was wearing! Ugh! And you don’t even want to know about her makeup! I put a stop to that right away! No daughter of mine is going out with a boy dressed like that!”

	One of the women laughed a bit. “It sounds a little like the kind of outfit that Sissy wore last night.” There was a bit of laugher from the women.

	“Not quite like that,” the first woman replied. “But the general idea was certainly the same!”

	“Sissy, is that what you were trying to do last night,” one of the women asked Chad, “look like one of those young girls in the rock videos?”

	“It wasn’t really…” Chad started to say.

	“Girly voice!” Robin quickly reminded him.

	Chad gave her a rather exasperated look, then he repeated himself – in his girly voice. “It wasn’t really my idea,” he replied again. “It was something that Mel kind of came up with.” He knew he had to explain it better than that. “She seemed to think that it would be fun for me.”

	“I’m betting it was!” another of the women replied.

	“No doubt at all!” still another woman added.

	“So what are you going to wear for your date? Cause what you wore last night was certainly… interesting! Do you think that Derek will be wanting you to wear something like that again?”

	“That’s a dumb question!” another of the women said before Chad could even think of replying. “Derek is a man! All men like that kind of stuff!”

	“All too true, Honey,” another woman agreed with a sigh. “All too true!”

	Chad finally spoke up – carefully using his girly voice. “I haven’t even thought about what I’m going to wear yet. And I don’t think he really wants to see me in anything like that again.”

	“You don’t think? Honey, he’s a man! All men have only one thing on their little minds all the time – sex! And an outfit like that will make sure that it stays on his mind. He may say he doesn’t like it, but trust me, he does! Hey, what the heck am I telling you for? You should know better than any of us!”

	The noise around the table was a mixture of agreements and laughter. Chad actually felt embarrassed. “That’s not quite true! There’s more to it than that,” he started to say.

	“Not much!” one of the women interrupted. There was a slight pause, at the table, then several of the women started laughing again.

	Chad may have been tired, but he realized that any reply that he made would have been useless, so he sat there silently embarrassed. A few moments later, the conversation passed by him again and returned to the women talking about their kids. He hated these breaks. He hated this particular break even more when the stupid suppository that Cassie had shoved up inside of him decided to do its thing while he was still sitting at the break table. He squirmed in his seat as it happened, all the while trying to make it look like nothing at all was happening or even wrong. The only good thing about it was – if you could even call it that – was that lately, he had been eating so very little, that his messes were the same way – very little.

	Mel glanced at the clock in her car as she drove home from work. It was later than usual, much later. It had been over an hour since Sissy had called to tell her ‘she’ was putting her single diaper on. Now, there was only about half an hour to go before ‘she’ would have to be leaking. Mel really hoped that Sissy would be good tonight, she really wasn’t in the mood to punish ‘her’ at all. But she would if she had to!

	Dinner smelled good from the moment she walked through her door. Sissy immediately came running to greet her with his usual curtsey. So nice! She stared at him briefly, his maid’s dress looked perfect – as it should. “Are you leaking yet?” she asked, actually hoping that he would be.

	“Not yet, Mistress,” he replied. “But I’ve still got some time.”

	“I certainly hope for your sake that you make it every time tonight!” Mel replied. “I really don’t want to have to punish you again.”

	Chad didn’t want that either. “I’m trying,” he replied.

	Mel nodded, then quickly said, “Show me your diaper!”

	Chad was caught off-guard by the sudden command and as fast as he grabbed his skirt to pull it all the way up, he knew it wasn’t fast enough.

	“Just hold it there!” Mel ordered sternly as she went to her corner where she kept her yardstick. She came back with it and gave one smart stroke to the back of his legs. “Faster next time!” she ordered. Only then did she take the time to examine how wet his diaper was – definitely getting there – fortunately.

	The table was all set and dinner was basically ready. It was only waiting for him to put it out on the plate for her. She sent Sissy to dish out her food while she went into the bedroom to change into something more comfortable.

	Chad dished out her dinner and made sure that everything was perfect. Then he grabbed his latest baby bottle to keep drinking – he was determined to get his diaper leaking soon. But as he kept drinking, he became aware of how long Mel was taking. He had heard her going into the bathroom first and then into her bedroom to change, but it seemed to be taking her longer tonight than usual. He began to worry that all the food he had just put out might get cold.

	Finally she came out and headed for the table. But just before she could sit down, he felt his diaper leaking. Involuntarily, he let out a small exclamation of surprise.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel asked as she took her seat.

	“I just started leaking,” Chad replied in his sissy voice.

	“Good!” Mel said as she stuck her fork into the vegetables. Then she looked up at him. “I guess that means we have to change you right away, doesn’t it!”

	“But your dinner… it’s already getting cold.”

	Mel conceded that he did have a point. But there was a further point that had to be considered. “But, as of now, you’re already on another hour and forty-five minute deadline. So unless you want things to be even more difficult then I suggest you grab another diaper and put it on right away!”

	Chad was more than a bit surprised, but he ran to grab another diaper. The clock was already ticking? Was she changing the game – again?

	“Bring it back here where I can see you do it!” Mel called after him.

	Chad came back to the kitchen with his fresh diaper. He pulled the skirt of his dress up high where it would be out of the way, then he removed his soggy, leaking diaper. He opened the new diaper and started to stick it between his legs when he noticed that he was peeing again. Not much, but there was definitely a small weak stream leaking out from his chastity device. Quickly, he pushed the diaper up where it could catch everything.

	“Were you just peeing again?” Mel asked before she shoved more food into her mouth.

	“Yes, Mistress. A little… I think.”

	Mel said nothing. She just waited till he checked to make sure he was done, then she watched as he expertly diapered himself. She glanced at the clock. “An hour and forty minutes now,” was all she said… all she had to say.

	Chad glanced at the clock too. This was getting harder and harder! He quickly grabbed his bottle and began drinking from it again. He really didn’t want to get punished tonight!

	Mel watched him standing there with his bottle. The bottle appeared to be about three-quarters full – so it certainly couldn’t have been his first bottle since he had started preparing dinner. He needed to keep drinking, but she really preferred just then that he go to his corner. “Take that thing to your corner,” she ordered. “See if you can keep drinking it while you’re standing there.”

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy about that order at all. It was bad enough having to drink from the bottle almost continuously. It was also bad enough to be stuck in his corner. But both? At the same time? Ugh! He carried his bottle to the corner and stepped up onto the perch. His body automatically leaned into the walls. He tried drinking from the bottle with it below his head, but he knew instantly that it wouldn’t work. The liquid had to be higher than his mouth. He had to fight a bit to get his arm up high enough to hold the bottle where it needed to be. It kept his head bent back so that instead of staring at the two blank walls, he was now staring at the corner of the ceiling – only a little bit better than staring at the blank corner walls all the time. The real problem now was his neck. He could already feel how tired the position was getting.

	Mel watched him from her seat at the table. Why hadn’t she thought of this before? Obviously, he could make it work just fine. Feeling very satisfied with herself, she continued eating her meal… which tasted even better now than before.

	Chad closed his eyes because he was going cross-eyed. With nothing really to look at, even in this position, he was spending more and more time staring at the bottle he was drinking from – which was difficult to see. He heard Mel getting up from the table… he even heard her coming over close to him. He was really expecting her to let him out of the corner, but she didn’t. She didn’t even say anything. So he was stuck standing there… stuck with nothing to do but drink his bottle. He opened his eyes and saw that he had finished about three quarters of it… the exact amount was hard to tell because of the angle and how close the thing was to his eyes. He closed his eyes again and heard Mel’s phone ringing.

	Mel hurried to answer her phone, afraid that it might be some client problem that would call her out again. She checked the caller id, but didn’t recognize the number – not a good sign. “Hello?” she said into the phone.

	“Mel? This is Ray – from the game last night…”

	“Oh yes. How are you Ray?” In the back of her mind, she was almost hoping that he was calling to cancel the date they had set up for Sunday.

	“I’m fine,” he replied. “I was just calling to see if you’re interested in having lunch tomorrow.”

	“Lunch? I thought you had another date tomorrow.”

	“I do, but that’s not till tomorrow night. Lunch is definitely doable though.”

	Mel had a hard time believing it. Chad really hadn’t been kidding about this two-timing bozo! “Uh… I’m sorry,” she replied. “I’ve kind of got this standing lunch date that I try not to miss.”

	“Not even for a chance for me to take you anywhere you like?”

	Obviously, he wasn’t the type to give up. “I’m sorry,” she replied. “I have to be there – especially tomorrow.”

	“Well, how about Friday then?”

	“I’m afraid that Friday is out too. Let’s just wait till Sunday, and then we’ll see from there. Okay?”

	“Fine by me,” Ray replied, although she was sure that he was defiantly feeling let down – good! “I just thought it might be a lot nicer to do it without anybody else.”

	“I’m not quite ready for that yet,” Mel replied. “So is Sunday still on?”

	“Oh yeah! I wouldn’t miss seeing Derek kissing Chad for anything!”

	“You mean Sissy.”

	“Chad… Sissy… whatever!”

	Mel definitely didn’t care much for Ray, now more than ever. “We’ll see you Sunday then, Ray. And thanks for calling and asking me anyway. A girl can always use a boost like that to her ego.” She hung up. Why had she added the last part? It was dumb – especially since she really despised him more than ever now. Imagine, he had a date lined up for tomorrow night – and he still wanted to take her out to lunch! The two-timing moron! He was a hunk though. Pity.

	Chad stood there finishing his bottle. It sounded like Ray had asked Mel out to lunch. He was kind of glad that she had refused, even though he really didn’t know why he should be glad. He just was. Now if she would just let him out of this stupid corner! He had a horrible cramp in his neck from the strain of the position he was in. He suddenly started sucking a little air with the contents of his bottle. A few seconds later, he pulled it out of his mouth and took a deep breath. Whew! Now, would Mel let him lower the bottle – and his head? He had to relieve the strain on his neck! He chanced it. Slowly, he brought his hand holding the bottle down, and even faster, he brought his head forward again. Much better!

	Mel noticed the movement from Sissy in the corner. “Are you finished?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” Sissy’s muffled reply came from the confines of the corner.

	“Good, then get yourself out of there and into your highchair.”

	As soon as Chad managed to extricate himself from the corner, he rubbed at his sore neck. That had been tiring! Still rubbing his neck, he carried his now empty bottle towards the kitchen – and his waiting highchair.

	“Show me your diaper!” Mel suddenly demanded.

	Chad was so surprised by the request that he dropped his bottle as he desperately grabbed for the hem of his skirt to lift it up high. Was he fast enough? Was she going to hit him again? He didn’t really like the look on Mel’s face, but at least she wasn’t running for her yardstick.

	Mel had rather enjoyed his panic the moment she had given him the command – especially where he had dropped his bottle in the process. She just didn’t want him to see that she had enjoyed it. “That was close, Sissy! Very close! If you’re that slow next time, you’ll feel my stick again!” She examined his diaper. Yes, it looked like he had wet it while he was on his perch, probably more than once. But he had a long way to go with it – a very long way! “Okay, Sissy. Get into your chair.”

	 


Chapter 40 (Wednesday – week 6 Part 6 of 6)

	As Chad climbed up into his highchair, he was so hungry that all he could think about was what she was going to make him eat for dinner. There were plenty of leftovers from what he had cooked, and he had even made a plate for himself and put it in the refrigerator like she – used to – demand. He had to wait while she put the tray in place, locking him into the chair, and then while she tied the bib around his neck. He was overjoyed to see her going to the refrigerator. He was less thrilled to see her pull out another baby bottle. But then she reached in again and brought out the plate he had put in there. Yes! He was less thrilled when she opened the cabinet and started looking through all the jars of baby food she had. He watched as she pulled a few down to look closer at the labels. Some she put back into the cabinet, others she set on the counter. Obviously, she was going to give him a mix of good food and baby food again. But at least he would be getting something decent to eat too.

	He watched as Mel pulled out another of his silly childish plastic plates again to put his food onto. He watched as she began dumping jar after jar of the baby food out onto the plate… filling the plate. And he watched as she picked up one of his tiny baby spoons along with the plate of baby food. And then she totally ignored the plate of really good food that he had prepared and carried the plate full of nothing but baby food to him and set it down on his tray in front of him. What about the good food that he had prepared? Why couldn’t he eat that? It was right there on the counter? She could have just picked it up and given it to him! He was tired of baby food! And… he was so hungry!

	Mel loved the totally crestfallen look on his face as she set the dish full of baby food in front of him. He still hadn’t moved to eat it when she set the full baby bottle on his tray as well. He just looked up at her with a hurt look on his face. “You better eat it up,” she told him, “because that’s all you’re getting.”

	Chad still couldn’t seem to bring himself to pick up the tiny spoon to begin eating. All he could do was watch as Mel picked up his plate full of good food from the counter… and dumped it all into the trash. It wasn’t till then that he reluctantly picked up the spoon, in his left fist like he was supposed to, and began eating.

	Mel didn’t even try to hide the sly smile on her face as she had dumped his food into the trash. She was very much aware of how little he was probably eating, but she figured that another night of baby food for dinner wouldn’t hurt him. They would be eating out in restaurants for the next few nights, Sunday night too, for that matter. No, one more night of baby food wouldn’t hurt him at all. Besides, he did have to maintain his ‘girlish’ figure. She almost laughed at that… till she remembered that he had lost so much weight now that his figure really was starting to look girlish. Astonishingly so! But then wasn’t that kind of like denying him his male body shape too?

	She poured herself a fresh cup of coffee and sat down at the table to watch him eating. Enjoying once again how babyish he looked as he ate now – despite the fact that he seemed to be spilling less and actually getting much more of it into his mouth. She could tell he wasn’t the least bit happy about eating the baby food instead of anything better. But he’d just have to live with it. She was rather enjoying the situation.

	But that thought reminded her of what Gloria had said – she was enjoying it, but what about him? What about his feelings? Gloria had said she should talk to him about it… that it was important. But was it? Was it really? She supposed that it was, but… but… but she wasn’t sure she really wanted to know what he thought. Besides, the terms of the bet spelled out all too clearly that what he thought didn’t matter in the least. But… but… something in the back of her mind told her that somehow things had begun to go beyond the simple terms of the bet. And for whatever reasons, his thoughts and feelings had to matter too. Fortunately or unfortunately.

	But did she really have to know what he thought? She thought about that very thing for a few minutes. She had plans. She had goals. And every one of them depended on him! But again, did she really need to know how he felt? She knew she didn’t want to ask him – not at all. Or was it… that she was afraid to ask him. Unfortunately, that was the real problem right there. She was afraid to ask… afraid to know.

	She had done things with him lately… No! She had done things ‘to’ him lately… horrible things – to most men. Unimaginable things – to most men. Painful things – to most men. Unbelievably humiliating things – again, to most men. But he wasn’t most men. He was a sissy. And he was her sissy. But would he stay her sissy?

	The terms of the bet said so! The terms said he had to stay her sissy – like it or not! So did it matter what he thought? No! Did it matter what he felt? No! Nothing mattered except what she wanted! And she was going to win this bet – no matter what!

	“Sissy,” she started tentatively. “I know we’ve had this little talk once before, but that was a while ago. I guess I need to know… How am I doing? Am I satisfying your sissy needs? Am I fulfilling your dreams?”

	Chad was almost done with the food on his plate. He was for once fairly proud of how little a mess he had managed to make this time. But her questions caught him totally off guard. He was so surprised that she had even asked. It seemed to be such a serious question that he asked in his sissy voice, “Can I speak in my normal voice?”

	“No! You can’t!”

	He shook his head. “Don’t ask then.”

	It wasn’t the fact that he had refused to answer that bothered her. It was everything that was implied by the tone of his voice. And that failure bothered her to her very core. Somewhat angry, just as much at herself as with him. She got up from her seat and strode into the living room, leaving him behind in the kitchen alone. She sat down in one of her chairs. She should never have asked. She never needed to ask in the first place! Asking had been a big mistake! Now she was angry at him… and herself. Damn it!

	She closed her eyes. She wanted to cry. Instead, she got up and went back to the kitchen. He was watching her intently as he tried to get the last little bits of the baby food off of his plate – with his fingers instead of the little spoon. The action looked more infantile than ever… but it brought her no enjoyment at all. She picked up her coffee cup and took it back to the pot to warm it up. She took a sip. Then she went straight back to the table and sat down again. She didn’t have to ask him anything at all! It wasn’t necessary! All that mattered was what she thought – nothing else! “Okay. Just for the next few minutes – and that’s all! You can talk in your normal voice.”

	Chad had been licking the remnants of the baby food off of his fingers when she said that. It wasn’t that the baby food was that good – it wasn’t! It was just that he was so hungry. He pulled his fingers out of his mouth and stared at her, surprised at her change of attitude. “What is it you want to know?”

	Mel shook her head. “I don’t really know! Are you satisfied with the things I make you do? Does any of it still fulfill your silly stupid fantasies? Am I fulfilling all your wildly warped needs? Am I… Am I…” She stopped right there. In a softer tone of voice, she braved the real question. “How do you feel about… me?”

	That one surprised Chad even more. How did he feel about her? He wasn’t really sure he knew what he thought about her. There were all too many things to consider about that! “Is anything I say going to make any difference at all in the way you treat me? Or the things you make me do? Or have any effect on how much you punish me? Or change anything at all about how you’re approaching me and the bet?”

	This time, it was her turn to be surprised… again. She seriously considered his question for a moment, then reluctantly shook her head. Probably not… Definitely not! I can’t chance it! I have to win this bet! I’ll do whatever I must to win. You know that. I can’t back down in the least now. Especially not now. Not when there is so little time left.” She looked away for a moment then back at him again. “I do care about you though. You have to know that.” Why had she said that?

	He nodded. His question had been worth the shot. And she cared? He was hungry damn it! He needed more food! Better food! “You have a funny way of showing it.” He replied a he stared at his now empty plate. “And I guess then that anything I say doesn’t really matter at all. So why ask?”

	She wasn’t sure if his question stung her or not. The odd thing was that it really didn’t surprise her. Hadn’t she been wondering the same thing? Why had she even bothered to ask? She got up from the table. “No more male voice – ever!” she told him in no uncertain terms.

	She wasn’t sure if she felt angry, or not. She wasn’t happy, she knew that. She roughly untied his bib and used it to wipe his face and hands, then she cleared his things off of the tray and removed it. “Clean this kitchen up!” she ordered. Then she left him alone again. She went directly into the living room where she turned the TV on and tried to watch it, but the reality was, she had no idea what was playing on the screen at all.

	She was totally justified in the way she treated him. Totally! She didn’t have to change anything. He had no say in anything! Nothing that he thought mattered at all! Nothing! All that mattered was winning the bet! Nothing else! Once she won, that would be it! He would be bound to her for a full year after that. And beyond that? Well, she’d work that out when it happened. Either way, he wasn’t going anywhere! And what he thought didn’t matter in the least! She had a funny way of showing that she cared?

	Damn him!

	Chad wasn’t sure what had gotten into Mel, but he did realize that he had just made a big mistake. He should never have answered like he did! Never! Now he had just made things worse on himself than ever. Of that he had no doubt. All he had to do was to look at the way she was acting to see that. And then… then… then there was the way he felt too. He felt bad because he hadn’t answered decently.

	But then, how did he feel about her? The question was way too complicated. There was no easy quick answer. On the one hand, he was scared of her – very! Yet on the other hand, she was fulfilling all of his dreams – and then some! Yet on the other hand… on the other hand? On the other hand he worshiped her. Yes, something within him worshiped the ground she walked on. Maybe it was because she was fulfilling his wildest fantasies – and then some. Maybe because, even though he had never seen her naked, she had allowed him to feel her body – all over. He, a stupid sissy, had been allowed to hold her naked body next to his… to caress her… to make her feel happy – even though he himself got nothing at all out of it – no sexual pleasure anyway. But that was another matter!

	So what was his real answer? How did he feel about her? The truth was, the answer was way too complicated to put into words. And there it was. The real truth. It was… complicated.

	Despite his better judgment, he went directly into the living room… and curtseyed. “Mistress?”

	“What is it? Are you finished in the kitchen?”

	“Not yet.”

	“Are you leaking?”

	“No yet. I…”

	“Then what do you want?”

	Chad almost left. Obviously, she was still in a bad mood. He supposed he was lucky that she didn’t beat him half to death – yet. “I… I just wanted to say I’m sorry for the way I answered.”

	She looked up at him. “It doesn’t matter!”

	“But I don’t want to make you angry!”

	“I’m not angry!”

	Chad was surprised to hear that. She certainly was acting like she was angry. But then he remembered that his wife… make that ex-wife… had often done the same thing – said she wasn’t angry when she was actually furious. “I just wanted to let you know that I’m sorry. The truth is, that the way I feel about you is complicated… very complicated. I’m not even sure I can put it into words.”

	“Don’t bother trying. Just go finish cleaning the kitchen. And when you get that part done, start some laundry. I’m watching TV.”

	Chad knew when to leave it alone. “Yes, Mistress,” he said with a sigh. He curtseyed and walked off quietly. Sometimes, the best thing you can do, is to do nothing at all.

	Mel stared at the TV set without seeing it. He was sorry? It was complicated? Men! They never know how to express their feelings. All of them are nothing but unfeeling idiots! Well, Sissy certainly deserved every bit of the humiliation she was capable of dishing out. Every bit!

	He was sorry? Damn it! Did he have to try to be so nice about it? Damn him!

	Chad tiptoed around the house as he continued to clean – as far away from her as possible. He even worried about the sound the washer and dryer made as he ran them. But the only thing Mel ever did was to look in his direction as the sound of the washer started – and then she went back to watching the TV show again. As he worked, he drank furiously on his bottles, trying desperately to get his diaper leaking on time. And fortunately, he was rewarded for his effort. He certainly didn’t have much time left, but he did make it on time! He hurried into the living room and curtseyed politely again. “Mistress, I’m leaking,” he said softly.

	Mel had been staring mindlessly at the TV for a while, then somehow, she had actually gotten caught up in the movie and was enjoying it. He was leaking? She checked the clock. Well, she supposed he better be leaking! Much of the anger that she swore she had never felt had melted away. Calm reasoning returned. She stared at Sissy. So nice in his uniform. So rewarding. The perfect servant. And, dare she say it, he really did fulfill many of her needs. Many very intimate needs too. If it hadn’t been at the height of her period just then, she would have let him satisfy a few of those intimate needs. But unfortunately…

	As she stared at him, reminding herself of all the many ways he pleased her, she saw the nervousness cloud his face again. And then he curtseyed for her again… and nothing else. Something about his curtsey made her swoon inside a bit. She just loved seeing him do that! In spite of the way she really felt, a smile came to her lips. “Go grab a bunch of stuff to protect the bed, Sissy. Let’s get you changed.”

	The smile and tone of her voice felt like heaven to Sissy who was worried beyond belief about what she might do. And worse, he was still mad at himself for upsetting her. He hated upsetting her, not because she might punish him, but because… he just hated doing it! He curtseyed again. “Yes, Mistress.” Then he ran off to grab some diapers to protect her bed. Protect her bed? That was different… a little.

	While Chad was laying out diapers and towels to protect her mattress, Mel went to her desk drawer and pulled out her collection of ropes. A few minutes later, she had him thoroughly tied spread eagled to her bed. Knowing that he wasn’t going anywhere and that he couldn’t touch himself if he tried, she began removing his sodden diaper. A moment later, his chastity device was on full display.

	She looked at his little penis inside the device carefully. It looked just as tiny and… lifeless as ever. Pathetic! But that was exactly what she wanted it to look like. Especially since she was denying him any feeling from the stupid thing at all. She unlocked the device and began taking it apart – piece by piece. Once his little penis was free, she looked closely at it again. Free of the plastic containment, she could see it better – but it didn’t look any better, not at all! Perfect! Pulling his sodden diaper back up over him – just in case – she carried all the pieces of his chastity device out to the kitchen where she washed them thoroughly.

	Chad tried to stretch a bit, just to move a little from the position he was stuck in, but he couldn’t move hardly at all. He had felt – delicious cold air on his wanting member for just an all too brief moment. As he laid there, he tried to remember that wonderful feeling, tried to relive it. Fantasy! Wonderful fantasy! Feeling anything other than the hot unyielding confines of the chastity device had become a very rare experience now. He realized that he would get to feel that bit of fresh air again as soon as Mel came back. Unfortunately, he knew that the feeling would be all too brief once again. But still, he was looking forward to it.

	Why couldn’t she have simply left his diaper down, exposing him completely? Then he would be able to enjoy the feeling of open air on that little piece of his body the whole time she was gone. Unfortunately, he knew the answer to that question all too well. It was because she couldn’t be sure that he wouldn’t start wetting all over the place while she was gone. Unfortunately, he knew that she was right to think that. It was a disturbing thought because it was a sign of the progress she had made on him toward the bet.

	He watched as she came back into the room. He enjoyed the intense pleasure as she wiped him clean, then shaved the few stray hairs that she found. The open air felt even better then. He enjoyed even more as she spread some kind of lotion all over that part of him, protecting everything down there from the confines of the plastic prison.

	He didn’t enjoy it as she started to reassemble the device once again – on him. Each added piece brought its own measure of disappointment and misery. Till with one final click, the lock was closed again, and he was imprisoned once again. It was a miserable feeling.

	Mel looked down at him with a feeling of satisfaction the minute his chastity device was locked on again. There was no way he was going to get hard again now… not that he had been able to before. She just didn’t want to take any chances. She toyed with the thought of playing with his backside a bit, forcing one of the toys in and out of him. But that brought him too much pleasure… and if she couldn’t get any tonight, then he wasn’t going to get any either! Instead, she untied his legs and rolled him over, and shoved another suppository up inside of him – instead of anything that might bring him pleasure. She rolled him back over onto his back again and left him – to find a stack of his oversized super think diapers.

	Chad was a bit surprised when he realized that Mel was diapering him for the night. Three of the super thick diapers that she had gotten for him added a huge amount of bulk between his legs – which he really kind of enjoyed. It was almost as much of a struggle for him as it was for Mel as she pulled and worked to get them into place and especially as she tried to get the diaper pins through all of it. But as usual, she finally got it. A pair of plastic panties stretched tightly over top of the bulk made him feel secure – safe. Only then did she release him from his bonds.

	“Go home now, Sissy. I know you didn’t get much sleep last night. Don’t forget to clean your earrings and don’t forget all your bottles before you go to sleep. I’ll be in later to leave you a note.”

	Chad tried to curtsey… to thank her, but his curtsey was extra awkward in the super think diapers he was wearing. “Thank you, Mistress. I am really tired.”

	She nodded. “Good night, Sissy.” From where she stood in her bedroom, she watched as he gathered up all his things. Then, clad only in his bra covering his glued on breasts, his waist cincher, his super thick diapers with plastic panties over top, and his shoes, he went out her door to his own apartment.

	She stared at her open bedroom doorway for a few moments after she heard her apartment door closing. How could he possible think that she didn’t care? Couldn’t he tell that everything… all of it… was for him? For his fantasies? To fulfill all of his needs? She cared a tremendous amount!

	How could he possibly think that she didn’t care?

	 


Chapter 41 (Thursday – week 6 Part 1 of 8)

	In her dreams, she lived in a fine new house – a mansion. And Sissy was right there to take care of it for her. Everything was kept beautifully. The house was in perfect order, and everything she needed personally was taken care of as well. Except that… Sissy had somehow become a robot – a mechanical creature incapable of feelings of any kind. He worked diligently and continuously without complaint. Every request was automatically carried out, just as a proper machine should do.

	While he basically looked the same, every once in a while she actually caught sight of the small rivets that held him together – the most prominent ones hinging his jaw. The rivets served as a constant reminder to her of just what he was… and what he wasn’t.

	Though he was perfect in every way as far as taking care of her, the one thing that she found that she wanted the most from him was to feel something, to express thoughts that weren’t mechanically generated. She wanted more and more to know that… he cared about her.

	Over and over again, she tried to work with him, train him, teach him… and over and over again she failed. It just wasn’t possible. Teaching the mechanical Sissy to have feelings of any kind was simply impossible.

	More and more she began to feel alone, abandoned. More and more she yearned for his affection... his love. And more and more the aching loss made itself known by the physical discomfort in the pit of her stomach.

	The sound of her alarm clock brought her out of her dream state, out of sleep. Yet the feeling of depression and the feeling of discomfort in her stomach didn’t change one bit. She opened her eyes and reached out to turn off the alarm, and remembered that she was still at the height of her period. No wonder she felt bad. Hopefully, later today things would start to ease off.

	She pulled herself out of bed and made a stop in the bathroom before heading to her kitchen. The coffee pot seemed like a beacon, calling her to it. Mechanically, she fixed the pot and set it brewing. She stood there, right in front of it the whole time it was working. Her eyes were closed the entire time as if she was asleep. She tried to think, but thoughts refused to come. All she was really aware of was the discomfort in her body from her period. She opened her eyes occasionally to check if the coffee was ready yet… but as they say, a watched pot never boils. It seemed like an eternity till she could finally pour herself a cup and take that first sip. The hot liquid seemed to burn all the way down to her stomach. And she loved it!

	She took several more sips right where she was standing till she finally decided she could move again – and then she headed directly into her living room where she collapsed onto her favorite chair to finish her coffee. A few sips later, she finally took a deep breath, trying to wake herself up more, trying to snap out of her funk and come back to life again. It worked, but not quite the way she would have liked.

	Her first new thoughts were of sitting at the table last night, trying to talk to Sissy. And of how his reply had stung. She never once thought about how rude he had been. She never once reminded herself that nothing he said or thought mattered in the least. She never once even thought anything at all about the bet. All she remembered was that he thought she didn’t care about him, and how cold he had been towards her. And it hurt.

	A few sips of coffee later, her mind slowly began to function a bit more. How could he think that she didn’t care? Wasn’t everything she did all for him? Wasn’t everything designed to fulfill his wildest fantasies – which were wild, to say the least! So how could he possibly think that she didn’t care?

	An image of her beating him severely a few nights ago flashed through her brain. An image of her making him spend an inordinate amount of time on the perch in his corner came to mind. An image of him drinking baby bottle after baby bottle in an attempt to avoid getting punished for not leaking came to mind. An image of him in his highchair with nothing to eat but baby food came to mind. An image… Ugh! There were all too many of them… and none of them were good! Maybe she could see why he thought the way he did. But… all of it was for him. And all of it was designed so that she could win the bet… and ultimately keep – him.

	Couldn’t he see that? Of course not! Despite all the male things she had taken away from him, what she could probably never remove was his pig-headed way of thinking. Male thinking. Men! They just never had a clue!

	With her brain functioning marginally better now, she drained the last of her coffee and headed for the shower. It was another day. And she had absolutely no idea what she was going to do about Sissy.

	Chad stared mindlessly at his reflection in the mirror. He had hurt her last night with his words. He had never meant to do that, they had just kind of slipped out. But once words were said, they could never really be recalled. She had every right to be mad at him. But nothing she could ever do to him could make him feel worse than he did right now about it. He had tried to tell her he was sorry, but she didn’t want to hear it… rightfully so. He needed a way to fix things with her. But he didn’t have a clue as to how.

	Disgusted with himself, he grabbed his curling iron and went to work on his hair. He was noticing now that it seemed to be a bit longer than it was just a few weeks ago. When he wrapped it around the curling iron, it not only went around further, it came out in tighter curls – that he had to work to straighten more with his brush.

	Once his hair was done, he went through his usual makeup routine. It was becoming so familiar that he could practically do it in his sleep. And to think that he used to have so much trouble with just putting on his mascara! How stupid! It really wasn’t all that hard at all! He just prayed he wouldn’t have to worry about fixing his face any other way than what he was doing right now though because he really wouldn’t have a clue as to how!

	Yesterday he had worn his colorful dress. Today, he reached for a simple skirt and blouse. There was no question about wearing any kind of pants, they were pretty much out of the question. Since he hadn’t worn them yet, he cleaned his ears and inserted the new pink earrings – the good ones. He loved how they sparkled in the mirror as he turned his head back and forth. There was something about adding earrings to his outfit that just seemed to make him look more like a woman than ever – a situation that actually pleased him.

	Since he was wearing the pink earrings, he went with all his old pink jewelry again. Well, it all did match – although the earrings were just a shade darker in color than the rest of it.

	Checking his entire image in the mirror one more time, he declared himself ready – physically. Mentally, he had no idea how he was going to face Mel again. And how mad was she probably going to be today? And what was she going to put him through because of it? He worried a lot about that. But mostly, he just wanted to take back what he had said to her last night… or maybe at least the way he had said it, because it wasn’t exactly nice. He had hurt her with his words. And in doing so, he was the one who was suffering. But of course, she’d never understand that. Women!

	Mel had fixed his baby cereal breakfast because she didn’t know what else to do. And when his knock came at her door, she still wasn’t prepared to face him. But she had to face him. Their time apart had come to an end. Bracing herself, she went to the door and opened it.

	“Good mowning, Mistwess,” he said in his sissy voice as he dropped his usual curtsey for her.

	Something inside of her still thrilled to see him do that, but today it was a muted thrill. “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she backed out of the way to let him in. She waited till he set his purse and diaper bag down under her table by the door, then she took his bag of empty baby bottles from him. She would never bother to check to see if the right number was there. Not today at least. She gave him the once over. “The pink earrings today,” she noted out loud. “They really are pretty.”

	“Thank you, Mistress,” he replied.

	She recognized that they were both just going through the usual dance – probably because neither of them knew what else to do. Continuing the situation, she sent him to climb up into his highchair. She followed him in and put the tray in place for him, then tied his bib around his neck. Should she really be doing this? But what else was there? The moment the bib was in place, she stood back to look at him. Was he smiling at her more than usual this morning? She couldn’t figure out why – if he was.

	She picked up the bowl of baby cereal with the tiny baby spoon already in it and carried it to him. She set it down on the tray. Was he smiling at her again? Why? She grabbed another baby bottle full of juice and brought that to him as well. Then she went back to grab her coffee and stand leaning against the counter to watch him – just as she usually did. But somehow, she wasn’t looking forward to watching him make a fool of himself this morning.

	Chad finally picked up the tiny spoon in his left fist like he was supposed to. He started to bring it toward the bowl of lousy baby cereal… and he stopped. He had to do something! He had to! He carefully set the spoon down on the tray and looked directly up at her. “Mistress,” he began in his sissy voice. “I just wanted to say how sorry I am again for what I said last night. I didn’t really mean it! I didn’t mean to hurt you at all. I didn’t want to do that… it just happened.” He looked down at the cereal in front of him. “I used to have the same problem with my wife… I mean my ex wife. I sometimes say things I don’t really mean.” He looked back up at her again, he felt so bad! “I just wanted you to know how really sorry I am about that!”

	Mel could see how emotional he seemed to be about it. She had no doubt at all that he really meant every word. But all that was secondary to her own need to patch things up with him. She barely realized she was heading toward him till she pulled one of the chairs out and sat down at the table near him.

	Apologizing was never easy, but she knew that she had to apologize for some of the things she had done to him. “I… I’ve been reckless,” she said before she even knew what she was going to say. “I’ve done things to you and hurt you in ways that… well, I can only imagine how they made you feel. I just thought that… everything I was doing was things you would actually love – deep down somewhere. And everything I was doing has been aimed at one thing and one thing only – so I can win this bet.” She looked down at the table. “And I’m afraid I still feel that way… that I have to win this bet, because…” But she couldn’t really put into words why she needed to win so badly – especially not to him. “Because…” She finally apologetically shrugged her shoulders. “Because I have to!”

	Chad heard her, but he didn’t really understand why she felt she should have to apologize to him. “But…” He searched for the right words to say. “But I’m the one who hurt you! I should have never said what I did last night! That was so wrong. It’s just that… just that…” But he didn’t know why he had done it. “Maybe I was just too tired last night,” he finally replied. “Yesterday was a particularly bad day. And I was hungry too.” He tried to smile. “Baby food doesn’t go very far. I guess I was just feeling sorry for myself. I know I shouldn’t do that. It’s not right! I’m not supposed to feel that way. So… I’m sorry,” he said again.

	Mel leaned back in her seat. He had been tired and upset. She had been out of sorts too. Together, everything combined to make things worse for both of them. “So what do we do about it?” she finally asked. “I guess that leads me back to my original question from last night. How do you feel about all the things I’ve been making you do? And…” She leaned forward, trying to find the right way to ask this question again. “And, how do you feel about me? Do you at least know that, despite everything I make you do, I do care for you?”

	It was hard to look her in the eye and say it. “Yes, I know that you care. It’s just that sometimes… when there’s so much other stuff going on… most of which is bad or disturbing… I guess it’s just hard to realize or remember that.”

	She understood – all too well. At least he was aware, on some level, that she cared. “So, where do we go from here?” She asked again. “What do we have to change?”

	He shook his head, then he thought some more and shook his head again. “I don’t really know. I guess… nothing.”

	“Nothing?”

	“As much as I hate to say it,” he grinned, “and I really do hate to say this… But despite all the stuff you make me do, and despite all the problems it’s causing – and will continue to cause, probably for the rest of my life – and despite all the pain – which I hate – you really are making me live what can only be described as a dream. You’re forcing me to do things I never would have been able to do before. The only problem is that all those things are getting harder and harder. But at the same time, I remember that the things that seem nothing to me now, were just as hard when we first started. So, because of you, I’m getting to do things I never imagined I’d be doing in real life – and all too many things I never imagined… period! So I guess my answer has to be, don’t change anything, because at least I know how things are supposed to work now. And if we change things, then I’ll probably be lost.”

	Mel thought about his answer. It wasn’t the answer she was expecting to hear – this morning. It had been mostly the answer she had wanted to hear last night. But now, after being so upset about everything, it was a very unexpected answer. “So we keep on exactly as we have been, or at least as my whims dictate… no matter what it’s going to do to you?”

	Chad closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He opened his eyes again. “Yes. Just as we have been.” Then he thought to add something. “But, maybe you can not pun…”

	Mel cut him off quickly. “If we’re going to go on like before, then you don’t get any say as to what I do and what I don’t do!” She put a wicked smile on her face. “So, it’s full steam ahead?”

	Chad paused then nodded, “Full steam ahead.” And he prayed that he would survive it.

	Mel felt so much better all of a sudden. Like a huge weight had been lifted off her shoulders. She leaned back in her chair again. “So, you said that yesterday was a bad day? Tell me about it.”

	Chad picked up his spoon again and started eating. Then he told her in detail how Robin was now starting to get on his case about using his girly voice all the time and how all the women were now teasing him about his upcoming date with Derek. Mel listened raptly to all of it, actually enjoying every word of it. She particularly got a kick when she found out that Robin had seen the picture of him from the poker game and what she had done with it!

	It was one of those moments when neither of them wanted the outside world to intrude. Consequently, neither of them realized that his breakfast was taking so long that he was going to be late getting to work.

	 


Chapter 41 (Thursday – week 6 Part 2 of 8)

	Robin was fretting. It was way past starting time and Sissy hadn’t come in yet. Had something happened to him… to ‘her?’ Should she call ‘her?’ It wasn’t like ‘her’ to be late for work – ever!

	A bit of noise from the cubicle next door reached her ears and she was out of her seat in a flash to check. “Sissy!” she said with relief the moment she saw ‘her.’ “Where have you been? Are you alright?”

	Chad pulled his cell phone out of his purse before he closed it up in his desk drawer. “I’m fine,” he replied. “I’m just running late today. Why, did anybody come looking for me?”

	“Are you kidding? You know that nobody ever comes down here. Well, almost never.”

	Chad was relieved. “So hopefully, nobody even knows I’m late,” he replied.

	Robin smiled. “Girly voice!” she reminded him. “And ‘I’ know you were late. Even though I don’t really care… much. Hey! New earrings again!”

	Chad turned his head back and forth so she could see them better.

	“I like them,” Robin declared.

	“Thanks,” Chad replied as he sank down into his chair.

	“Girly voice!” she reminded him again.

	Chad just rolled his eyes and still using his regular male voice asked, “Are you going to keep doing that all day?”

	Robin confidently leaned up against his desk and replied, “You better believe it!”

	Chad just rolled his eyes again. This was going to be another long day… he just knew it!

	Mel walked her client to the door, shook hands with him and said goodbye. As soon as the door closed behind him, she headed back towards her office, stopping by Andrea’s desk on the way.

	“You had a phone call while you were busy,” Andrea told her as she searched for and quickly found the small piece of paper with the message on it. “Are you taking up dancing or something? Because it’s from the dance clothing store at the mall. They said your order is in.”

	Mel smiled broadly. “I’m not taking up dancing, but someone else is.”

	“I wondered if that might be the case,” Andrea replied. “What are you getting him?”

	“Nothing special. Just some toe shoes and a tutu. I’ve already got the rest of his costume.”

	“Nothing special? So what are you planning on doing with it, have him put on a private little show?”

	Mel’s smile turned wicked. “That much is for certain. But actually, I was considering something a little more… public.”

	Andrea’s eyes went wide with surprise. “What?”

	“You don’t want to know!”

	“Wanna’ bet?”

	Chad stared at his computer screen and mentally went through the list of little jobs he had to do… or rather could possibly do, because none of them were that important. Basically, he really didn’t have any major jobs to work on at all. He had finished the list of things that Tom had passed onto him, so he was now free to pretty much do as he liked… as long as Tom didn’t find out that he had nothing much to do.

	“Break time, Sissy.” Robin called from the entrance to his cubicle.

	Chad turned his chair around, but didn’t get up. “Hay Robin,” he started. “Do you…”

	“Girly voice!” Robin reminded him.

	Chad rolled his eyes yet again. “Can we not play that game?”

	Robin went all the way into his cubicle. “It’s for your own good! And your female voice does need a lot of work. If you don’t get used to using it and stop using your male voice, then you’re never going to learn.”

	“So in other words, you’re going to stay on my case about it,” Chad noted – still with his male voice.

	“Girly voice!” Robin reminded him yet again. “Now say that again, like you’re supposed to!”

	Ugh! “So you intend to hound me forever about it!” Chad replied, finally in his girly voice.

	Robin smiled. “That’s much better. Now keep using it!”

	Chad just shook his head in disgust before he continued – in his girly voice. “What I was trying to ask was, if you have a lot of stuff to work on? Because I’m not really working on anything much except stuff that doesn’t really need to be done.”

	Robin shook her head and lowered her voice. “As long as you’re not going to tell anyone…” Chad just kept looking at her. “I haven’t had much to do for two days now. Just a few little things.”

	“That’s pretty rare,” Chad replied as he got out of his chair to go with her to break. “Both of us aren’t working on much of anything. I wonder if we should ask Tom about it.”

	“Are you kidding? I’m kind of enjoying not doing much.”

	“But I’m getting bored!” Chad replied.

	Robin giggled. “You can always work on your makeup techniques or check the dress sales like I do.”

	Chad made no reply. The truth was that one time he had gone onto the internet – just for a few minutes, to look at some dresses. Well, he was wearing them all the time now!

	The line for coffee was moderately long, but Chad walked right past everyone in line as soon as he spotted the doughnuts at the other end. He was already happily munching on one as he rejoined the line right behind Robin.

	“I don’t know how you do it!” Robin stated. “I work my ass off at the gym and eat nothing, and here you are eating doughnuts and you’re still losing weight! What kind of diet are you on anyway?”

	The first thing that came to mind for Chad was baby food. But of course he couldn’t mention that. “I don’t eat much at any other time,” he said as he stuffed more of the doughnut into his mouth.

	“You’re so lucky!” Robin replied as she stepped up to the coffee pot. “I never eat anything and I still keep gaining weight!”

	The table was moderately crowded, but Robin and Chad had no problem finding seats without pulling one up. Chad sat down and sipped his coffee as the women’s conversation droned on around him. He dared not say anything because it would have only led to further humiliation.

	“What do you think, Sissy?” Someone suddenly asked.

	Chad was startled. He had been lost in his own thoughts about what had happened between him and Mel earlier that morning and hadn’t really been listening. The last he remembered, the women had been talking about the latest fashions that were out. “About what?”

	“Girly voice!” at least three of them reminded him at the same time.

	Chad felt totally exasperated! They just weren’t going to let up – yet. “About what?” he repeated in his girly voice.

	“What do you mean, about what?”

	It was embarrassing to admit that he hadn’t been listening. “I mean, why ask me? What do I know?”

	“But that’s just the point,” the woman who had first asked the question replied. “You’re a man… sort of… or at least you used to be… or…”

	“Close enough!” another of the women supplied so she could continue.

	“I mean, you’ve got to have an opinion about what you like and what you don’t.”

	Chad hoped that they were still talking about fashion. “I haven’t really been paying that much attention to what’s new,” he replied.

	“How can you not?” another one asked.

	“But…” Chad continued. “I was kind of looking at some of the stuff that they’re putting on sale in a few of the stores, and…” he felt funny voicing his opinions on dresses, but… “and I kind of liked most of it.”

	“To wear, or to see someone else wearing?” Another woman asked.

	“Well, I certainly wouldn’t want to see a guy in any of it!” Chad replied.

	“I don’t know,” another woman replied, “I’ve been kind of enjoying seeing you in dresses and heels for a change. It’s nice to see a guy learn what we have to put up with!” There was some general laughter and agreement around the table.

	“That was supposed to be a joke,” Chad replied, forgetting to use his girly voice again.

	“Girly voice!” Robin and another woman reminded him again. The other woman giggled.

	“You’re just not going to let me be, are you?” Chad protested.

	“We never let up!” the woman replied, still giggling.

	But in the back of his mind, Chad was thinking that they had already let up on one or two things. For instance, they never asked him about the fictitious slogan on his non-existent t-shirt anymore. So, hopefully, eventually they might forget about this too. And that day couldn’t come soon enough!

	Chad sat at his desk and stared at the company phone sitting next to his computer. Should he, or shouldn’t he? On the one hand, it was nice to not have much to do for a change, but on the other hand… Giving in to the inevitable, he picked up the phone and called his boss. “Hi Tom, this is Cha… I mean, Sissy.” It hurt a bit to say that, but he had only said it because that’s what everyone was calling him now.

	Over the top of the wall, Chad heard Robin shouting, “Girly voice!” Which he promptly ignored.

	“So even you can’t get it straight,” Tom replied.

	“Well, it’s not that easy,” Chad explained. “And it’s kind of… embarrassing too.”

	“I didn’t pick the name, you did!”

	“Uh… I didn’t really get to pick it either. It was kind of… thrust on me.”

	“So what can I do for you?” Tom asked.

	“Um… I’ve kind of noticed that things have slacked off a bit here, work wise. I mean, I’ve got plenty to do, but… Do you know of any new projects coming though?”

	“Any particular reason you’re asking?”

	“No. I was just wondering.”

	“Well, just so you know, we’re trying to close a deal on doing a site for another company. But it will be a much smaller job than the last one that you and Robin had to tackle. We won’t know for sure about this one though till next week. Are you looking for something to do in the meantime?”

	“Uh… not really. No. I’ve got plenty to do here. I was just wondering, that’s all.”

	Over the top of the wall, Robin again shouted “Girly voice!” Chad wished she’d stop that. It was embarrassing.

	“Okay then. I’ll let you know the minute I hear anything else.”

	“Great Tom. Thanks.”

	“Girly voice!” Robin said once again.

	“I’m off the phone!” Chad yelled back in his male voice.

	Two seconds later, Robin was in his cubicle. “That’s not the point! You’ve got to stop talking like a man! It sounds ridiculous when you’re wearing a dress!”

	“Maybe,” Chad admitted, “but my ‘girly’ voice, as you put it, is pretty ridiculous too.”

	“Yeah it is, but if you’re trying to pass yourself off as a woman, it’s a lot better than your usual male voice! So what did Tom have to say?”

	“They’re trying to get something, but they won’t know about it till next week.”

	“Did he say if he was going to pass anymore work on to us?”

	“I told him we had plenty to do so I don’t think he’s going to.”

	“Good! Because I’m enjoying having nothing to do for a change.”

	Mel had to fight her way past the large tutu in her hands to find the keys in her purse. Even wrapped up, the thing was difficult to handle. With a press of the button on her key ring, the trunk of her car opened and she was able to put everything inside. She was glad to get the bulky thing out of her hands… but she couldn’t wait to get the darn thing onto Sissy. She was sure that it would make him feel horribly silly and humiliated, but she was also fairly sure that he would really absolutely love the silly thing. Of course, he might not really like what she had planned for him with it. But then, that was part of the fun of all this.

	A short while later, she was parking her car in a different parking lot, right next to Gloria’s car, which she noticed was empty. She hurried inside the restaurant to find her friend.

	“Well you seem to be smiling awfully broadly today,” Gloria noted as Mel sat down.

	“I just picked up a little something special for Sissy,” Mel exclaimed, “and I can’t wait to see him in it!”

	Gloria hesitated before she asked, unsure that she really wanted to know. “And what did you get him?”

	Mel actually blushed a bit. “A big tutu and some toe shoes to go with his pink and white ballet costume.”

	Gloria just nodded. She should have figured it would be something like that. “And who’s more excited about it, you or him?”

	“He hasn’t seen it yet, so I really don’t know. Of course, what he says about something and what he actually thinks are often two different things.”

	“Are you sure about that?” Gloria asked skeptically.

	That stopped Mel and actually wiped the broad grin off of her face. “Yeah. Fairly.”

	“I see. So I take it you had your little talk with him finally?”

	“You might say that.”

	“Uh huh. And what happened? It sounds like it didn’t go well.”

	It was a second before Mel could answer. “Not last night.”

	“Last night?”

	Mel had to stop to consider how to answer that one. “I think… we were both too out of sorts last night for that kind of discussion. He said some things in such a way that… I didn’t appreciate.”

	“In other words, he’s human.”

	Mel was a bit surprised. “Human?” A strange image of a mechanical Sissy robot pulled from her dream world that morning briefly flashed through her mind. “Of course he’s hu… Oh, you mean…”

	“I mean he’s not perfect all the time. That and with the way you treat him, he’s got to resent it sometimes.”

	“Maybe,” Mel replied. “Probably in fact. But he was falling all over himself to apologize to me this morning… and I kind of apologized to him too. We both felt really bad about last night.”

	“You did, huh? Both of you? And so now you’ve kissed and made up.”

	“We didn’t kiss!”

	“But you made up.”

	“Yeah.”

	“And the results?”

	Mel finally smiled again. “Full steam ahead – his decision actually. Full steam ahead!”

	Gloria had been afraid of just that. The two of them really sounded more like an old married couple than anything else! In some ways.

	 


Chapter 41 (Thursday – week 6 Part 3 of 8)

	The gym door loomed ahead of him. He stopped before he opened the door and just stared at it for a moment. Did he have the courage to face that darn receptionist again? But actually she was only a minor nuisance on the way to the only fun he was really allowed anymore – as long as Cassie was going to keep playing with his backside. And as long as the receptionist wasn’t going to be watching him, he was rather looking forward to that bit of stimulation today.

	He looked through the glass door and could see her watching him… expectantly? Probably. Summoning up his courage, he opened the door and trudged inside. He knew better now than to try to get out of it. He dropped her his usual curtsey and said hello to her in his sissy voice. He was rewarded by hearing her giggle at him.

	“Hi Sissy,” she said with a broad smile on her face. Then she leaned across the counter and got more serious. “Cassie says I have to ask your permission to go back and watch again today. So… can I? Can I… please?”

	Chad was totally aghast. That was the last thing that he wanted. Before he could answer, Cassie walked up from the back.

	“Have you asked him yet?” she asked Cindy.

	“Just now,” Cindy replied.

	Cassie looked to Chad. “So what is it? Yes or no?”

	“Oh please…” Cindy begged again before Chad had the chance to vehemently refuse.

	Chad shook his head. “I don’t think…”

	“But I promise I won’t hurt you this time! I won’t even touch you… unless you want me to that is.” She giggled some more.

	Chad shook his head again. “I don’t think it’s a good idea,” he finally got out – politely.

	But Cindy wasn’t about to be put off that fast. “But it would be a good idea for me to be there!”

	That surprised Chad. “Good idea? How could it possibly be good?”

	“What if Cassie can’t be here? What if she’s too busy? What if she’s sick? You still need someone to take care of you. And I can do that!”

	Chad was not just surprised, he was aghast! “But…”

	“It’s really a good idea,” Cindy continued. “You’d have a backup in case Cindy can’t help you. And I’m more than willing.”

	Chad had no doubt about that!

	“She does have a point,” Cassie added. “What if I can’t be here? Maybe it ‘would’ be a good idea.” But then she thought of something else. “Are you really sure about this?” she asked Cindy. “Some of this is rather… unpleasant, not to mention down right disgusting! And you’re going to have to take care of all of it. Are you prepared for that?”

	That stopped Cindy in her tracks. “You mean, he sometimes…”

	Cassie nodded. “Not very often, but it has happened. And it’s a major mess.”

	“But you said not very often, so hopefully I may never have to deal with it.”

	“Yes, but there are other aspects that you may find just as unpleasant that you’ll have to deal with every time. Unusual aspects.”

	The phrase “unusual aspects” registered on Cindy immediately and instantly got her curiosity up even higher. “Really? What?” she wanted to know.

	Cassie shook her head. “Things I can’t discuss here.”

	Chad was silently praying that Cindy would back off now. He didn’t want to imagine Cindy playing with his back end the way Cassie did. Well, he was curious about it, but he simply didn’t want Cindy there!

	Cindy turned things over in her mind very briefly. But now there was another aspect to the silly sissy here that she wanted to know about, an unusual one. She was more interested now than ever. “I still want to. More than ever now!” she declared boldly.

	“Okay Cindy. You’ve convinced me. You can watch again.” Cindy let out of squeal of delight. “Better go find someone to watch the desk while you’re back there.”

	Chad could feel himself backed into a corner he didn’t want to be in. What had happened to needing his permission? “But I thought…” But that’s as far as he got. He looked at Cassie in horror.

	Cassie just looked at him with a dominating smirk on her face. “And what say does a big sissy baby like you have in the matter?”

	Chad said nothing, because he knew he really had no say in the matter at all. Meekly, he followed Cassie back toward the little office they used every day. Cindy arrived excitedly just before they closed the door. He didn’t really want her in there at all!

	“Pull that shade down on the window,” Cassie told Cindy. She looked at Chad who wasn’t moving. “Aren’t you going to get undressed? Neither of us has all day.”

	Chad had a feeling that this wasn’t going to go very well at all. Not happy about matters, he began unfastening his skirt. As he removed each item of clothing, he had to listen to Cindy’s excited surprise over every little item he was wearing. Why did she have to be there? Finally, he was down to just his waist cincher, diapers, and plastic panties. He laid down on the floor to get changed – in front of Cindy again.

	Cassie usually prepared everything for Chad’s diaper change while he was undressing, but not today. Since Cindy was so fascinated with everything that Sissy was wearing, she put it off till she could get all of Cindy’s attention… or at least, more of it. Once Sissy was ready, she knelt down next to him and motioned for Cindy to do the same. She pulled the diaper bag next to her and opened it. “Everything you need is right in here,” she told Cindy. She reached into Sissy’s diaper bag and pulled out one of his baby bottles. Instead of handing it to Sissy, she handed it to Cindy instead. “Here, want to give this to him?”

	Cindy took the bottle delightedly. “Here comes your bottle, baby,” she crooned teasingly as she brought the nipple to his lips. Chad let it slip into his mouth and began sucking on it as he brought his hands up to hold the bottle. But Cindy wasn’t letting go. Was she going to hold it for him the whole time?

	“Let him hold it,” Cassie said as she sorted through the diaper bag.

	Cindy reluctantly relinquished her hold on the bottle. Chad felt a tiny bit better about the matter.

	Cassie stopped what she was doing and looked into the diaper bag, then up at Cindy. Then she suddenly passed the diaper bag over to her. “Here. You want to learn how to take care of him? Then you should do this.”

	Cindy squealed again with excitement.

	Chad took the bottle out of his mouth to protest, but one determined look from Cassie stopped him. He put the bottle back in his mouth and began drinking again. Oh great! Now the stupid receptionist was actually going to change him! Not good!

	“You’re going to need two of those disposables,” Cassie told Cindy. “There’s a small pair of scissors in the bag, but I usually use the better ones on the desk there. You’re going to have to cut the lining of one of them.” She guided Cindy though her usual process of preparing the fresh diapers for Sissy.

	All too soon, Chad felt Cindy pulling down his plastic panties… down his legs and off of his feet. Under Cassie’s guidance, she pulled open his soaked diapers. She didn’t do much else for a moment as she looked closely at his plastic enclosed penis.

	“It’s so small,” Cindy remarked to Cassie. “Is it always like that?”

	“It has been for a while now. But of course, as you can see, that thing won’t let it get much bigger.”

	“But there is still some room in it.” Cindy noted.

	Cassie smiled. “And that’s just the way it’s supposed to stay.”

	But with Cindy now working on him, for some unknown reason, Chad was beginning to feel the faint bite of the teeth inside that chastity device – warning him, threatening him, reminding him of what might happen if he started to get the least bit hard again. But that was something totally out of Chad’s control. He did his very, very best to lay back and ignore what was happening to him below his waist.

	Chad closed his eyes and felt someone wiping off his front side. He tried to convince himself that it was Cassie doing it, but that was difficult since Cassie was constantly telling Cindy how to do everything. And then the soaked diapers under him were removed and he set his bottom back down on two fresh dry ones.

	“Okay Sissy. Roll over,” Cassie directed.

	Chad set his baby bottle down and rolled over. Was Cassie going to have Cindy play with him… like she did? He worried about that the entire time she was wiping his backside clean. And then came the baby lotion being applied. Not massaged into him like Cassie did, just… applied. Wiped onto him. It was with relief that he next heard Cassie telling Cindy about the stupid suppositories and what she was going to have to do with them. He was glad to hear Cindy make an exclamation of how awful it sounded, but the stupid girl plucked up her courage and took the lousy jar anyway. A moment later, he could feel her cautiously trying to insert the miserable thing up into his rectum.

	“How do I get it in?” Cindy started to say, then all of a sudden her finger and the pill went up inside of him. “Oh!” she exclaimed with surprise as she pulled her finger back out again, leaving the suppository just inside of him.

	“You’re going to have to push it all the way in… up as far as you can reach.” Cassie told her.

	“Do I have to?” Cindy asked as she held her finger up, thinking only how gross it was and wondering how long it would be till she could wash her hands.

	“You’re the one who wanted to do this,” Cassie reminded her. “I told you that there were some unusual aspects to all of this.”

	Instead of saying anything, Cindy put her finger back down on his little hole and pushed a bit, trying to get it inside. “I’m not hurting him doing this, am I?”

	“No. In fact, he rather likes it!”

	Very slowly and cautiously, Cindy stuck her finger all the way up into him as far as she could, pushing the little pill up further and further. Ewww! Then, very quickly, she pulled her finger back out again. Cassie handed her a wipe so she could wipe her hand off again. Cindy was surprised that her finger had come out of him… relatively… clean. She had expected it to be all brown and totally disgusting. But as she wiped her finger off along with the rest of her hand, she looked down at his backside and thought about what it was that the suppositories were supposed to do. “But with that thing up inside of him, won’t it make him…” She paused, trying to find a polite way to say it.

	“Absolutely,” Cassie replied. “That’s the whole point.”

	“And he gets one every day?” Cindy asked.

	“Actually, he gets one now and one before he goes to bed every night too.”

	Then Cindy wondered something else. “How long before they start working? I mean, will he, you know, before I get him diapered again?”

	Cassie almost laughed. “No. But I’m not really sure how long before it goes to work.” She turned to Sissy. “How long before these things usually do their thing?”

	Chad answered, but it was reluctantly. “It usually takes a couple of hours now. I suddenly find myself with… problems, by mid afternoon.”

	“So who changes you then?” Cindy asked.

	“Nobody, not till I can get home after work and take a shower.”

	Cindy giggled. “So you’re stuck in messy diapers every day?”

	“Unfortunately.”

	Cindy giggled again. “Poor baby,” she said to him.

	“Okay, Sissy. Time to roll back over again.”

	Chad rolled back over and picked up his baby bottle again while Cassie directed Cindy in how to tape both diapers up. Then his plastic panties were pulled up onto him again.

	“You’ll usually have to wait a few minutes till he finishes his bottle,” Cassie told Cindy. He has to finish it before he can get out of here.”

	Cindy just laughed. “What a big baby!”

	Mel checked her messages after lunch and found one from Cassie asking her to call. That was nothing new, Cassie called almost every day. Mel found that sometimes she enjoyed the break from thinking about her work cases. But she had a few minutes now so she tried to reach Cassie back again. She was rewarded to hear Cassie answer her phone. “Hi Cassie. What’s up?” Mel asked.

	“Hey Mel. I just wanted to tell you about what happened today… before you could hear about it from anywhere, or anyone, else.”

	Mel was immediately a bit anxious about what Cassie was going to say. It sounded like trouble! “Okay… What happened? What did he do now?”

	“Him? Nothing. Me, on the other hand, well... Remember our little receptionist Cindy that I allowed to watch a bit before?”

	“Yeah,” Mel returned cautiously.

	“Well, I let her convince me to let her watch again. But she kind of suggested that it would be a good idea because if I’m not available for some reason, then she would be available to change him. You know?”

	“Okay… I’m with you so far. So you let her watch again?”

	“More than that, I let her actually do the work. I had her change him while I told her what to do.”

	“I see…” Mel replied as she tried to think about the whole situation. “And what did Sissy seem to think of the idea. Did it seem to excite him?”

	“Not exactly. And he wasn’t too pleased about it at all.”

	“But he let her do it.”

	“I didn’t exactly give him a choice in the matter.”

	“Okay…” Mel replied as she digested that too.

	“And how did she do?”

	“Basically, she did just fine. I didn’t mention any of the ‘other’ stuff I usually do with him, but I did make her shove one of his suppositories up inside of him since it was his day to get one. I didn’t tell her though that he doesn’t get them every day anymore. I didn’t want to take the chance that she might tell him. So please don’t be mad at me. You said to use my own judgment on the matter.”

	“Oh, I’m not mad at all,” Mel replied as she fully digested everything that Cassie had told her. “It sounds like it all went just fine, so I guess that now Sissy will have one more thing to worry about, or maybe look forward to, when he goes in there. You did say that she likes to tease him. Maybe it will prove to be… interesting for him in the future.”

	“Maybe,” Cassie agreed. “And besides, like she pointed out, now there’s someone else here besides me who can take care of him… if necessary.
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	“Sissy…” Robin called over the wall. “What are you doing?”

	Chad almost yelled back ‘nothing!’ but he stopped himself just in time. It wouldn’t be good to be yelling that – just in case anyone else might hear it. “Working!” he yelled back. “Why?”

	“Girly voice, Sissy. You’ve got to use your girly voice!”

	“It’s hard to yell that way.”

	“It doesn’t matter! You need to get used to it in all situations.”

	“So what do you want?” Chad yelled back – in his high pitched voice. What a pain!

	“Come look at this.”

	Tired of yelling over the wall, Chad got up from his seat to see what she wanted. He really didn’t have anything better to do anyway.

	“What is it?” he asked as he walked into her cubicle.

	“Look at this,” Robin said. “This store just posted the latest dresses they got in.”

	The major part of Chad really was interested, but there was still something in him that made him hold back – male pride perhaps. “And why should I be interested?”

	“Geez! You really have a long way to go,” Robin replied – something she had said many times to him before. “I just thought that you’d enjoy looking at them. Besides, maybe you’ll find something good for your date with Derek this weekend.”

	His date with Derek! The one thing he didn’t want to be reminded of! “I don’t think I need anything special for that.”

	“So? It never hurts to look does it?”

	Chad didn’t want to admit that he had been filling some time at his own desk looking at shoes. “I guess not,” he replied.

	She looked at him. “You know, maybe if you tried softening your voice a bit, then it might sound better. I mean, the higher pitch is one thing, but you’ve got to start working on making it sound better now.”

	“Softer?” Chad asked, dropping his voice to almost a whisper.

	“Not that way! Just not as harsh! Try it!”

	Chad wasn’t really sure that it was what Mel wanted, but he tried. “Is this better?” he asked, trying to take some of the edge out of his ‘girly’ voice.

	Robin just looked at him. “I think so… Maybe… It’s a step in the right direction anyway. Why don’t you go get your chair and we’ll look at these dresses together. See if there’s anything you like. Then you can practice talking a bit more… femininely.”

	Chad didn’t know what he should really do, but knowing Robin, he wasn’t going to have an easy time getting out of it. So he left momentarily and came back pushing his chair ahead of him. Together they sat and discussed each and every dress, one at a time. Robin constantly tried to figure out little ways to make his voice sound better. By the time they reached the last dress – an hour later, he was sounding a bit better, but only a bit.

	Mel sat on the toilet and glanced down to check the pad protecting her panties from the ravages of her period. It was obviously soaked. Time to change it – again! Ugh! She hated her periods… mostly. Unfortunately, they were all part of being a woman. Why couldn’t men have at least a similar problem to deal with every month?

	She briefly toyed with the idea of making Sissy go through some kind of monthly period, but she quickly abandoned the idea. The total lack of control she had over her bloody mess – wasn’t that pretty much like the total lack of control she was trying to create in him – permanently? And pads would never be enough for what Sissy was experiencing. Sometimes, three heavy diapers weren’t enough. No, what Sissy was feeling was probably much worse.

	Of course, there were the cramps and bloating issues to deal with. But the cramps were probably nothing compared to the pain she inflicted on him – and not just once a month. And the bloating? Well, she was forcing him to drink a fairly extreme amount of liquids all the time. She had no doubt that despite all the weight he still seemed to be losing, his body was probably overly waterlogged to boot.

	But at least her period was slowing down now. It wouldn’t be long till it was over – at least for the next month. She looked forward to it ending. Of course there were also the fringe benefits of no period to think about too. Like a little sexual stimulation from Sissy’s talented tongue. That thought made her smile! And from somewhere in the back of her brain, she remembered a phrase that Cassie had said to her last month – “If you’re not making a mess, then you’re not having sex!” That stopped her in her tracks. Could she really do that with him? Did she dare? Even now, when she still had another day or so to go? She almost giggled. There was nothing there that would really hurt him. In fact, since she blindfolded him every time, he might not ever know! Did she dare? The thought did kind of turn her on. This time, she did giggle out loud.

	“Break time!” Robin called from the entrance to Chad’s cubicle.

	Chad turned in his seat. “Good! I could use a break,” he replied in his usual male voice.

	“From what?”

	“From doing nothing!”

	Robin giggled. “Hey! Say that again, but try to make it sound better.”

	“Can’t we just go to break?”

	“Come on! I’m trying to help you! The least you could do is to try to cooperate a little!”

	Ugh! “What did you want me to say again?”

	“Anything!” Robin shook her head. “Never mind, let’s just go!”

	Chad mentally cheered. Had he actually won that round? He got up and followed Robin out into the hallway.

	They were early enough that the break room wasn’t crowded at all when they got there. Chad and Robin each poured their coffee and were the first to sit down at the women’s table. Chad sipped his drink and watched as some of the usual women entered the room. It was amazing how many of these women he knew now… although most of them he associated with how much they liked to tease him. Still, he guessed that each of them was now a friend… of sorts. He was still embarrassed about being “one of them.” Even if he wasn’t really. But he was sitting there in a skirt and blouse – just like… some of them – because the majority of them wore nice pants to work.

	“Hi Robin. Hi Sissy,” one of the women greeted them as she walked up with her coffee and sat down. She was quickly joined by two more, then three more, then… more. Within minutes, the table was buzzing with different conversations. Chad tried his best to stay out of most of it, but there were times when some of them would ask for his opinion on something or just made a dumb comment about something. And the odd thing that Chad noticed, was that for once, they all seemed to be friendly. None of them were teasing him… yet.

	And then his eye just happened to catch Derek walking into the break room. He saw Derek glance at the table full of women, and then at him. Derek stopped dead and stared at him for a second, then turned around and walked out again. Chad suddenly felt bad. He had no doubt that Derek had left just to avoid him.

	“Hey, wasn’t that Derek?” one of the women asked.

	“Yeah, he just turned and left,” another woman relied. “I wonder why he did that?”

	Robin looked at Chad. “Why don’t you go after him?”

	“Why would I want to do that?” Actually Chad was glad that Derek had left. He didn’t want to be seen with him any more than necessary either. The rumors and teasing were already too much.

	“Well,” another woman replied. “Aren’t you supposed to be his girlfriend?”

	“I’m not his girlfriend!” Chad replied. “We’re just stuck having to go out on a date together… and I don’t think either of us is happy about it.”

	“You’re not his girlfriend?” one of the women noted. “But you’re his friend, and right now, you’re certainly the girl in the relationship. Am I wrong?”

	Chad looked for a way out of that argument and quickly realized that anything he said would probably turn out bad. “Well, I guess that’s sort of true. But I’m not really his girlfriend.”

	“Sure you are Honey. Now why don’t you start acting like a girl and go after him? You don’t want him to think you’re not interested, do you?”

	Go after him? They wanted him to go after him? “He shook his head, then smiled broadly. “I’m playing hard to get.” He replied. “Let him come to me.” His answer brought a round of laughter from most of the table.

	“Hey Sissy,” another of the women said. “It sounds like your voice is starting to get a little better.”

	“It still has a long way to go though!” another woman added.

	“Yeah, but I think it does sound better,” the first woman replied.

	“We’ve been working on it a bit,” Robin explained. “The problem is though, that he doesn’t want to keep trying!”

	“It’s difficult!” Chad complained. “Not to mention embarrassing.”

	“Honey, you think wearing a dress and sounding like a man isn’t embarrassing enough?” one of the women asked. “And who ever said that being a woman was easy?” There was some general laughter and agreement around the table.

	“You should try it from my perspective,” Chad muttered.

	“Well if you’re trying to live your life from our perspective, then try listening to your heart a bit more. Try acting like a woman more. That man is definitely fine! So go get him! Let him know that you like him.”

	Chad quickly realized that this was starting to go exactly where he didn’t want to go. “But I’m not really his girlfriend. We’re just friends.”

	“Don’t matter Honey. Relationships are important to a woman! Any relationship. If I were you, I’d get my panty covered fanny out there and make sure you and he are still good!”

	Panty covered fanny? If she only knew what he was really wearing on his fanny! “But we are good!”

	“Didn’t look like it to me! Like I said, relationships are important. If you want to be the girl, then you go make sure that he knows things are still okay.”

	“She’s right, you know,” Robin added. “You should go and make sure that he’s not mad at you.”

	“I feel like you’re all trying to get rid of me,” Chad complained.

	“Honey, we’re trying to help you! Now get!”

	Chad sighed, this wasn’t a good idea. He got up from his chair though to do as they suggested. “See you all later.”

	“Go get him, girl!” one of the women called after him.

	Chad wasn’t sure but he thought he heard more laughter behind him. He was supposed to be the girl in the relationship? Well, he supposed that that part was true. He just wasn’t used to having to act like a girl… not that he’d really have the first clue as to how.

	As he left the break room, he wondered where Derek had gone. Probably back to his desk upstairs. He wasn’t about to go all the way up there… period! Chad half heartedly searched the hallways for Derek – on his way straight back to his own desk. He really had no intention of talking to Derek. He knew perfectly well how Derek felt about the situation because it was exactly how he felt. But as he passed the doors across from the elevator, he noticed someone standing just outside leaning up against the wall. Even from behind, he could tell that it was Derek. Should he go out there, or not? Was it really a girl thing to want to patch things up? Not that there was anything wrong between them to begin with. But he could tell that Derek wasn’t exactly happy. Before he knew what he was doing, he was opening the door and walking outside.

	“Hey, Derek,” He said… cautiously, in his male voice.

	Derek looked up at him in annoyance. “You want something?”

	“I just want to make sure that you’re not totally mad at me,” Chad replied. “I’m not too thrilled about this date situation either.”

	“Yeah, well trust me, it’s even more embarrassing from my point of view,” he replied. “I mean, look at you, you’re obviously okay with going out with anybody at all!”

	“Not really.”

	“Well, at least you don’t care what gender they are then. You are the one wearing the skirt here.”

	Unfortunately, Chad couldn’t deny that part at all. From Derek’s point of view, he was probably completely right… even if he was really wrong. Chad was suddenly more aware of the skirt around his legs and the way that he was dressed than ever. “I know it looks that way, but… things aren’t always what they seem. I’m not interested in going out with guys.”

	Derek shook his head. “It doesn’t matter. With the way you’re dressed, nobody would ever think twice about who you’re with!”

	Chad couldn’t deny that statement either. “I just wanted to make sure you’re not avoiding me because of this stupid date we’re stuck with.”

	“I was,” Derek replied. “You have no idea the amount of teasing that Ray has been heaping on me over this. You don’t have to put up with that problem at all!”

	“I have every woman in the company teasing me and riding my ass instead. Not just one person, a lot of people.”

	Derek looked at him. “You’re kidding? They’re teasing you about it?”

	“Constantly!”

	Derek smiled. “I’m glad it’s not just me then.”

	“I just don’t want you to have to walk out of the room if I happen to be there,” Chad said.

	Derek nodded. “Thanks, but for now, it may be better if I do.”

	Chad nodded disappointedly. “I understand. Is there anything I can do to help?”

	“Other than not be anywhere I’m going? I don’t think so.”

	“That’s going to be hard. I don’t want you to not be able to use the break room. We were doing fine till this stupid date thing popped up – although the women were all teasing me even before that about me and you.”

	“You’re kidding!”

	“No, but that’s just women. They have to have something like that to talk about all the time. Relationships are more important to women than to men.”

	“I guess you should know… now.”

	Chad was about to deny that, but wasn’t that the reason he was taking to Derek now? “I’m… learning,” he finally replied. “I guess I still have a lot to learn about women… or even about being one.”

	“Well, good luck with that. I can’t help you there.”

	Chad smiled. “I guess not.”

	“You know though…”

	“Yeah,”

	“You could try being a bit more… consistent.”

	“Consistent?”

	“Yeah. I mean, look… You’re out here wearing a skirt and heels, and you’re talking to me like a man. At least, I mean, you’re talking in your old male voice. By the way, weren’t you supposed to be trying to stop that? It makes me feel funny to be talking to you when you look like a woman, but then you open your mouth and I hear the old you instead!”

	Chad actually blushed. “Sorry,” he replied, this time in his new, more feminine, girly voice. “I thought it would make you feel… more at ease.”

	“Yeah, I get it. But it just seems weird. You know?”

	“Yeah, I guess so.”

	“And then there’s the way you dress.”

	Chad was surprised. He quickly looked down at what he was wearing. “What’s wrong with it, other than the fact that it’s totally feminine?”

	Derek shook his head. “It’s not that! You look fine – now! I guess anyway, for what you’re trying to do. It’s… well… the other night. What was with the crazy way you were dressed then? It was stupid! What were you trying to do?” He shook his head. “I sure hope you’re not going to dress like that for our date Sunday.”

	The problem was that Chad couldn’t really guarantee that at all. Knowing Mel, she might come up with anything! “Sorry, no guarantees,” he replied.

	Derek rolled his eyes. “Think about it! For my sake! Please! Don’t make things any worse than they already are.”

	Chad just nodded. “I’ll… think about it.” Unfortunately, it was a matter he knew he would have no say in whatsoever. “So… Are we good then? I mean, still friends?”

	Derek just looked at him, but finally nodded. “Yeah, still friends. I just wish you hadn’t… changed.”

	Chad hung his head sheepishly. “Sorry,” he replied. “It kind of caught me by surprise too.”

	Derek just shook his head. “I don’t think I’ll ever understand.”

	“It’s okay. I don’t expect you to. Just don’t hit me when we’re together,” he joked.

	This time Derek smiled. “If you can’t guarantee what you’ll be wearing for that date, then I’m not going to guarantee that!”

	Robin had almost missed seeing Sissy and Derek talking together outside. She desperately wished she could eavesdrop on that conversation, but that was out of the question. So she waited inside across the hallway for him. Finally she saw the two of them shaking hands together and together they turned and walked back inside. It was the handshake that bothered her though – it was all wrong! She shook her head at Chad the minute they got through the door. “I guess you two are still friends?” she asked.

	“Yeah, we’re good,” Sissy replied. “There was never any doubt.” He looked up at Derek for confirmation. Derek’s non-spoken shrug left a bit of doubt though.

	Robin looked back to Sissy and shook her head again at him. “You really have an awful lot to learn!”

	“What now?” Sissy asked. “I thought I was doing pretty well.”

	“Women don’t shake hands like you two just did. In fact, what you probably should have done was to give him a small hug instead. But even shaking hands, you shouldn’t do it like a man!”

	Derek looked down at Sissy. “I see what you mean about them being on your case all the time. And just for the record. I’m glad you didn’t try to hug me, because then I might have had to hit you for it!”

	Chad would have laughed his comment off, but just then the stupid suppository that Cindy had put up inside of him at the gym earlier decided to do its thing. Without warning, he suddenly felt his insides rushing out into his diaper.

	“Hey,” Derek exclaimed, seeing the look on Sissy’s face, “I didn’t really mean it… it was just a joke… sort of.”

	“It’s okay,” Sissy replied, carefully trying to not show what was really happening. “It just kind of caught me by surprise.” He just wasn’t going to mention what that ‘it’ really was.

	After Derek left, Robin said, “You know, you did go white as a sheet there for a moment. But then, I guess I might too if someone that big threatened to hit me.”

	There was no way that Chad could tell her anything about what had really happened. “Like I said, it just kind of caught me by surprise.”
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	A little while later, Chad was staring at his computer screen, wondering what to do with his free time. Hoping that Robin would stay away for a while, he opened up the spreadsheet that he kept for tracking his progress on the bet. Next to today’s date, he noticed that there were still 22 days to go. He couldn’t decide if that seemed like a lot or a little.

	He moved up to yesterday’s date, to the column where he kept track of how long he had managed to hold back. The row for the day before said twelve minutes, the first time he had shown improvement in a while. But what should he put down for yesterday? Unfortunately, it wasn’t twelve minutes again. He pretty much knew the exact amount of time he had managed yesterday, but should he round it up? It would certainly sound better. Of course, since he hadn’t managed to make the full minute, he could also round the number down just as well. In the end, he opted for the amount of time he remembered. He hated putting the number down but he did… nine and a half minutes. Two and a half minutes less than the day before.

	What had happened? Once again he seemed to be on a downward trend, and this time he had lost another two and a half minutes. What was happening? It was Mel… and her stupid diaper games. They were really taking a toll on him. But for the life of him, he didn’t know what he could do about it. He just prayed that in the end, his body would do like it always did and bounce back quickly – very quickly. Otherwise…

	He closed the spreadsheet because he didn’t want to think about the consequences at all. But now what was he supposed to do with the rest of his afternoon? His mind pulled up an image he had seen on the internet of some interesting shoes. Having nothing better to do, he went in search of them.

	Chad was yawning when he heard his cell phone ring. It was almost quitting time. Almost time to go home. He quickly dug his phone out and glanced at who was calling – Mel! “Hello?” he said, for once not afraid to use his ‘girly’ voice.

	“Well, I must say, it’s a pleasure to not hear your stupid masculine voice when you answer for once. Although I’d much rather hear your sissy voice than your girly voice. But it is a definite improvement.”

	“Thank you,” he replied. He had almost added ‘Mistress.’ He was glad that he had caught himself in time.

	“I just wanted to remind you that we have our therapy session tonight. So make sure you get home and cleaned up fast. I’d like to have plenty of time for dinner.”

	“I remember… And I’m looking forward to it.” The relaxation therapy sessions were by far one of the best things in his life now. He always looked forward to them.

	“Good. I shouldn’t be late tonight. Don’t forget to phone me when you’re ready to put your one diaper on again. See you at home.”

	Chad suddenly found himself holding a dead phone. She hadn’t even bothered to say goodbye. One diaper again – the same as usual now. Ugh! How was he supposed to get his diaper leaking if they were going to be out most of the night? And if he did manage to make it leak, what then? Was she going to change him during the therapy session… or heaven forbid – in the restaurant? It was crazy!

	Still, he was looking forward to getting out of work and to the evening to come. He wanted the therapy session… but more than that, he wanted a good dinner… and more than that, he wanted to get changed out of his miserable messy diaper!

	Mel’s cell phone rang as she was walking out of the office to her car. “Hello?” she said. Her arms were full so she didn’t bother looking to see who was calling.

	“Hello, Mistress,” Sissy replied – in his sissy voice.

	“Sissy,” Mel replied delightedly. “I was just leaving.”

	“I’m just ready to put my diaper back on,” he replied.

	Mel struggled past the things in her arms and glanced at her watch. “Okay, Sissy. You know the drill. An hour and forty five!”

	“Yes Mistress,” Chad replied.

	“See you in a few minutes,” Mel said, then closed her phone.

	When Mel finally got home, she didn’t bother going into her own apartment, she went straight into his, hoping that he would be ready, or at least almost ready. She found him touching up his makeup and getting ready to go. Perfect! He dropped his usual curtsey and said his little greeting as soon as he realized she was there. Also perfect! The sight of him curtseying to her like that never ceased to thrill her. Maybe it was the fact that Sissy was really a man that did it to her, or maybe it was just the respect that it showed. Either way, she absolutely loved it. “Are you ready?” she asked.

	“Just now, Mistress,” Sissy replied in his sissy voice.

	Mel took a few steps toward his door, then stopped. She turned to him again. “Show me your diaper!” she commanded quickly.

	The command at that time caught him off guard, but he grabbed his skirt as fast as he could and did everything possible to yank it up as high as he could. The tightness of the straight skirt didn’t really help matters any.

	“At least you tried,” Mel told him. “Next time, try harder! She checked his diaper then. She wasn’t totally sure, but she thought he might have wet it a tiny bit already. “Okay, Sissy. Drop it and let’s get some dinner. I’m starving!”

	Chad could only agree, he was hungry, and he was betting that he was a whole lot hungrier than she was!

	The thrill of the gym being something new had already worn off to Robin as she trudged her way inside and hurried to the locker room. The woman she had talked with last time was already there and Robin happily said hi to her and selected a locker close by. The two exchanged a few chatty comments as they changed before Robin asked her big question. “Last time you told me that Darla would know something about the guy who comes here. Is she here yet?”

	The woman looked around. “I don’t see her, but I’ll let you know the minute I do.”

	“Great!” Robin replied, although she was actually disappointed that the one person she wanted to talk to the most was the one person who she could never find.

	The aerobics class was as grueling as ever! But despite the fact that Robin was sure that the instructor was trying to kill them, she kept at it. While the routines were becoming more familiar to her and easier to do, her strength still hadn’t caught up to most of the others in the class yet.

	She was sweating and hot and miserable by the end of the class – which was exactly when her new friend pointed out a woman in the back of the room who had come in late.

	“That’s Darla,” the woman said simply. “You might want to catch her now before she gets out of here.”

	Darla turned out to be a slightly older looking woman than most of the others in the room. Despite how tired and miserable she felt, Robin hurried over to her. “Are you Darla?” she asked.

	The woman turned to her with a broad smile. “Yes?”

	Robin was immediately struck by something odd about the way she had said ‘yes.’ “Hi, I’m Robin,” she replied, introducing herself. “I was told that you might be able to tell me something about the guy who shows up here at lunchtimes?”

	“Oh him!” Darla replied with more than a hint of amusement as a huge grin lit up her face. “Cheekiest fun I’ve had since I’ve been in your country.”

	Robin was immediately struck by Darla’s strong British accent. Cheekiest? But before she could ask more, Darla’s cell phone began buzzing.

	Darla’s smile instantly turned to annoyance at the interruption from her phone. “Oh let me tell you, he was such fun!” she continued to Robin as she dug the phone out of her bag. “I’ll never forget it!” She pushed a button on the phone and put it to her ear. “Hello?”

	Robin wondered again exactly what she had meant by “cheekiest”… and she’ll never forget what? She listened as Darla talked into her phone. Darla’s face seemed to grow more and more concerned.

	“Oh no!” Darla suddenly exclaimed. “No! Don’t do anything! I’ll be there as fast as I can!” She hung up her phone.

	“Never forget what?” Robin asked.

	But Darla was in too much a hurry. “I don’t have time right now,” she apologized as she quickly gathered up her things.

	Before Robin could ask anything else, the woman took off at nearly a run. Foiled again! She had gotten closer, but she still had no answers. And what did the woman mean about never forgetting it? And… cheekiest?

	 


Chapter 41 (Thursday – week 6 Part 6 of 8)

	The restaurant was the same one they went to every week, which only figured since it wasn’t too far from Gloria’s office. The fact that the food was also good didn’t hurt matters either. Chad half expected her to demand that he bring his baby bottle in with him this time like she had the last few times, but she never mentioned it… and he wasn’t about to mention it either!

	The hostess inside appeared to recognize them the minute they walked in. Chad figured that she ought to… most of the staff seemed to know them pretty well now. As the hostess reached to grab the menus, she stopped and turned back toward Mel. “Another coloring book?”

	“Definitely!” Mel replied.

	With a smile the hostess picked up one adult menu, one child’s menu, and grabbed a small box of crayons from a basket nearby. “Follow me,” she said with her usual charming smile.

	As they followed her towards the back of the restaurant, Chad didn’t feel like he was getting as many strange looks from the other customers. He did see several of the staff members looking him over though. But they weren’t the close-study kind of looks he usually got. It was more the “Oh he’s here again,” kind of look. Curious, but they had seen it before. It actually made him feel more comfortable.

	The same waitress who had served them last week was there the moment they sat down. Chad saw her looking around at the table and at him, and she seemed a bit disappointed. “Can I get you something to drink?” she asked.

	“I’ll have coffee,” Mel replied, “and I want five large glasses of iced tea for her.”

	“Five?” the waitress seemed shocked. “Suppose I just bring, uh, her, one and then keep filling it. Will that be okay?”

	“No, I want to see five large glasses of tea on the table – as soon as possible please.” The girl still seemed shocked, but she finally acquiesced and left to get the drinks.

	Chad was a bit in shock. Five large drinks? She had to be kidding.

	Mel saw him staring in surprise at her. “I’m only trying to help,” she explained. “You can’t very well keep to your wetting schedule if you don’t have enough to drink. And I had better see every one of those glasses empty before we leave… and you know I don’t want to be late!”

	Chad just said nothing. He merely gulped a bit. He would be literally pouring the drinks down his throat the entire time they were there. And holding back? He could just about forget that! It would be impossible.

	Mel glanced down toward the coloring book and crayons in front of him. “You might want to get busy with that again,” she said as a slight smile crept to her lips.

	Chad grabbed the box of crayons and dumped them out on the table – all three. He opened the child’s menu / coloring book to the first page and grabbed a blue crayon to start coloring in the sky. Mel watched him as he was about to color the sky blue like normal, but before he could start… “Why are you using that color?” she asked.

	“For the sky,” he replied.

	Mel shook her head. “Try mixing the colors up instead. Wherever possible, don’t use the right color anymore.”

	Chad was surprised again. Don’t use the right color? But he dropped the blue crayon and picked up a red one instead. Red sky. He supposed he’d probably use the green one for skin color.

	“Don’t stay in the lines so much,” Mel suggested. “You can probably get more done if you hurry more too.”

	She was making an embarrassing situation worse. Much worse. His previous drawings had looked childish – mostly because he had been drinking from his baby bottle while he did them. But now that he could do a better job, she was making sure that he wouldn’t.

	The waitress came back and set a tray full of drinks down on the table. She set Mel’s coffee in front of her then started setting large glasses of iced tea down in front of Chad. “There, five glasses,” she said as she finished.

	“Excellent,” Mel replied. “I’m sure that will keep her busy for a while.”

	“Are you ready to order?” the waitress asked.

	Mel nodded and ordered a steak with a baked potato and vegetables for herself. “No salad this time,” she told the waitress. “And she’ll have the kid’s steak please. French fries with that.”

	“Would you like a salad for… her?”

	Mel seemed to consider it. “No, not this time. I don’t think she can eat that much and it would only be wasted.”

	The waitress nodded and left. Chad was just glad that he was getting steak, something good that he could actually chew, even if it was a child’s steak. Of course, she was probably right, he probably couldn’t eat much more than the kid’s portion anymore. And last week he had even had trouble finishing that.

	“You haven’t touched your drinks yet,” Mel noted. “Don’t forget, they have to be finished.”

	Chad immediately picked up one of the large glasses of tea. The glass was very large and heavy, but he took a few large gulps of it before putting it back down on the table so he could start coloring again.

	“You might want to use two hands whenever you pick up one of those glasses,” Mel suggested. “You wouldn’t want to drop one and spill it!”

	Chad understood. She wanted him to use both hands whenever he picked one up – just like a child would have to do. But at least it wasn’t a stupid baby bottle. And the best part was that it looked like the waitress had put lots of ice in each glass. Lots of ice meant less tea he would have to drink. He grabbed his crayon again so he could color a little more.

	“So how was your day?” Mel asked.

	How was his day? All his days were difficult… not to mention humiliating. “Difficult,” he finally replied.

	“In what way?”

	She would have to ask. Still coloring, he replied, “Well, for starters, Robin decided that if I worked on my girly voice more, then maybe it would start sounding better.”

	The Robin woman again! She was the last person that Mel wanted to hear about. Carefully controlling her voice, Mel asked, “What did she do?”

	“She kept making all these little suggestions on how to make it sound more like a woman. And she made me keep practicing it.”

	Mel’s head instantly filled with an image of Robin, the blond bombshell, sitting on his lap, her arm around his neck, giving him little suggestions as they talked back and forth. Urrrggghhh!!! She was so glad that Robin would soon get her due! And the second part of Operation Robin would be happening tomorrow! “And did your voice get any better?” she asked.

	Chad shrugged a bit as he colored. “A little. At least some of the women in the break room noticed it.” He set his crayon down and grabbed a glass of tea – with both hands.

	“So you’re finally using your girly voice all the time now at work?”

	Chad set his glass back down as he tried to decide how much to tell her. He finally figured that in this case, honesty was probably the best policy. “I wasn’t going to,” he admitted. “Until Derek, that is.”

	“Derek?”

	“Yeah.” He stopped coloring again and grabbed his glass, but he didn’t drink yet. “Derek was probably my biggest problem today… or at least my strangest. This afternoon at work, I saw him start to enter the break room, but the minute he saw me, he turned around and left. All the women made me go after him to talk to him, just to make sure there was no problem between us.”

	Mel was a bit concerned too. “And was there a problem?”

	Chad took another long drink from his tea before answering. “Yes and no. His problem is kind of like mine. It seems that Ray is riding him pretty hard about this date, just like all the women are doing with me.”

	“They are?”

	“Oh yeah! Big time.”

	“So what happened with Derek? I take it you talked to him?”

	Chad nodded as he started coloring again. “Yeah. The end result is that he’s probably going to keep avoiding me, but he doesn’t really hold it against me.”

	“I see,” Mel replied, trying to understand exactly what he meant. “And what about your voice? What does any of that have to do with your voice?”

	Chad dropped his crayon again. He sighed a bit before answering. “He seems to think that it bothers him to be talking to me when I look like a woman but I sound like the old me. He says I’m not… consistent.”

	Mel was mentally cheering. Hooray for Derek! “He’s right you know. I suggest you think long and hard about that.”

	Chad had no doubt that Mel really wanted him to be using his sissy voice all the time. But he was still embarrassed over having to use his girly voice. “I guess I’m going to try,” he replied as he picked up his glass with both hands again. “At least it is starting to get a little better now.” He started drinking again.

	Better wasn’t exactly what Mel wanted. Not in the direction she had no doubt Robin was taking his new voice anyway. Robin would be trying to make it sound more like a real woman. But what Mel really wanted was for it to still sound silly. She had only told Chad to make it sound like a girl, but the more she thought about it, she wanted it to sound more like a very young girl. That would certainly bring him some attention! And as soon as Robin was out of the way, she would start working on just that! But first, part two of Operation Robin – the setup!

	Chad had managed to finish a glass and a half of the tea before the waitress brought them their dinners. Once she left again, Chad had just grabbed his knife and fork when Mel grabbed his plate and pulled it over to her. She took the knife and fork right out of his hands too.

	“You’re a little behind on your tea,” she said as she started cutting up his steak for him. “I suggest you finish that glass as quickly as possible.”

	Chad started drinking again as he watched her cutting up his steak – just like an adult would do for a child. But Mel was cutting it up into very tiny pieces. Chad wasn’t real happy to see that. The tiny pieces would take less chewing! And while he wasn’t really hungry anymore since his stomach was so full of tea, he still wanted something to chew!

	Mel finished cutting his steak and glanced up at him. He had almost finished the glass of tea, but not quite. Putting the knife to his dinner again, she began re-cutting the small pieces into even tinier pieces. “I’m going to keep at this till that glass is finished,” she said. “If necessary, I’ll have them take it back and puree it!”

	Chad hastily gulped down the last of the drink. He felt bloated as he set the large glass down. In fact, other than wanting something to chew so he could feel like he had eaten something, he wasn’t really sure he wanted anything else to eat. But Mel pushed his plate back over to him. She didn’t return his knife and fork though, instead, she set the teaspoon that had come with her coffee in front of him.

	“You know how to use that,” she said as she picked up her own knife and fork to start eating.

	Chad looked at her enviously as he grabbed the spoon in his left fist to eat… like a baby.

	“Don’t forget to finish all that tea,” Mel said as she stuffed a large piece of steak into her mouth.

	The more tea Chad drank, the more he seemed to be wetting. And wetting himself was his only defense against the huge amount of liquid she was making him finish before dinner was over. By the end of his fourth glass, he was beginning to be concerned about leaking right there at the table. And worse, the longer each glass of tea sat before he could drink it, the more the ice melted – giving him even more to drink. It was a no-win situation!

	With all the tea in him, he hadn’t been able to eat very much. Mel was getting close to finishing her own meal, and he still had another glass to go.

	“Better hurry,” Mel said as she glanced at his last glass of tea.

	Feeling a bit sick, Chad grabbed the final glass with both hands and started drinking… slowly. It was the best he could do. He wasn’t even trying to put any more food into his mouth. He suddenly felt himself peeing yet again. A lot came out. “Mistress,” he whispered. “I’m starting to worry about leaking here.”

	“Are you leaking yet?” Mel asked.

	In truth, Chad wasn’t sure, but he knew his diaper couldn’t take much more. “I don’t think so, but I don’t really know.” He admitted.

	Mel just smiled. “You still have to finish that glass.”

	Chad didn’t manage to finish the drink till Mel had finished her own meal… and paid for everything, giving the waitress a healthy tip. Gratefully, he set the now empty glass down on the table. He didn’t want to drink anything again for a very long time. Drinking a lot from the baby bottles didn’t pour the liquids into his system as fast as drinking from a glass did. That was one advantage of the bottles. Of course, the bottles were a lot more work too – sucking that much wasn’t easy!

	“Are you leaking?” Mel asked just before they slid out of the booth.

	“I don’t know,” Chad replied. “I think I might be.” He silently wondered what she would do if he was leaking.

	Mel just nodded as she got to her feet. “Let’s take a look.”

	Chad slid all the way out of the booth. His diaper felt very soggy and heavy… and a bit loose too from being so overly soggy.

	Mel looked down at the seat where he had been sitting. “I don’t see any problems,” she said as she stood back up. “Let’s check the back of your skirt.”

	Chad was just glad that she wasn’t going to make him ‘show his diaper’ in the restaurant. He turned around so she could see his backside.

	Mel looked closely. Because of the coloring of his skirt, she couldn’t be sure, but she was fairly sure she saw some wet areas. If they were, then they certainly weren’t too bad. “I can’t tell,” Mel said, sounding slightly frustrated.

	Chad didn’t know whether to be glad or sad. As they started to walk back toward the front of the restaurant where they had entered, Chad noticed a new problem – something he had never encountered before. “Uh… Mistress,” he said just loud enough that she could hear. When she didn’t stop he whispered more urgently. “Mistress…” He stopped walking and stood still right where he was. His free arm that wasn’t holding his purse was pressed tightly to his hip.

	Mel had just heard him and turned around. “What’s the matter? Are you leaking?”

	Chad just shook his head. “No, it’s… another problem.”

	“What?”

	But there was no way that Chad could announce that his diaper felt like it was falling off in front of so many people.

	Seeing his hesitation at answering, Mel said, “Whatever it is, we’ll have to deal with it later. Now let’s get moving before we’re late.” She turned around and began walking again.

	Chad had no choice but to follow her, more aware than ever of the fact that this time they had been seated as far from the front door as possible. But trying to hold onto his soggy sagging diaper under the skirt he was wearing wasn’t easy.

	Mel was a good bit in front of him by the time she reached the front lobby. She turned around to see what was keeping him. “Hurry up!” she complained.

	Chad tried to hurry, but hurrying just made things worse. Before he could get to her, his heavily soaked diaper slid off his hips and immediately dropped down his legs, almost tripping him in the process. He was forced to stop right where he was. Now what was he supposed to do? Should he step out of it or try to pull it back up?

	Mel was shocked to see his diaper suddenly slip down from under his skirt to pool around his feet. This was one problem she had never considered. Hearing a few gasps of surprised from some of the people who could see them, she said, “You better pick that thing up and let’s get out of here.”

	Chad, still in shock, had to bend down and hold the diaper with one hand while he worked his shoes out of the leg openings. Not an easy process. Finally, very embarrassed, he picked up his sodden diaper again and hurried toward the door where Mel was waiting. Was she laughing at him? Of course she was! Damn her! Of course she would think that this was funny.

	He quickly carried the soaked diaper, at arms length, straight through the door as Mel held it open for him. But all that tea was still in his system and having no way to adequately control it, he suddenly began peeing again as they walked to the car, soaking the front of his skirt! Once again he stood still in shock. Mel finally saw what his new problem was and burst out laughing again, which Chad didn’t really appreciate. He felt like crying!

	“Come on, let’s get to the car,” Mel said. Moving slowly and gingerly, still carrying his sodden diaper, Chad resumed the trek to Mel’s car. “Take that skirt off,” Mel said as she unlocked the car.

	“Here?” Chad asked, incredulously.

	“Of course here! You don’t think I’m going to let you ride in my car like that, do you? Now let’s get you changed.” She found his diaper bag and pulled out a plastic bag. Then she took his sodden diaper from him. “I said, get that skirt off!” Mel commanded.

	Reluctantly, Chad unfastened his skirt and slipped it down his legs. He used it to cover his front side as he stood between the cars. Mel pulled two fresh diapers out of his diaper bag and quickly slit the covering on one of them. Then she grabbed his skirt from him, leaving him totally exposed, and threw it onto the floor of her car. With him standing right there, she quickly put both diapers on him, noting as she did so that he was already peeing again – good!

	Chad was very embarrassed about being out with no skirt to cover his diapers. His top didn’t come down much past the top of his diapers so they were fully on display. He was glad though that she had put two diapers on him this time. That usually signaled an end to her requirement for him to make his diapers leak. He quickly got into her car so that he could be hidden from view. But now that he had wet his skirt, that meant that their therapy session would have to be cancelled. He was a bit disappointed about that. “I’m sorry Mistress that I messed up our therapy session,” he said disappointedly. “I was looking forward to it.”

	“Who said you messed anything up?” Mel replied. “We’re still going.”

	“But I don’t have a skirt.”

	Mel just glanced over at him with a wicked grin on her face. “Who says you need one?”

	 


Chapter 41 (Thursday – week 6 Part 7 of 8)

	When they arrived at Gloria’s office, Chad was hesitant about getting out of the car. But what choice did he really have? With his diapers fully on display, he tried to rush from the car to the door, but Mel didn’t seem to be in so much of a hurry.

	“It’s not lady-like to walk that fast,” she said teasingly as she purposely slowed her steps. Frustrated, Chad had to slow his pace too. He felt soooo embarrassed!

	Gloria looked up as she heard the door opening. Mel and Chad were a bit late, but not overly so. But she got quite a surprise at seeing Chad’s diapers and no skirt or pants to cover them.

	“We had a little accident at the restaurant,” Mel explained at seeing Gloria’s look of surprise.

	Chad could feel his face growing redder. Accident? More like a catastrophe! Several of them!

	Gloria did her very best to put her professional – ‘I’ve seen it all and nothing phases me’ – look back on her face. “Of course,” she said as she got up from her desk. “I’m sorry to hear that.” She led them both inside their usual room and adjusted the lights while they got ready. As she took her place near them, she did her best to ignore Chad’s diaper that was fully on display – which was harder to do than she thought since she got the distinct impression that it was wet. Was this another new ploy by Mel to get her to do what she vowed she wouldn’t? If it was, then it certainly wasn’t going to work!

	“Let’s start by breathing,” she said. “Nice and slow. Nice and deep. Close your eyes, and feel the breaths calming you. Feel all your stress leaving you every time you exhale. More and more stress going out with each breath.” She took them through the usual beginning exercises till she was comfortable with how relaxed each of them appeared to be. Then, little by little, she started including the trigger words that would put Chad into a deep hypnotic state.

	Mel recognized the parts that Gloria was using now to put Chad under, but in her present relaxed state she didn’t try to open her eyes or even worry about it. She knew that Gloria would tap her and let her know exactly when it was time to wake up. She missed the old sessions she used to have where Gloria could relax her completely. So this time, she was in no hurry to bring any of the stress back into her mind once again. Just calm relaxing. Floating. Feeling good.

	Gloria glanced at Mel. She usually brought her out of it by this time, but she looked so relaxed and happy that she decided to leave her for a bit more. She continued on with Chad, dropping him further and further into his trance, encouraging him more and more to slip deeper and deeper. Once she had him far enough, she told him to remember the safe place they had created last week where nothing could ever bother him, where he could be totally honest with himself. As she did so, she just happened to glance over at Mel again. She really should have woken her up a few minutes ago, but she had looked so happily relaxed. Now, she recognized the faint signs that she was in her own little trance – not deep like Chad was, but definitely there. Now what should she do?

	“Picture your safe place,” she repeated to Chad. “The place where you feel calm and happy. You are there now, in your safe place.” What should she do about Mel? Was it her imagination or had Mel smiled a bit more when she mentioned that last bit about someplace to feel calm and happy? She leaned over closer to Chad and whispered. “I want you to just stay in your safe place and enjoy it for a few minutes. Relax and enjoy it. Your safe place. While you’re enjoying it, I don’t want you to hear anything else until I speak your name again.” She paused for a moment. “Can you hear me?” No reaction.

	Now that Chad was on hold, she turned to Mel. What should she do? She decided that since Mel was enjoying the relaxation that much, then she would let her enjoy it for a bit more. She leaned over closer to Mel. “Mel, are you feeling happy right now?” She watched as Mel nodded. “Mel, tell me, did you happen to picture a safe happy place of your own?”

	“Yes,” Mel replied contentedly.

	Gloria didn’t know whether she should have been surprised or not. “Okay, good. I want you to see that place more. See the detail. Enjoy the details. I want you to be in that place now. I want you to be there and feel totally safe and secure. And I especially want you to feel calm and relaxed and happy.”

	She sat back to consider her next move. What she really wanted to do with each of them was to bang their heads together till they came to their senses over this bet thing. But she couldn’t do that. She could also plant suggestions in each of them that it was all just a bit of nonsense and that they each wanted to just forget the whole thing… but things had gone way past the point where that would even begin to work now – for both of them. And more than any of it, she wanted to just tell both of them to take a close look at how they really felt about each other – closer than any of them wanted to go – and to also look at how they were relating to each other. Because… because… No, she didn’t want to even think about going there!

	She sighed. As much as she wanted to do any of it, she couldn’t. Not only wasn’t it ethical, but whichever way their relationship progressed, in the end, things would work out much better if she didn’t meddle at all. She leaned close to Mel again. “Mel, tell me a little about your safe place. Tell me where you are.”

	“My house,” Mel replied. “My big new house. All my things are there with me. All the furniture I saved from my parent’s home. And Sissy is there with me, curtseying to me at my slightest whim. I love it. I love it.”

	Gloria had no doubt. “Okay, Mel. I want you to just stay in that place for a while and enjoy… everything. You don’t need to pay any attention to… or even hear… anything else until I speak your name and tell you to pay attention.”

	She sat back again. Both of them were now on hold. It was time to get down and dirty with Chad. Time to delve into the things she really wanted to know from him. She glanced at the clock. Fortunately Chad had slipped down faster than usual… Mel too for that matter. With Mel out of the way and things were set so that she wouldn’t probably remember any of what Chad was about to say, she moved close to Chad’s ear. “Chad,” she said softly. “Can you hear me?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied.

	“Chad, I want you to remember that you are in the one place where you can feel totally honest with yourself. The one place where you must be totally honest. Do you understand?”

	“Yes.”

	“Remember, Chad. Honesty will make you feel good. In your safe place, you must be honest.” She paused for a breath. It was time. “Chad, I want you to think back to the beginning of the bet… in fact to just before you and Mel made the bet. Why did you do it? Why did you make the bet with her in the first place?” She waited for an answer and noticed a bit of a troubled look on his face. “Remember, you’re in the one place where nothing can bother you. The one place where it helps to be totally honest with yourself. You want to be totally honest with yourself.” His face seemed to relax, but not by much. “Now, why did you do it… really?”

	It was a moment before he answered. “The dream.”

	“The dream?”

	“Sex.”

	“You dream of sex?”

	He shook his head. “Yes and no. I dreamed about being incontinent. I dreamed about someone else having total control over me. I dreamed about that person making me do humiliating thing after humiliating thing.” He paused as he further collected his thoughts. “I dreamed of wearing high heels and dresses and skirts and… everything else too. I dreamed many things and I loved it all. It was the only way I could really feel sexually excited. The dreams were the only thing that enabled me to orgasm. The dreams were… for me… sex.”

	Gloria knew without a doubt that she had reached the crux of the matter.

	Chad, you said that you dreamed of being incontinent. “Why would you want that?”

	“The dream. Total humiliation. Unable to control myself at all. Nothing but a big baby. Humiliation… delicious.”

	Total humiliation… not in control… “Chad, you said you wanted for someone else to have total control over you.”

	“No control. Total lack of control.”

	“Why would you want that?”

	His answer took a bit longer. “No control. No responsibility. Not responsible for what she makes me do. Deniability. Excuse.”

	‘She’… not ‘He’. “Would it have to be a woman? How about a man?”

	“Never thought about it. Always dreamed of a woman. I guess a man would be possible.”

	That much was pretty much what she figured. Most transvestites were actually heterosexual. It was his wanting to relinquish control that interested her the most. That, and his total fascination with humiliation. “Chad, you said that you think that being incontinent would be humiliating. Is that right?”

	“Yes. Very humiliating. Nothing but a big baby. Total baby.”

	“And you want that humiliation.”

	“Yes. Sexually arousing. Delicious!”

	Delicious? An interesting term. “Chad, outside of your bet with Mel, if someone said they could hypnotize you into being totally incontinent, would you do it?”

	“Yes. No control. Wouldn’t be able to control myself. Not responsible for being unable to control myself.”

	It was actually a double level of no control. One over his own actions, and the second from beyond himself. But she felt even better now about having hypnotized him before into being somewhat incontinent. In fact, she felt better about all the little suggestion she had given him before. But that didn’t mean for one second that she would re-implement those suggestions again. Beyond what she was doing here, she had vowed to stay out of the middle of this weird bet!

	“Chad, I know you told me last week that you felt like you really had to win the bet. Do you still feel that way?” She noticed the sad look on his face.

	“Unfortunately.”

	“Unfortunately? What does that mean?”

	“That I still feel like I have to win. But in winning, I also lose.”

	“You lose?”

	“Everything I dream about. No more living the dream. It will all be over.”

	“So why win? What is it that you still want so badly?”

	“Respect. Respect myself. Respect from others.”

	Basically, it was the same answer as last week, just in different words. So that much hadn’t changed, only the part where winning would also be losing for him… and now, that much she could sort of understand. She briefly glanced toward Mel. She was still resting happily, the same contented look on her face. If things went like she thought they would, Mel wasn’t hearing any of this, or at least wouldn’t remember it. One more question for Chad popped into her head. “Chad, how do you really feel about Mel?”

	She saw his head move just a bit, and again, he was slow to answer. “Fantastic! Amazing! Beautiful!” His face assumed a very sad demeanor. “I only wish I were someone else. Someone she could love.”

	Gloria felt a momentary twinge of jealousy. If only a man would say such things about her! But his answer had told her volumes. Enough that she didn’t need to ask any more questions in that line.

	She looked back toward Mel and glanced at the clock again. It was time to move on. “Chad, I want you to go back to being relaxed and happy in your safe place. Just enjoy it. Once again, you won’t hear anything else until I speak your name.”

	She moved over close to Mel. “Mel, can you hear me?”

	Mel moved her head a bit. “Is it time to pay attention?” she asked.

	“Yes Mel, it’s time. I’m going to wake you up now. Remember, you haven’t been in a trance. You haven’t been listening to any of my suggestions. All you will remember is how good and refreshed you feel. When I speak your name again and tap you on the arm, you will wake up completely like you do in all my sessions. Ready?” She touched Mel’s arm. “Mel.”

	Mel instantly opened her eyes. Was it time already? Did she have Chad under far enough already? She sat up. For once, she felt really great… and relaxed. She immediately looked over to Chad. Obviously, he was now deeply hypnotized, although it hadn’t seemed to take as long this time. She had things she wanted to know… things she needed Gloria to ask him. She mouthed the words… “Can you ask him how long?”

	But Gloria couldn’t understand what Mel was trying to say. “Whisper. He’s so far under that he won’t hear you.”

	With a cautious glance at Chad again, Mel repeated her question in a soft whisper. “I need to know how long he’s holding back!”

	Gloria knew that it was the one main question on Mel’s mind. “I’ll ask.” She turned to Chad again. “Chad, can you hear me?”

	“Yes.”

	Every time Mel heard him speak so normally when he was hypnotized sent a weird feeling through her. It was actually a bit creepy!

	“Chad, tell me. Are you still working on holding back? Still trying to gain control?”

	“Yes.”

	Gloria didn’t really expect any other answer. He had practically told her that much a few minutes ago… but Mel didn’t know that. She glanced at Mel and saw the sudden look of worry on her face.

	“Chad, how long are you holding back now?”

	Again, it was a moment before he answered. And again, he looked troubled over it. “Today, I only managed eight and a half minutes. Another minute lost over yesterday. I’ve only managed to gain ground once this week – I was up to twelve minutes! But it was only that one day. Ever since, I’ve been going backwards again.”

	Mel hung on his every word. Eight and a half minutes! It had been eighteen minutes last week! She had managed to trim almost ten minutes off of his time since then! But he had managed to climb up to twelve minutes at one point. But it was a ‘gain up’ to twelve, which meant that he had been below that before then. Obviously that was only a temporary blip. Ten minutes shaved… or almost ten. But was it enough? Time was running out! There wasn’t really all that much time left in this bet at all, and even eight and a half minutes was way too much. It was the same as him having absolute total control. He had to be totally incontinent by the end of the bet – and he still had a long way to go. Eight and a half minutes to go! While she felt somewhat elated over the progress she had made, panic began to creep its way in too. How was she going to do it? So little time! So far to go!

	Gloria watched Mel’s face and saw the gamut of emotions running through her. “What else did you want to know?” she asked, barely whispering.

	But Mel was too preoccupied with her own thoughts on what Chad had just said. Just then, she couldn’t think of anything else.

	Gloria nodded and turned her attention back to Chad. “Chad, I’m going to start waking you up now. You won’t remember anything at all from tonight other than that you felt really relaxed and very good. Nothing else. Now I’m going to start counting backwards from ten to one. When I reach one, you will once again be wide awake. Ten…” As she started counting backwards, she back up away from him a little. She had been concentrating hard on just his face and what she could read in it. “Nine.” She could see all of him now… and his ridiculous uncovered diaper. “Eight.” She stared hard at his diaper, she couldn’t help it. She had been too busy to notice before, but now his diaper didn’t look just wet, it looked absolutely soaked! “Seven.” He must have been wetting it continuously during their session. “Six.” She made a mental note to sanitize the couch he was laying on after he left… just in case. “Five.” She forced herself to look away from his diaper to the rest of him. So incongruous. “Four.” Incongruous at first glance… but not when you took into account the things running around in his warped psyche. “Three.” She forced herself to glance at Mel. She was lying back on her couch, her eyes wide open and staring at the ceiling. “Two.” She could almost see the wheels turning in Mel’s mind. And she had no doubt what those thoughts centered around. “One!”

	Chad opened his eyes. He felt great! His whole body felt more relaxed than ever. “That’s it?” he asked.

	“That’s it,” Gloria replied. “All done.”

	Chad noticed Mel getting to her feet. He glanced at the clock. Where had the time gone? But wow he felt good! He loved theses sessions. Now he couldn’t wait till next week!

	 


Chapter 41 (Thursday – week 6 Part 8 of 8)

	On the drive home in the car, Mel’s thoughts continuously worked themselves around Chad and the little time remaining in the bet. Realizing that she was going nowhere with her thoughts and having no further answers as to what else she could do to bring on his total incontinence, she forced herself to turn to other things. Business first! First thing, as soon as they got home, she needed to get another baby bottle into him. He hadn’t had anything to drink since they left the restaurant. She needed to keep him wetting! That much had to be done above everything else!

	Next, she allowed herself to be reminded of what she had in the trunk of the car for him… which led to other more pleasant – and stimulating – thoughts. Without realizing it, her foot stepped harder on the accelerator. She couldn’t wait to get home!

	But now she faced a small dilemma. She didn’t want him to see the tutu she had gotten him till he was fully dressed in the rest of his ballet costume. How was she going to manage that? Well, one way or another, she’d think of something. Her tires actually squealed a bit as she turned off the road into the apartment project. Realizing she was going way too fast, she forced herself to slow down… but not by much. She wanted to get home! She pulled into her parking space faster than she had probably ever done it before. “Okay, Sissy. Upstairs, and be quick about it!”

	Chad didn’t know what her hurry was, he only knew that he was glad they had managed to get home safely. He breathed a small sigh of relief as he opened the car door and quickly got out. He was actually glad to get out of the car – despite the fact that his wet diapers were again fully on display. Being humiliated was one thing, but being killed in an auto accident was another! With his purse over one arm, he opened the back door and grabbed his diaper bag and his wet skirt. Then he hurried up to her apartment. So what was her big rush? He had been feeling nice and mellow after the relaxation session. Obviously, Mel didn’t get as much out of it as he did!

	Mel hurried straight to her refrigerator and pulled another bottle out for him. She noticed as she did so that the number of bottles was starting to get awfully low again. She had to do something about that fairly soon too. It was another thing to worry about. She suddenly felt even more pressed for time from yet another direction.

	Sissy had just set his things down under the little table by the door and was examining his wet skirt. “Here,” she said as she handed him the bottle. “Start drinking!”

	More to drink was the last thing that Chad wanted. He still felt uncomfortably bloated from all the tea at dinner. And this bottle held tea too! Ugh! But he put the bottle to his mouth and… pretended… to drink, which seemed to appease Mel.

	Mel grabbed the skirt out of his hands and threw it at the washing machine. “You can worry about that thing later,” she said. “I have other things I want you to do now. And keep drinking!” she added.

	Chad didn’t know what had gotten into her. But this time he actually did take a small swig from the tea in the bottle.

	She pushed him into the bedroom. “Start getting undressed!”

	By her urgency, Chad wondered if she was about to tie him up for sex again. It had been a while now, and no doubt she was ready. And by her rush, probably overly ready. He started bracing himself for it as he began removing his blouse.

	Mel watched him undressing and glanced at his diaper – which looked absolutely soaked – and she had put two diapers on him. Darn! The last thing she wanted right now was to have his new ballet outfit stained by his pee. As he started removing his shoes, she ran to the bathroom where she kept several stacks of diapers for him and grabbed one.

	Before Chad had a chance to removed anything else, he found himself on the floor being quickly changed again. Being changed was nice, but unfortunately it was into only one diaper again – which meant that she still wasn’t finished with her games for the night. No wonder she had handed him the bottle to drink so soon. And if he had to be leaking again, then like it or not, he had better keep drinking.

	As soon as Mel had him rediapered and in a fresh pair of plastic panties, she stood him up again to look him over. He still had on his bra over his breast forms and his waist cincher. She decided that for now he could just leave it all. She opened one of her dresser drawers and pulled out the white tights to his ballet costume. “Here,” she said. “Put these on.”

	Chad was a little surprised, he expected her to be putting ropes on him, not the white tights. But the white tights were the ones that went to the ballet outfit she had bought him. He suddenly had the suspicion that she would have him dancing again very shortly. He worked the tights over his feet, up his legs, and over his diaper padded bottom. She immediately handed him the pink leotard that she had bought to go with the tights. The leotard was tight and a little hard to get into, especially since his diaper clad bottom didn’t allow the thing to go fully up into his crotch. But eventually, it did fit – well enough anyway.

	Just the sight of him in the leotard and tights was enough to excite Mel. The odd bulge around his diaper only seemed to add to her thrill. “Get drinking again,” she ordered just before she hurried out of the room.

	Reluctantly, Chad picked up the baby bottle and put it to his lips before he followed her out to her living room. As he expected, she was at her stereo system, hunting for the music she wanted. Within moments the now familiar strains of her favorite ballet music were pouring out of the speakers.

	“Dance for me, Sissy,” she ordered.

	With baby bottle in hand, Chad began trying to dance to the music. Mel watched him for a few moments, then she rushed out of the room saying she’d be right back. Chad kept dancing. She was gone far longer than he expected she would be, but when she came back, she was barefoot and wearing a pair of short shorts and a tee-shirt. But what surprised Chad even more, was that she immediately began dancing along with him. Something about her movements made him stop and stare – totally dumbfounded.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked as she stopped dancing.

	Chad shook his head. “You’re… beautiful! I mean, you’re so good! Great even!”

	Mel blushed a bit. “Not really. But I took ballet for a long time when I was young.” She twirled gracefully on one foot with her arms over her head.

	Chad was mesmerized. She was so graceful! Who would have ever thought?

	“Now come and dance with me.”

	Chad tried to dance, to follow what she was doing, but it was impossible. He was more interested in just watching her. He could never hope to come close to the fluid feminine grace of her movements.

	Mel suddenly stopped. “Wait, wait!” she called as she ran for the stereo system to turn it off. “We need to practice the positions first!” She grabbed the baby bottle out of Chad’s hand and threw it onto the couch out of the way. “Carpet is not the best thing for dancing, but it’s all we have.” She pointed at the end of the couch were she usually had him practice the ballet positions. Once he was in place, she stood right in front of him. “First position!” she ordered as she herself immediately went into the odd stance.

	Chad was holding onto the couch with one hand and didn’t really know what to do with his other arm, but her arms were gracefully curved downward. He tried his best to copy it with his free arm as he put his feet back to back in the awkward position. It was the first time he had done it without heels on. The feeling was totally different. One by one, she led him through all the positions he had learned so far. Then, she started doing them all over again, this time bending her knees down and moving her arms gracefully, then back up again, over and over. Chad was almost as mesmerized watching her do these exercises as he had been watching her dance. And her arms… Where he didn’t know what to do with his arms, hers just seemed to naturally flow into the most beautiful positions. While he did his best to copy her, he knew that next to her, he had to look like a total jerk! Obviously!

	“Move away from that couch now,” she ordered. “You’re going to have to learn to keep your balance without holding onto anything.”

	Again she took him through everything he had learned so far, but this time with nothing to hold onto. Chad actually thought he did fairly well… as far as not falling over. Maybe all the time he spent in high heels helped. But now she was making things even more difficult by requiring him to move his arms the way she did… gracefully – yeah right – and bending his knees down and then rising back up again. Everything was like its own separate little dance as he followed her directions and tried to copy what she did. And she was incredibly good at it!

	Mel had actually been enjoying herself, but she suddenly stopped. While the sight of him in just the pink leotard and white tights brought back so many memories of her own girlhood, she had more to his costume out in the car that she desperately wanted to see on him. But even as she paused, she realized one other thing. All the dancing wasn’t getting any more liquid into his system. And she absolutely had to keep him drinking. Time was running out! “Grab your baby bottle and start drinking again,” she ordered.

	Chad caught the urgency in her voice. What was her big rush? First she drove home like a crazy woman, and now she was hurrying things along again? Why did she even bother with the relaxation therapy if she was going to be like this afterwards? But he grabbed his bottle again and put it to his lips again, this time actually drinking it.

	“Keep drinking, and keep practicing!” she ordered. “Switch hands on the bottle once in a while so you learn to do things with the other arm.” She looked at him with frustration. She wanted him to dance… yet she wanted him to keep drinking too! And it really wasn’t a very good arrangement. Growling slightly at the irritation, she ran to her purse and grabbed her car keys. “I’ll be right back,” she said. “I expect to see you practicing when I get back… and I expect to see that bottle nearly finished!”

	Before Chad could fully understand her instructions, she was gone! Where? Why? And did he really have to keep at it if she wasn’t there? Okay, if she expected the bottle to be finished then he had to keep working on it. But as to the dancing, why bother? But what if she came back right away? She did say she’d be right back. Frustrated with the whole situation, he went back to first position and started dipping down then up again with his right arm curved up over his head – and his left arm curved to hold the baby bottle in his mouth.

	Mel grabbed the bulky tutu and the box with the toe shoes out of her trunk and closed it again. As fast as she had run down the stairs, she was almost as fast going back up again – despite the items she was now cradling against her chest. Rushing back into her apartment, she was just in time to see him dipping down with one arm over his head and the other one holding the bottle in his mouth. Another small wave of pleasure ran through her body. She saw him turn quickly to look towards her. Well, the darn tutu was so big it was hard to hide anyway. Besides, she wasn’t going to wait another minute to start dressing him further.

	“Okay, Sissy,” she said as she closed the door behind her and hurried towards him, “let’s finish getting you dressed.”

	Chad saw the bulky white thing in her hand as well as the pink box. He quickly realized that the other things she had ordered for him had arrived. Oh goody! And yet he felt the first little signs of sexual arousal enter him once again… it had been soooo long!

	Mel threw the tutu, still in its plastic wrapper, onto the couch. She opened the box and pulled out the pink toe-shoes. “Here,” she said as she held them out to him. “Put these on.”

	Chad grabbed the pink slippers and held them up. They certainly didn’t weigh very much. They looked very soft too. He set his bottle down and sat on the floor to put them on. He pulled one of them onto his right foot. It was a bit tighter than he expected and his toes were pushed firmly up against the soft padding of the toe area. He didn’t know what to do with the long pink ribbons, so he ignored them for now and slipped the other one onto his other foot. But then of course, he had to figure out how to tie the ribbons. He started wrapping them around his leg, but Mel quickly stopped him.

	“Not like that,” she said. “Here, let me do that for you. You just drink that bottle – and hurry up with it.” She grabbed just one of the ribbons from one shoe and wrapped it up and around his ankle twice, then she grabbed the other ribbon and did the same from the opposite direction, then she tied them off on the inside of his ankle and tucked the remaining ribbon under the knot. “There, that’s how you do it,” she said as she finished and grabbed one of the ribbons from his other foot. Very shortly, that one was tied firmly too.

	Chad had watched her closely, knowing that even now that he had seen it, it would take some practice. He stood up again. The ballet shoes felt strange on his feet – and soft – very soft. The only problem was that she had purposely gotten them half a size too small so his toes felt very crowded against the padded tip of the shoes. And then he saw her grab the huge white plastic wrapped mass on the couch – the tutu. The moment she got the plastic off of it and he saw all the white net material bunched up all the way around, he felt his under-exercised sexual need lurch hard. Oh wow! He purposely checked to see if he felt anything from his miserable chastity device. No pain – yet. Good!

	Mel set the crazy white tutu down on the floor and spread out the middle so he could step into it. One pink slipper covered foot, then the other. She instantly began pulling it up his legs, up over his diaper padded bottom. She held it in place just above his diaper – not quite down to his hips were it was supposed to go, but his diaper kind of made it necessary to fasten it a bit higher. Pulling it tight, she began fastening it up.

	The higher the crazy skirt went up his legs, the more Chad felt that sexual urge that was running through him. That urge rose even more as he felt her fastening it, pulling it tighter and tighter. It didn’t weigh much, but he could certainly feel it attached to him. And then she finished fastening it and she stepped away. He continued to stare down at the front of the weird garment surrounding him. He moved his hips a little. Yes, he could definitely tell that the thing was there, but he couldn’t feel it moving at all – probably because it didn’t. He realized that his problem now was that he couldn’t see his feet! How was he supposed to learn ballet if he couldn’t see his feet? The full realization of what he was now wearing hit him. He was wearing a damn tutu! A stupid, silly, sissy tutu! For the first time, he felt a bit of irritation coming from his chastity device. Ugh! Feeling somewhat embarrassed, he turned around and faced her.

	Mel stepped back further so she could see him better. She clasped her hands together as her eyes lit up with delight. The tutu was much higher on his hips than it really should have been, and now, standing back from him a bit, she could easily make out the odd bulges of his diaper below it. The only thing… the only thing… Perhaps a pretty tiara would help. Yes! She defiantly wanted a tiara for him. She made a mental note to get him one as soon as possible. Something sparkly! Without realizing it, her breathing began to quicken.

	“Okay, Sissy, let’s try it again.” She quickly took her place in front of him and together she led him through the exercises again. But now, with the tutu on, he wasn’t doing as well. She saw him keep trying to look down at his feet – which obviously he couldn’t see anymore. “Don’t look down! Keep your head up high! Graceful…” But he was anything but graceful. Yet, she was absolutely loving every minute of it.

	During one movement, she noticed the baby bottle he had put down again. Oh darn! She had to keep him drinking! But she was enjoying watching him dancing – he looked so absurd! “Keep your head up!” she told him once again – for the fourth time – at least. She watched as he pulled his head back up to look directly at her again instead of trying vainly to look down at his feet. An idea hit her. She stopped what she was doing. “Grab your bottle again,” she ordered, “and keep drinking! You can’t drink from that thing if you’re looking down. Maybe it will help you to keep your head up!”

	Keep drinking? While trying to dance? And he couldn’t even see his own feet? She had to be kidding! But he once again grabbed his baby bottle and put it to his lips as he got back into position in front of her. Keep drinking? While dancing? It was absurd!

	Mel smiled. At least his head was up now. And if he had to keep drinking from that thing then he wouldn’t be able to even try to look down at his feet. She wanted his head up – where it belonged. “Now… once again.” She started in on the exercises once again, moving gracefully where he was anything but. Even a little girl had more feminine mannerisms in her movements than he had! But still, wasn’t that also kind of the point? Sissy was in reality a he… not a she. And she was making him do something totally outrageous again. Not to mention that all this might even help remove some of his nasty male movement mannerisms.

	She went back to the stereo and turned it on again. Then she continued with him again… dancing with him… watching him… taking in every little nuance of him and what he was doing. She was doing it again. She was taking away just a tiny bit more of what little masculinity he had. Making him do something totally feminine. Making him move more and more gracefully… more and more femininely. And hopefully, some of this training might stick as far as his everyday movements were concerned.

	Chad didn’t quite know what to do. In order to keep drinking, he had to keep his head tilted back – further and further as the darn bottle emptied. And he had to try to dance too? It wasn’t working! And yet she didn’t seem to be complaining at all – fortunately – because he really didn’t know what else he could do other than to try like he was. Having to keep drinking from the bottle and keep his head back was so difficult that it made him lose all of the sexual arousal from his situation that he had felt earlier. He was forced to focus entirely on trying to do the dance steps correctly – while still drinking. Difficult didn’t even begin to describe it!

	For some unknown reason, Mel was surprised when after a few minutes he actually started to look a little better – despite having to keep the silly bottle in his mouth. But just looking at him now was starting to make her wet and tingly in some very special places. His entire outfit was so much like one she had worn in several dance recitals when she was little. It brought back so many memories. Okay, so the tutu was a bit bigger – a lot bigger really. And of course the outline of his diaper underneath the tutu looked strange too – but somehow it only added to her excitement since she knew what it represented. And okay, so he himself wasn’t exactly a little girl, but… but wasn’t that kind of part of the whole point here? So many memories of herself as a child, and now he going through some of the same things – him… a man… sort of.

	Her tingling suddenly became something she couldn’t ignore. She stopped dancing and ran for her drawer where she kept the ropes to bind him. She ran back to him and noticed that his bottle was almost done. She wanted him to finish it. “Keep drinking,” she ordered as she pushed down on his shoulders, guiding him to his knees in front of the couch.

	She started with his ankles, binding them tightly together. But he still wasn’t quite done with his damn bottle! She ran to her room and grabbed one of her scarves. Moments later, she was tying it tightly around his head, shutting of his eyesight – completely. As she tied it, she heard the rattle of the bottle sucking air. Finally! She took the bottle from him and threw it to the far side of the couch. She grabbed his wrists and pulled them back behind him, binding them together, and finally, bending him backwards a bit to bind him wrists to his ankles. His usual position – and her favorite.

	The couch had to be prepared! Quickly she ran and grabbed towels and some of his disposable diapers. Since she still wasn’t finished with her period she spread out the diapers over the area where things were most likely to get messy.

	He was ready. The couch was ready. She couldn’t take her eyes off him as she pulled her tee-shirt over her head. Just the sight of him in that pink and white ballet outfit… and now with the pink slippers and that big white tutu! She stopped right there. Was she really going to do this? Make him service her orally before her period had even finished? “If you’re not making a mess, then you’re not having sex!” That phrase ran straight through her mind. She pulled her shorts off and kicked them far out of the way.

	But she was on her period! It would be messy! And then it dawned on her. His ballet outfit – it might get stained! No! Should she stop? She only considered that option for a second – absolutely not! She grabbed one of the towels from the sofa that would probably do nothing and pulled it around his neck, tying it behind him. Then she ran to the bathroom where she did her best to clean herself up before things went any further.

	When she emerged from the bathroom, she was totally naked and much cleaner in that most important spot… although she had no intention of staying clean for very long. Taking her position right in front of him, she grabbed his head and pulled him toward her – rocking him over on his knees so that his feet came up into the air and his mouth landed exactly where she wanted it. At the first contact from his face she nearly screamed with delight. She wasn’t nearly as silent a moment later as she felt the first little flick from his talented tongue touch the very place she wanted to feel it. Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!

	Chad had done this so many times now that he was becoming used to the uncomfortable position. Obviously Mel was used to it too since she kept doing this to him… not to mention that just as obviously she was getting a lot of pleasure out of it. And what did he get? Pain, discomfort, frustration, difficult breathing, and very little else! But… at the same time, he took a lot of pleasure in knowing that he was giving her so much satisfaction and pleasure. That alone made him feel good. So he kept at it, believing in the back of his mind that he was truly good at it and that hopefully, she appreciated that fact. His belief was further emphasized by the immense orgasm he realized she was having just then. He couldn’t even remember his own last orgasm – big or little. How long had it been now?

	His tongue – his wonderful tongue! And all the little other feelings that went along with it! Mel was in heaven! She opened her eyes and stared down his pink covered back and saw the ridiculous white tutu skirt sticking straight up in the air… and the sight of it brought on another orgasm. So delicious! So wonderful! It felt so good! And just knowing that she had molded him into this silly mockery of human life brought additional pleasure on top of the fabulous pleasure that he was bringing her just then.

	Orgasm after orgasm. Some taking much longer than others. She didn’t know how long she had been there and didn’t care. Finally, she realized that he had slowed down a while back and wasn’t getting any more spirited in his task. Growing tired herself, she pulled him away from her. He was an absolute mess. His face was not only wet and slick from her female juices, it was covered with red from her period fluids too. She grabbed one of the diapers she had been sitting on and used it to wipe his face somewhat. The rest could wait till later. She eased him down then to lay on the floor till she could finish getting cleaned up – and she really needed cleaning up now. She glanced at the clock as she headed to the bathroom and paused for a moment. She had been at it for almost an hour! Wow! Where had the time gone? No wonder she felt so good! But a much needed shower was next on her agenda. He could wait and relax for a while where he was… he certainly wasn’t going anywhere. She was tempted for a moment to stick another baby bottle in his mouth, but opted to head straight into the shower instead.

	Chad was very grateful that his latest ordeal was over with. He had no idea how long he had been at it, but it seemed like an eternity. Now, he was exhausted. He wanted to move very badly, to stretch his limbs, but tied up like he was, that was impossible. He could feel the silly tutu he was wearing tickling his legs and arms as he laid there. It felt weird to him. So stiff.

	He hoped that she wouldn’t be too long in coming back. Of course, just lying there and getting a chance to rest was nice for a change. He needed it now. If it wasn’t for being bound up like he was, he would almost wish to stay right there. Hopefully, she would let him go home soon so he could go to bed. It had been another long day… another long and very difficult day!

	Mel tied her robe tightly around her as she finally walked out of the bathroom. She had been so smelly that she had to take a good shower. Now she felt… wonderful! So good! She never expected anything in life could make her feel like this… and her darn period wasn’t even over with yet! Maybe all she really needed was a dose of Sissy every day. That was a very pleasant thought. Soon! Very soon!

	She stopped to look down at him for a moment. He was still tied just as she had left him. Well, he should be! She united the towel she had put around his neck to protect his ballet outfit and used it to wipe his face clean. Then she removed his blindfold. The ropes binding his wrists and ankles came next. She sat back on the floor and watched him painfully stretch his arms and hands and legs, rubbing thoroughly the places where the ropes had been. “Have you recovered enough yet?” she asked.

	Chad closed his eyes, being able to move again was so good! He took a deep breath before answering in his sissy voice. “I think so.”

	She didn’t move though, she just sat there on the floor and looked at him, while he looked back at her. So many emotions ran through her as she looked at him. Probably from seeing him in the pink and white ballet costume. So many memories of her own childhood. And yet, what she was feeling just then was mostly gratitude. Gratitude for the way he made her feel – frequently. “Tell you what, Sissy. Just lay there and I’ll get your things.”

	She got to her feet and went in search of all his diaper supplies. She came back to him a few minutes later, her hands full of everything she needed. She unfastened the silly tutu from around his waist, and pulled it off of him. As she did so, she noticed the wet patch all around his crotch on the leotard and tights both. Darn! He had leaked all over it – terribly. She should have double diapered him! But the outfit should be washable so hopefully, no real problem. She moved down to his feet and untied his ballet slippers and slipped them off of him.

	She let him get out of the rest of it himself. The minute she caught sight of his diaper she saw how absolutely soaked it was. No wonder he was leaking. She figured that he had to be peeing almost the entire time to get it that wet. But, that was exactly what she wanted… wasn’t it?

	She pulled open the tapes on his soaked diaper and wiped him clean. Then she opened the jar of suppositories where he could see her doing it. As usual, he turned his head away at the sight of them. She only pretended to pull one out of the jar… just as she pretended to put it up inside of him, raising his legs high in the air to expose his backside in the process. Unfortunately, the act of pushing it up inside of him seemed to cause him to start peeing again – something she didn’t notice till she brought his legs back down again. She nearly burst out laughing at the sight of it, even though she had to clean him up all over again – a lot more of him.

	She quickly slit one of his disposable diapers and got that taped firmly on him before he could pee again. Only then did she go back and prepare the other diapers for him. A few minutes later, he was ready – four disposable diapers and a pair of his plastic panties. “Get your things and go home now, Sissy,” she said. “Don’t forget, three more bottles tonight before you go to bed. And don’t forget to clean your earrings too!”

	Chad nodded wearily. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, but it was a moment before he found the strength to move.

	She watched him closely as he struggled with himself before getting to his feet. She was so tempted to reach out and clasp his head in her hands and just give him a big kiss, but she resisted sternly. Finally, he was able to get up. She continued to just sit there. She was enjoying just watching him.

	Chad finally struggled to his feet. The four diapers were monstrously bulky – especially after wearing only one thin one. He was glad it was over for the day… mostly. He still had to drink three more bottles before he could go to sleep. Ugh! He hadn’t stopped peeing since the restaurant! He was doing it so much now that he hardly noticed it anymore! Wasn’t enough – enough? He gathered up his things and said good night. Then he turned and left.

	She was still sitting on the floor right where she had diapered him. She watched him leaving. Watched him walk out the door and close it behind him. “Good night, Sissy,” she said quietly. “Good night.”

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 1 of 8)

	She was home. Her house. Her big wonderful house. She couldn’t think of a place where she felt more comfortable and relaxed. Totally safe, totally relaxed. She breathed in and out with contentment. And then Sissy appeared, tray in hand with her coffee on it. He dropped the sweetest little curtsey to her before stooping down to let her take it off the tray. She sipped at it… so good… so nice. Sissy curtseyed yet again before wandering off. She thrilled and almost giggled at the girlish wiggle to his backside as he walked away in his high heels.

	She sipped at her coffee, totally contented with the world. Not one bit of stress over anything. Life was more than just good, it was wonderful. And then Sissy was back again, this time in his pink and white ballet costume – tutu and all! She giggled at the sight of him. He struck a starting pose, and suddenly music filled the air and he began dancing for her. While his movements lacked feminine grace, she still thrilled over every little part of his performance. There was something almost childlike in the way he went about dancing his little ballet. And while it still lacked femininity, there was certainly nothing masculine about it.

	As he finished with an awkward spin and struck his final pose, she clapped her hands in delight. He curtseyed again before skipping away like a little girl to change. Yes, life was so good, so perfect. She couldn’t imagine anything better than this.

	And then an odd buzzing interrupted her perfect little world, an annoying buzzing that ruined her perfectly contented place. She climbed awake enough to realize that her alarm had gone off – but she didn’t want to lose the dream, she didn’t want to wake up yet. But the alarm was relentless and her wonderful little dream faded quickly into nothingness. She felt a twinge of annoyance at her alarm from pulling her out of sleep, but it didn’t last very long. She took a deep breath and opened her eyes. She felt good. Relaxed and refreshed, she reached over and finally turned off the annoying alarm.

	She sat up on the edge of her bed and smiled as remembrances of last night with Sissy came to mind. She felt so good today. So rested. So… fulfilled. It was amazing what a little fun with Sissy could do for her. She slipped to her feet and grabbed her robe as she headed toward the kitchen to make her coffee. A quick fantasy of Sissy delivering it to her in bed, freshly made, filled her mind. Soon, very soon… she hoped.

	Chad turned off the “alarming” rock music blaring out of his pink alarm clock. He was panting slightly from the effort and stress of being dragged out of sleep in such a startling manner. His diapers felt super thick and heavy – as usual… or were they heavier than usual? He glanced down at his blow-up bed and noticed that the sheets were wet. Darn it! Despite all the diapers he was wearing, plus the plastic panties, he had leaked! He briefly wished that it could count towards one of Mel’s leaking diaper requirements, but that always involved a time limit. How much had he peed last night to make four diapers leak? It had to be an awful lot! He remembered all that she had made him drink last night – way, way too much. He hoped he’d never have to drink that much again.

	Remembering how much he drank last night, also reminded him of how much he didn’t eat because of it. His stomach growled angrily. He realized he was hungry… very hungry. As he waddled his way out toward his kitchen to see if she had left him another note, he realized that for once he was actually looking forward to one of her baby food breakfasts – which meant that he had to be really hungry indeed!

	Her note was right where he hoped it would be, but it contained nothing new – good! He grabbed his three baby bottles for the morning out of his refrigerator, noting as he did so that they were among the last bottles he had. He had no doubt that replacements would be refilling his shelves very soon.

	He carried the bottles out to his one and only chair and almost sat down before he remembered that he was leaking already. No use making the chair worse than it already was, even if it was ‘old.’ He stood up as he started drinking from his first bottle. He immediately realized he was peeing again. Why was it that he hardly knew when he was going to pee anymore – at least in the mornings anyway? Why did it always take so long now to get back to feeling everything again? The answer to that one was all too obvious – Mel and her stupid diaper wetting games. Ugh! And then the small tickle of pee leaking out from under his plastic panties began running down his leg again. Double ugh! His diapers were so bloated that his plastic panties weren’t properly protecting him anymore. The thickness was forcing small gaps around the leg openings. He decided that this time he’d take his shower and change as soon as he finished his first bottle. He only hoped that his decision wouldn’t cause him more problems later.

	Mel stirred the pot of baby cereal one last time after turning off the heat. She grabbed one of his colorful plastic bowls and poured it in. She stuck one of his rubber coated baby spoons in the bowl and grabbed one of his bibs. Everything was all ready for him. Now all she needed… her doorbell rang… was him. She went to the door and opened it. She had no choice but to put a smile on her face at the sight of him curtseying to her and greeting her in his sissy voice. “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as usual. She stepped back to let him in and waited till he had set his purse and diaper bag under the small table by the door. She took the plastic bag full of empty bottles from him as she started to look him over. Not too bad. Not too bad at all. He had chosen another skirt and blouse set… fairly casual again.

	As she looked him over, she suddenly heard an odd sound emanate from him. It startled her a bit and almost made her laugh, but the sound wasn’t quite what she would have expected – if it was what she originally thought it was – gas! She had to wonder, which end of him did it come out of? “What was that?” she asked. She was startled to see the slight look of distress on his face.

	“I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m just so hungry!”

	His statement brought back memories of their dinner in the restaurant last night. She had forced him to drink so much tea that he hadn’t been able to eat hardly any of his dinner. That, coupled with all the other meals of nothing but baby food she had served him lately made her feel a little upset at herself for being so careless with him. She had planned on him eating a lot more of his dinner last night than he had been able to. “Go get in your highchair, Sissy. Your breakfast is all ready.” For once, she wasn’t glad at all that he would be eating nothing but baby food. She made a point to try to make it up to him… somehow.

	She quickly tied the bib around his neck and put the tray into place. The minute she set his bowl of cereal in front of him, he attacked it almost ferociously. Hungry indeed! He wasn’t even paying the least bit of care as to how much dropped off the spoon as he tried to shovel it into his mouth as quickly as possible. She watched him for a moment before bringing him one more baby bottle to drink – which he ignored – for now.

	He didn’t slow down till the bowl was halfway finished. His bib, his face, and the tray were a mess. He picked up his baby bottle and took a long drink before he paused long enough to take a large breath of air. He slowed down a bit after that, eating more normally – for him.

	“Feeling better?” she asked.

	“A bit,” he replied as he attempted, unsuccessfully, to put another spoonful of the cereal into his mouth without spilling any.

	“It’s my fault,” she replied. “I expected that you would be able to eat more last night.

	“Too much to drink,” he replied as he again dipped his spoon into the bowl.

	“I know. Tell you what, if you want, you can just finish that bottle, and I’ll get you out of here quickly. You should have time then to stop along the way and get yourself a better breakfast.”

	He had been planning to do just that, but he didn’t need to tell her. “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied as he dropped his spoon in the bowl and picked up the bottle instead.

	Mel watched him attack the bottle now. Even as hungry as she knew he was, she absolutely had to keep him drinking! The fate of the bet… her fate… actually, both their fates, depended on it. Despite how bad she felt over how hungry he was, she almost giggled watching him. His tray was a mess, his bib was a mess, his hands were a mess, his face was a mess, and that mess quickly transferred itself to the bottle in his hand too. Just like a baby!

	As he finished the bottle, she grabbed the last of his bottles out of the refrigerator and replaced the empty bottles in his diaper bag. It was way past time to make another batch of tea, but that would have to wait till later.

	Heaven! Pure Heaven! That’s the only way Chad could describe his first bite into the breakfast sandwich he had bought. He was so hungry that he had actually bought an extra sandwich along with the meal deal which included coffee and some potatoes. He finished the first sandwich in the parking lot before continuing on to work. When he got to work, he wasn’t exactly late, but he wasn’t exactly early either. He grabbed his purse and the rest of the breakfast he hadn’t eaten yet and hurried inside.

	“There you are!” Robin exclaimed as she saw him hurrying down the hallway toward his cubicle. I thought you were going to be late again.”

	He held up the bag containing the breakfast he had just bought. “I was hungry,” he replied in his normal male voice. “It took a while to get this.”

	“Girly voice,” Robin reminded him.

	“We’re not going to go through that again, are we?” he asked as he set everything down on his desk.

	Robin smiled. “Not unless you remember to stop talking like a man.”

	Chad just stopped for a moment and stared at her. She did have a point – especially after what he had gone through with Derek yesterday. He shook his head. “I’ll try,” he finally replied – in his girly voice.

	“Good!”

	He pulled his cell phone out of his purse and set that on the desk next to all the food, then he stowed his purse into his desk drawer and began pulling the food out of the bag.

	Robin shook her head. “I don’t know how you do it. You eat doughnuts, you eat breakfast, and still you’re losing weight!”

	“Yeah, but it’s because of all the other times when I don’t eat much – or very little. In fact, that’s why I’m so hungry this morning. I didn’t eat much last night.”

	“Why not?”

	But Chad couldn’t tell her the real answer. Instead, he just shrugged his shoulders. “Dieting,” he replied.

	Robin actually giggled. “Ain’t it a bitch?”

	“You have no idea!”

	“You forget, I live on a diet! And it’s not working. It never works. I live my life – starving!”

	“Well, lately, so do I.”

	“Like I said, dieting’s a bitch!”

	“Yeah! It is!”

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 2 of 8)

	Mel sat back in her chair and stared at the back wall of her office without really seeing it. She had some time between clients, but instead of worrying about work issues, she was instead worried about Chad issues. Namely, how little time there was left in the bet and how could she possibly make him totally incontinent with only three weeks to go? It seemed like an impossible task. And yet, she had made a lot of progress on him in the last week. She had shaved ten minutes off of his ability to hold back from the week before, but that still left another eight or nine minutes to go – which was an awful lot!

	The problem was, he was so stubborn that he just wouldn’t give in and let her win. He was going to make her work for every bit of it! Well, if he was going to be that stubborn then so could she. Without a doubt, she was going to have to pull out all the stops – use whatever means she could possibly think of! The only problem was, she couldn’t think of anything else she could do.

	Frustrated, she picked up one of the file folders on her desk and opened it. She started reading through the technical jargon explaining the reasons behind somebody’s proposal. Then she stopped reading. The paperwork was all about the reasons. It was a tiny idea, not much at all. And it probably wouldn’t help much. But still, it was an idea. She turned to her computer and opened up her email program.

	Chad was doing a lot of nothing when he noticed an email coming in for him. He minimized his web browser where he had been looking at skirts today and opened the email – from Mel!

	Sissy,

	I don’t care how hard you’re working on anything else at work today, find the time to do this!

	Write me a paper – due today before you leave work. Minimum of 500 words. No mistakes of any kind. Email it back to me. With this subject: “Why I Deserve To Be Incontinent.”

	If I don’t like anything at all about it, you’ll be doing it over and over again till I’m satisfied with the contents. And every rewrite is going to add another hundred words!

	I look forward to seeing it as soon as possible.

	Chad read the email several times. Ugh! He didn’t have a clue as to what he could possibly put into such a paper. It was just a good thing that he wasn’t doing much of anything else. He closed the email and opened another program to begin writing. He stared at the blank page in front of him for a while… and stared, and stared, and stared at it. What could he write? He had no clue at all.

	“Break time, Sissy,” Robins, voice rescued him from the entrance to his cubicle.

	He turned around to face her and gladly got up out of his chair.

	“What’cha doin?” Robin asked as they left his cubicle together.

	“A lot of nothing,” he replied in his girly voice.

	“It looked like you were going to write something,” she noted.

	He shrugged. “I was thinking about it, but I didn’t know what to write.”

	“About what?”

	But he couldn’t tell her that. “I don’t know.”

	“But you were going to write something anyway?”

	“Like I said, I was thinking about it.”

	“But you don’t know what you wanted to write about?”

	“Something like that.”

	“You’re weird! You know that?”

	Chad laughed. “More than you know!”

	They were fairly early again for break so they each got a doughnut. “I just don’t see how you can eat so much and still stay so thin!” Robin complained as they headed toward the women’s table together.

	“Like I said, it’s all the other times when I don’t eat.”

	“But I just saw you eat breakfast, and now you’re shoving a doughnut into your mouth too. You’re going to gain weight again!”

	Chad shoved the last of his doughnut into his mouth. “I hope so. Besides, you’re having one too.”

	Robin finished her doughnut. “Don’t tell anyone!” she giggled. “But really, I can’t believe you’re ruining your diet like this.”

	“I was just too hungry this morning,” Chad explained as a few more women sat down with them.

	“Too hungry?” one of the women chimed in. “That’s my problem. That’s why every diet I go on never lasts very long.”

	Somehow, the main topic of conversation that morning seemed to revolve around dieting and food. Chad just sat back and drank his coffee and listened till someone asked him, “So what diet have you been on, Sissy? You’re the only one here who seems to be really successful at losing weight.”

	Chad shrugged and careful to use his girly voice replied, “Most of the time I don’t eat hardly anything at all. It’s just sometimes that it gets to me and I have to eat something else – like today.” He leaned forward a bit. “I got so hungry today that I had to stop and buy a fast food breakfast for myself.”

	“And then he just ate one of those doughnuts!” Robin added.

	“I was hungry!” Chad explained.

	“I know what you mean,” one of the women added. “It was all I could do to resist taking one of those things this morning. I wish they wouldn’t put them out here. They’re too tempting.”

	“That’s for sure!” another woman noted. Her reply was a bit muffled though as she stuffed the last of her own doughnut into her mouth. There were some amused chuckles all around the table.

	“I just wish that when I cheat,” another woman brought up, “that what I eat wouldn’t destroy all my efforts so much – cause when I cheat, I don’t exactly go for the diet foods – if you know what I mean.”

	There was some general murmur of agreement all around.

	“Don’t you fix diet dishes at home?” Chad asked.

	“Honey, I know the exact calorie count of everything out there. Nothing goes into my mouth that I don’t know exactly how many calories are in it. The problem is, that there’s still so many calories, and so little food! And at home, I have a family to feed. Do you know how hard it is to cook something for a big husband and two growing boys and only have the tiniest portion on your own plate all the time? Every time?”

	“Yeah, I know,” Chad replied, thinking about all the nice meals he had created only to be served nothing but baby food later.

	“I doubt it Honey! Till you get your own man in the house and have to take care of him, don’t come telling me that you know what it’s like!”

	“Maybe he will soon,” another woman laughed. “I saw him and Derek being real chummy outside the building yesterday.”

	“Hey, that’s right!” another woman added. “I almost forgot about that. What happened between you two?”

	“Nothing much,” Chad replied. “It turns out he’s been avoiding me because Ray is riding his case pretty hard over our date together. Kind of like what everybody else is doing to me!” There was a bit of giggling from the women.

	“Oh come on,” one of the women replied. “This is a dream come true for you. Isn’t it?”

	“I would think so!” another woman added. “Derek’s a hunk! And as far as I know, you two have been pretty good friends for a long time.”

	Chad could see that things were quickly heading in the wrong direction. “No. We’re…” But that’s as far as he got before another women spoke up.

	“Oh! It all makes perfect sense to me now!” she announced. “You two have been good friends for a long time. Derek get’s divorced. You get divorced. And now you’re getting a sex change so you and Derek can be together. What do you think girls, does that sound about right?”

	Chad tried to protest, but most of the women were suddenly agreeing with her and asking if that was indeed the case.

	“No!” Chad tried to protest over and over again. “That’s not it. We’re just friends.” But his protests seemed to get nowhere. By the time break was over, Chad figured that every woman there was thoroughly convinced that that was the case. He only hoped that Derek didn’t get wind of it.

	“So is it true?” Robin asked as they walked back to their desks together. “You’re really trying to hook up with Derek? And that’s why you’re doing all of this?”

	“No!” Chad replied rather vehemently for the umpteenth time. “You know that’s not it!”

	“Well you never did really explain why you’re trying to be a woman now – other than I’ve figured out that you like wearing the clothes. All you ever say is that it’s complicated. And you’ve got to admit, doing it so that you can get together with Derek is fairly complicated. Not to mention that it makes more sense than anything else.”

	“That’s not it,” Chad protested once again.

	“So what is it? What’s behind it all?”

	But Chad couldn’t tell her anything about what was really going on. “It’s complicated,” he finally said – once again.

	“Bullshit!” Robin replied angrily.

	Mel stared at the computer screen on her desktop. Like she did earlier though, she wasn’t seeing anything other than the thoughts and worries running through her head. What was she going to do about Chad? So little time was left and she had so far to go with him. That silly paper she had ordered him to write a little while ago wasn’t going to solve her problem at all. The most she could really hope for out of it was for him to question further why he should bother resisting – and maybe, decide to just let her win. But it was too much to hope for. Way too much! So what was she going to do? She heard Andrea’s knock at her door. “Come on in!”

	Andrea pushed Mel’s door open and carried in another stack of file folders. “Here’s the latest,” she said as she set the folders on Mel’s desk. “Not as many this time.”

	“Good! There seemed like an awful lot yesterday.”

	“Yeah, but every one of those folders means money coming in!”

	Mel sighed. “Very true, very true. But that doesn’t make it any less annoying.”

	“Hey, I’ve got to type all this stuff up first. All you have to do is read it and sign it!”

	Mel smiled. “And I appreciate it every time.”

	“Sure you do!” Andrea replied like she didn’t believe it. But she knew that Mel did appreciate her work and she sometimes even bothered to tell her. “Hey, you seem a bit distracted today. Anything wrong?”

	“Does it show that much?”

	“Not really… yes, a bit.”

	Mel sighed. “I’ve got my back up against the wall with Sissy,” she complained.

	“Again? What’s wrong now?”

	“It’s just that… I’m running out of time!”

	“You mean you’re losing?”

	“No! And yes.”

	“And what’s that supposed to mean?”

	“It means that I’m making progress, but I still have too far to go!”

	“So he’s winning?”

	“No… and yes.” She let out another sigh of frustration.

	“So what are you going to do about it?”

	“I don’t know… yet.”

	“And what’s your big problem? How do you know he’s winning?”

	“He’s not winning!”

	Andrea raised her eyebrow questioningly. “He’s not losing either.”

	“It’s just that… He’s got way too much control still! I mean, I’ve managed to take most of it away from him, but he works on it while he’s at work – all day! I did manage to strip about ten minutes off his ability to hold back from what he could do a week ago, but he’s still got way too much ability left. And there’s only three weeks left in this bet for me to remove all his control! I’m running out of time!”

	Andrea just looked at her for a moment. “You said he works on it while he’s at work every day?”

	“It’s the only time he can. I’ve pretty much fixed things now so that he can’t control himself any other time – as long as I keep after him.”

	“So if he’s working on it while he’s at work…” Andrea just shook her head. “I guess there are things you’re not telling me because the answer to that one is so obvious that I’m not even going to tell you.”

	“It is?” Mel asked as Andrea headed for the door.

	“It sure seems like it to me,” Andrea replied as she stopped momentarily in the doorway. “But then like I said, obviously there are things that I don’t know.”

	“Like what?” Mel asked. But Andrea had already left. “Like what?” she asked the walls.

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 3 of 8)

	Chad was becoming a bit concerned. He had only been able to try holding back a few times so far today. What concerned him the most, was that he just realized that he had peed again – without knowing he was going to do it. He was fairly sure that he hadn’t peed much at all this time, but still, he had almost totally missed it. And not for the first time today.

	Too much to drink! He knew without a doubt that that was the problem. He had already had an extra cup of coffee that he didn’t usually get in the mornings – and that was on top of the unusual amount he had guzzled all last night. Way, way too much to drink. If he didn’t start cutting back on the amount he was drinking now, then Mel was going to win for sure! He promised himself that he wouldn’t drink anything at all when he ate lunch. That should help – he hoped – because right now, it almost seemed like Mel was winning this bet, and he couldn’t dare let that happen. He had to find a way to fight back harder. But how?

	He stared reluctantly at the blank page on his computer screen. What was he supposed to write? Why did he “deserve” to be incontinent? He had to come up with something. He “wanted” to be incontinent – just for the humiliation of it. But that didn’t mean that he “deserved” to be incontinent. Besides, he “wanted” it – outside of the bet. For the bet, he didn’t want it. Or did he? Well, he did, he just couldn’t allow himself to be that way – yet.

	Confused, he opened up his favorite web search program and typed in a query for reasons to be incontinent. He briefly searched through the pages it brought up – and found nothing – nothing that he could use to indicate why he “deserved” to be incontinent.

	Frustrated, he closed the search program and stared at his screen again. He finally began typing, but it was only the title. He had written it just in the hopes that it might inspire him. But so far…

	Still having no clue what to write, he again opened up his web browser and typed the word ‘fashion’ into the search program. Looking at what the fashion models were wearing was a lot more interesting than trying to write an impossible paper.

	“No! I’m not going to do it!”

	“Oh come on. Be a good sport,” Ray replied as he sat down on the edge of Derek’s desk.

	“Being a good sport has nothing to do with it,” Derek replied as he looked up at Ray from his chair. “Especially in this case!”

	“But it’s the proper thing to do.”

	“Bullshit! And you know it!”

	“Well I think you should,” Ray urged.

	“Well I think I won’t! And that’s final. It’s bad enough I have to go out with him!”

	“Her.”

	“Him!”

	“Ray smiled. “Don’t be a bad loser.”

	“Well stop being such a gloating son-of-a-bitch winner! I’m not going to do it. So get that stupid thought out of your head!”

	Ray got back to his feet. “Okay. Have it your way. I’ll pick you up on Sunday.”

	“Unfortunately!”

	As Ray headed back toward his own office, he mused, “Well, if Derek didn’t want to do it – willingly, then he’d just have to find a way to make it look like he did!” He smiled as several possibilities came to mind. Poor Derek. Riding his case and spreading gossip about him and Sissy was so much fun.

	Chad pulled into the parking lot of the gym and parked his car, but he hesitated before getting out. If he didn’t need changing so badly he would have been tempted to skip coming here today. He wasn’t at all sure how Mel would feel about that, but somehow, he figured that she wouldn’t like it. Having little real choice, he got out of the car and grabbed his purse and diaper bag.

	Cindy watched through the glass door as Chad walked across the parking lot toward the door. As a receptionist, she got to know more of the customers that came in than most of the other employees. But by far, the one that interested her the most was Sissy. According to Cassie, he secretly loved all the humiliation that got heaped on him. She couldn’t really understand why, but she had to admit, she enjoyed seeing the silly things he went through. And knowing that she too could tease him and humiliate him only added to her interest.

	Her only problem was that Cassie had just told her she couldn’t “help” with him again today – not even watch. But Cassie had left her a possible opening.

	“Not today,” Cassie had said. “Not unless he specifically asks you to.”

	So now Cindy had just one thing on her mind, getting Sissy to ask her to “help” once again. “Hi Sissy,” she called brightly the moment he walked through the door.

	Chad mentally groaned. Why did she have to be so cheerful? It had to be a very bad sign. What had she and Cassie cooked up to do to him today? Knowing that he wouldn’t get away with not greeting her properly, he dropped his usual curtsey and said hello.

	Cindy giggled. There was just something about seeing him do that, that thrilled her all the way down her spine – right down to her toes. She leaned excitedly across the counter. “Can I change you again today?”

	Chad was caught off guard by her question. She had asked that yesterday, and when he told her no, she had somehow turned things around so that the decision was taken away from him. “I don’t have any say in the matter,” he replied somewhat flatly.

	“So that means I can be there?” she asked excitedly.

	“Wait a minute! Is Cassie really giving me the choice this time?”

	Cindy backed off, no longer so excited. “Maybe,” she replied noncommittally.

	But Chad was grasping at his own straws. “If that’s the case, then defiantly – no!”

	“But I did a good job yesterday,” she argued. “I didn’t even hurt you when I put that silly little pill up inside of you.”

	Chad shook his head. “I’m sorry, but if I have any say at all in this matter, then I’d rather it be just Cassie. Will you find her for me please?”

	But Cindy wasn’t about to give up yet. “Well then can I just come in and watch? Please?”

	Chad shook his head again. “I’d rather you didn’t,” he replied politely but firmly.

	“Oh pooh!” Cindy pouted. “I’ve been looking forward to it all day.”

	Chad was suddenly wondering if he had just won this battle. Unfortunately, he couldn’t take anything for granted. “I’m sorry,” he replied. “But like I said, I’d rather it be just Cassie. I’m more comfortable with just her.”

	“But if I’m there, then you’ll get more comfortable with me too!”

	“I’d rather not!” Chad replied. “Now will you please find Cassie before I start leaking all over everything here?”

	“Darn it!” she said as she sullenly left her post to go in search of Cassie.

	Chad watched her leave, split between celebrating his victory over her and worrying about what Cassie might say when she came back. Fortunately, he didn’t have long to wait. He dropped another curtsey and another sissy hello as Cassie entered the gym foyer.

	“Are you ready?” Cassie asked.

	Chad noticed that she didn’t ask anything about Cindy. “Yes,” he replied as he shifted the weight of his diaper bag strung over his shoulder.

	“Then let’s get busy.”

	Surprised that there was no mention at all of Cindy, he followed Cassie back through the gym, noticing as he went that Cindy just went back to her post behind the front desk – rather sullenly, but she went back. But the question now was, would she stay there?

	Back in the little office, Chad started to undress while Cassie laid his things out. By the time he was down to just his diapers, plastic panties and waist cincher, she had everything laid out and ready. She handed him his bottle as he laid down on the floor. As he put the bottle to his mouth and started drinking – and Cassie began removing his plastic panties to change him, he was struck by one thought – just like old times! This was the way it was supposed to be – private! Just Cassie and himself. Thankfully. And somewhere in the back of his mind he prayed it would stay like that, because it was always possible that Cindy could come in at any time.

	Cassie unfastened his overly saturated diapers and pulled them down. “Somebody’s been wetting an awful lot this morning,” she declared as she did so. “I noticed that the inside of your plastic panties are a bit wet too. It’s a good thing you had them on.”

	Chad didn’t doubt for a moment that he had leaked a bit this morning. It was only just a little while ago that he had begun getting back into the swing of things with really being able to hold back. Granted, he hadn’t been able to hold back very long… yet. But hopefully, that would change this afternoon. He had no intention of getting anything at all to drink with his lunch today. Hopefully, that should help a lot!

	Cassie glanced at his tiny plastic encased organ as she wiped his front side and applied a bit of baby lotion to his skin. His trapped penis was just as tiny as it always was. She had to wonder if the thing ever grew anymore. But a quick glance at the wicked looking spikes just touching his skin on the inside of the device made her remember that he needed to stay as small as possible. It was the only thing that prevented those spikes from causing him major pain. She had seen him writhing on the floor more than once because of those spikes. She quickly slipped his soaked diapers out from under him and inserted two new ones in their place. “Okay,” she said. “Time to roll over.”

	Chad set his bottle down and rolled over so she could do his backside. Would Cassie “play” with him today like she used to? He was really hoping she would. It seemed like so long ago since she had last done it, and he missed it – the only little bit of fun he seemed to get anymore. The feeling of her hands as she massaged the baby lotion into his backside was pure heaven. He shut his eyes and concentrated on it. And when he heard her telling him to “skooch his knees up,” the feeling of anticipation he felt in his stomach was almost painful. He couldn’t wait.

	It had been so long now since he had been able to get any sexual relief at all. Never had he been allowed to orgasm since this whole bet started. He was kept painfully chaste with no chance of ever getting hard. And then stimulating thing after stimulating thing had been thrown at him – for so long now that his body seemed to react to the stimulation on the inside, but his under exercised organ no longer seemed to respond at all. And if by some chance it did, then he was very sorry for it almost immediately. So much so that he instantly wished he would never try to get hard again. But if feeling the excitement on the inside was all he had left, then it was far better than nothing, and now he couldn’t wait to feel Cassie’s usual toy that she used on him… at least he hoped she would use it on him.

	The feeling of her finger starting to play with his asshole sent shudders of pleasure and anticipation all through him. He couldn’t wait to feel her pushing it in. But she was still holding back, teasing him, building his anticipation. He briefly wondered what Cassie did when she and Sandy were together. And for that matter, what did Sandy do to her? But those thoughts were instantly banished the moment her finger actually slipped inside of him. He held his breath for a moment as she pushed it in, then pulled it back out. In then out. Deeper, then shallower, then deeper still, then shallow. Over and over. He never knew how far in she was going to push it in.

	And then her finger was gone completely and he heard her opening the desk drawer to get her toy. And that was the moment he realized that he had to pee again. He had to practice holding back! That was very important. He clamped down hard on his muscles, trying to do whatever he could to build up his strength there.

	And then he felt Cassie’s hands again… and the tip of her toy playing with his anal hole. He felt her trying to push it in, pushing harder and harder. But with all his muscles locked the way they were, she couldn’t do it, she couldn’t push it inside of him! But he wanted it in! But he had to hold back!

	“What’s wrong?” Cassie asked. “You don’t want it today?”

	“Yes I do. Badly!” Chad replied.

	“So what’s wrong?”

	“I have to pee! Badly!” he replied.

	“Oh.” Cassie wasn’t sure what to do. She pulled her dildo away. “We’ll just try another time,” she told him.

	“No!” He wanted it too badly. He needed it too badly. The question was, could he possibly relax his anal muscles enough to let her get it inside of him – while at the same time manage to hold back from peeing? “Try it again,” he told her. “But go slowly.”

	Cassie was a bit surprised, but she was willing. She put her toy back up against the little hole in his backside. “Ready?” she asked.

	It was a moment before Chad felt he had enough control over things to nod that he was ready. Relaxing the muscles of his backside ever so slightly, he prayed that he would be able to hold off on peeing. He felt her pushing harder, then harder. He relaxed more and more. The rounded tip penetrated him further and further, but not fully. And then, almost suddenly, it went in, right past the first few ribs on her toy. He felt totally jubilant as he felt her slowly pushing it further and further up into him. And then she was pulling back on it again. And he was still holding back on his pee. Slowly in, then slowly out. Over and over, faster and faster, harder and harder. His attention now was completely on the wonderful feeling of her toy going in and out of his backside. He closed his eyes again in pure bliss!

	Cassie watched him closely. Things were now almost back to normal again. He was slowly working himself into a little frenzy over the feelings he was experiencing. And then out of the corner of her eye, she noticed something odd. Then it happened again. She had to bend over to watch more closely to see if she was right. And she almost laughed. Every time she pushed in on her toy, he squirted a little bit of pee out of his chastity device. Almost like a little squirt gun. And it didn’t look like he even knew it! Over and over again, just a tiny bit each time. And it kept happening and happening. It was causing quite a little puddle on the diaper that was just below it. Fortunately, the diaper soaked everything up fairly quickly.

	Chad was in heaven. But eventually, he reached the point where there was just no use continuing anymore. It was that total frustration point where he knew that the release he wanted so badly just couldn’t be obtained. Frustrated and disappointed, he stopped, but not before he pushed back and forth just a few more times for that last bit of enjoyment.

	“All finished?” Cassie asked before she withdrew the toy.

	Chad tried to look back at her, which was difficult, and nod. “Yeah,” he replied.

	“How about peeing? Are you done with that too?”

	Peeing? Had he leaked? He was still trying to hold back! He was still working hard at it! “What do you mean, am I done? Did I leak a little?”

	“You’ve been peeing since we started!”

	Chad was shocked. “I have?” He did his best to look down under him and saw how wet part of the diaper on the floor was. Ugh! He had leaked.

	“Well, are you done yet?” Cassie asked again as she pulled the toy fully out of him.

	“No, I’m still holding back.”

	“Then why don’t you just let it go and finish what you started so we can get out of here.”

	Still in the same position, Chad relaxed his muscles to let the rest of his pee out, but what came out amounted to only a little bit of a dribble before it finished. So frustrating! He had failed totally.

	“Are you done now?” Cassie asked again.

	“Yeah, I guess so,” Chad replied rather sullenly.

	“Then roll back over so I can get you diapered up again.”

	“Aren’t you going to replace the one I just wet all over?”

	“Why? You wet them a lot more than that every time you come in. I’m sure you’re used to it. Besides, that’s the inner diaper that I went to all the trouble to cut slits in. I don’t want to do that again to another diaper.”

	Reluctantly, Chad rolled over and set his backside down on the already wet diaper. He could feel the wet spot high up near the back of the diaper as he set his backside down on it. So much for starting the afternoon of in dry diapers. It was just a good thing he enjoyed them being wet!

	Cassie grabbed the jar of suppositories and made a show out of opening it and pulling one out. She showed it to Sissy. “I know you just love these things, don’t you?” she teased.

	Chad mentally groaned. “Just for once, can’t you please leave it out? Please?”

	Cassie shook her head. “Sorry. These little beauties are one of the main reasons Mel wants me to change you every day. Lift your knees up for me.” Once Chad was in position, she pushed his legs up further, once again exposing his backside that she had just finished playing with a minute ago. Palming the suppository in her hand, she stuck only her finger way up inside of him. Once again, he would never know what he didn’t get… and hopefully, he would never see any difference.

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 4 of 8)

	Gloria took a sip of her iced tea and set her glass down. So far, the lunchtime conversation with Mel had been fairly nice – nothing at all about Chad or any of the usual things Mel had been consumed with for the last two months. But this time, Gloria herself was wondering about things. Things like… did Mel remember anything at all about last night during the time that she had been in a trance? Gloria was more than a bit worried about that, only because Mel was her friend and trusted her. But how could she bring it up without telling Mel what really happened? Her mind was so preoccupied with this question that she didn’t seem to realize for a while that Mel was talking more than usual, much more. And the things she was talking about were so disjointed that they almost made no sense. “Mel! Wait a minute!”

	“What?”

	“You’re carrying on about nonsense.”

	Mel slumped back in her seat. “Sorry,” she replied. “I’m just trying to keep things… light.”

	Gloria was suddenly more worried than ever. Did she know she had been hypnotized? “I appreciate that you want to keep it light, but… jeez… you don’t have to work so hard at it. What’s bugging you so bad?”

	As usual, Mel realized that her friend knew her all too well. “Sissy… and time!”

	“I should have known.” Actually, Gloria was relieved. It meant that Mel still had no idea. Well, hopefully, she would never know.

	“It’s just that, there’s so little time left in this bet, and I have way too far to go with him. You heard him last night, he still has so much darn control! I have to take it all away from him – in just three more weeks!”

	“Sounds like a lot of time to me.”

	“No it’s not! He should be totally there by now! He’s just… fighting me too hard!”

	“And winning?”

	“No! Never! At least… I hope not.”

	“But he could win.”

	“Not if I can help it!”

	“Of course not.” Gloria was getting sick of Mel’s over obsession with Chad and their stupid bet. And Mel didn’t like to lose! “So what are you going to do about it?”

	Mel shook her head. “I just don’t know. The problem is that he works on it constantly while he’s at work. I don’t let him work on it any other time.”

	“So? You’ve still got three weeks.”

	“Yeah, but… well, things may come up where I can’t control him as well.”

	“Like what?”

	“Ugh! Like this stupid date we’ve got this weekend. I wish I’d never done that!”

	“Why? Just because of Chad?”

	Mel just looked at her for a moment. “Partially.”

	“So there’s more?”

	Mel nodded her head a bit. “Kind of.”

	“Okay out with it girl!”

	“It’s just that… well… I think I’d rather be going with his date instead of the guy I’m stuck with.”

	“Hey! I saw those pictures. The guys a hunk.”

	“Yeah, but he’s a woman chasing, conniving, bastard who only wants to get it on with as many women as he can.”

	“So? As far as I know, you’re not looking to get married anytime soon. Let him jump your bones and enjoy it.”

	“Ugh! I’d rather it was Sissy’s date!”

	“So you’ve got the hots for Sissy’s guy instead?”

	“No! Not at… well, maybe. Just a little.”

	“So let him jump your bones instead.”

	Mel just rolled her eyes. “Not right now. Maybe when this bet is over with. But not right now.”

	Gloria just shook her head. “Well, if you’re going to toss any of them away, send them in my direction. I’d give my right arm to go out with either of them.”

	Chad stared at his blank computer screen, and stared, and stared. He still didn’t know what to write for Mel’s stupid paper. He had to write something though. He didn’t want to think about what kind of punishment she would dish out if he didn’t at least make a good effort. But there just wasn’t any good reasons he could put down. None!

	Feeling defeated once again, he opened instead the spreadsheet where he kept his progress for the bet. Twenty-one days to go… still! Three weeks! Just one week less than a month! An eternity! He was more worried than ever about all the progress Mel had made in him. He had been having more and more trouble holding back every day. Every day he managed to hold back less and less. How could he hold out for another three weeks? It was way too much time. What was he going to do?

	He moved to the space next to yesterday’s date and filled in the exact time he remembered – eight and a half minutes. Another minute lost over the day before. Another full minute! Mel was making more and more progress. Twenty-one days and yesterday he had only made eight and a half minutes. And so far, today was looking even worse. Twenty-one days. The way things were going, if he lost a full minute every day, then Mel could win this thing by next week! He had to find a way to fight back! But how?

	He quickly glanced over at his column of reasons to win the bet. Respect, friends, and a life! The rest of it barely mattered right now. But even his three main reasons meant little to him today. All he knew was that he still wanted to win this thing, and so far, he was losing. Not wanting to think about it anymore, he closed the spreadsheet and went back to fretting about what to write in the paper Mel wanted.

	Mel was looking at her calendar and her plan for Sissy. According to the schedule, this was one of the days when Sissy wouldn’t get one of the suppositories at lunchtime. He didn’t get one last night either. She briefly wondered if he would realize it, and more importantly, would he be able to control that part of him now? Her thoughts were interrupted by the ringing of her cell phone. “Hello?”

	“Hey Mel. It’s Cassie.”

	“Hi Cassie. What’s up?”

	“Hey, I just wanted to tell you about Sissy today. You would have loved it.”

	“What happened?”

	“I got a chance to play with him again today like I usually do – when we’re alone.”

	“Yeah?”

	“But this time, just before I started using my little dildo on him, he claimed he had to pee. I had a bit more trouble getting the thing into him because his muscles were all tightened up to hold back, but eventually it went in and he got into it.”

	“So what happened?”

	“Oh Mel, you should have seen it,” Cassie laughed. “Every time I pushed the thing in, he squirted out a little pee from the other side. It was hilarious! And the poor guy didn’t even know he was doing it. By the time I finished, he thought he still had to pee, but when he went to let it out, almost nothing was left. I tell you, it was so funny!”

	Mel chuckled a bit herself. “I can imagine,” she replied. “Say Cassie, did you put one of those suppositories inside of him today?”

	“I thought he wasn’t supposed to get one today, so I just faked it.”

	“Good. He’s not supposed to get one. I’m just wondering how they’re working, that’s all.”

	“I guess you’ll have to ask him. I wouldn’t know.”

	“Yeah. I guess I should ask. Say! While I’ve got you on the phone, I need your help with something I’m lining up for tomorrow. I’ll be talking to Sandy in a little while about it too.”

	“Okay. What do you need?”

	Mel smiled before she continued. Operation Robin was getting closer and closer!

	Ray entered the little alcove where the copy machine was located and opened the publication of new industry regulations to the first page he wanted to copy. As he lined up the book properly on the copier he heard someone coming into the office behind him. Before he could hit the copy button, he heard a woman’s voice talking to the woman whose desk was close by.

	“What do you think about Sissy and Derek?” the woman asked.

	Ray stopped his hand from touching the copy button. The words Sissy and Derek completely caught his attention and he wasn’t about to do anything to prevent him from hearing what was being said.

	“Oh God,” the woman at the desk replied. “I guess it makes more sense than anything else.”

	“But he keeps claiming it’s not true!”

	“Yeah, and they used to claim the earth was flat! I still think it makes the most sense.”

	There was a slight pause before the other woman answered. “Yeah, I guess it does. Still… You’d think we would have caught wind of it before this.”

	“I don’t know. You know how men can be. And something like that I guess I would want to keep a secret too.”

	“Yeah, I suppose. Is this all the stuff for marketing?”

	“That’s it. Thanks for picking it up this time.”

	“No problem.”

	Ray peeked his head out of the alcove and watched the woman walking away. What the heck were they talking about? Whatever it was, it sure sounded… interesting! He finally hit the button on the copier, then lined up five more pages and copied each of them.

	On his way back to his office, he stopped at the woman’s desk. “Hey,” he said, “I couldn’t help overhearing you talking a minute ago. Something about Sissy and Derek? What’s going on?”

	“Oh,” the woman said. “It’s nothing. Just something we were considering at break earlier this morning.”

	“And what’s that?”

	“Well, it’s probably not true anyway but… We got to wondering if maybe… since Sissy just got divorced and Derek is also divorced that… well… Maybe Sissy is getting a sex change so that he can be with Derek.”

	Ray’s eyes went as wide as saucers.

	“You have to admit,” the woman continued, “it kind of makes more sense than anything else. Sissy totally denies it of course, but then, I guess I would too if I were him.” She watched the startled look on Rays face for a moment before she asked. “You know Derek pretty well, what do you think?”

	Ray was still groping with all the possibilities, but finally he replied, “I wouldn’t be the least bit surprised.”

	Chad was grasping at straws. He had to write something, so he went for the thing that hurt the most – the truth. It might not exactly why he “deserved” to be incontinent, but it was the best he could come up with. And the painful truth was that he wanted to be incontinent just for the humiliation of it. Something inside of him seemed to know that fact so that’s what he put down. Now the trick was to fluff it out with enough trash to make it sound good. Having something he could finally start writing, he went to work.

	A little while later, the humiliation factor led him to another thought. One that had been mentioned a few times when this bet first started. If he was incontinent and in diapers all the time, then he wouldn’t have to take bathroom breaks while he was performing his duties as a sissy “servant.”

	Having two subjects to write about now made his task that much easier. He only hoped that Mel would buy it when he sent it to her. As he worked, he kept glancing more and more at the clock on his computer. Was it break time yet? The only reason he was wondering was because he was a bit thirsty. Since he purposely didn’t get anything to drink with his lunch, now he wanted something. Besides, Mel had him so used to drinking something almost constantly that now his body seemed to miss it. He was starting to do better at holding back though – finally! That much alone made being a little thirsty totally worth it.

	As break time drew near, he closed the paper he was writing before Robin could get a chance to see it. He opened his web browser again and went back to looking at the fashion web sites. If only he looked like those models. Any of them!

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 5 of 8)

	Mel walked her client to the door and shook hands with him. Once he was gone, she turned back toward her office. The waiting room was empty except for Andrea who was typing something at her desk. She stopped in front of Andrea’s desk and waited till she had finished typing and could look up. “Okay, I give up. What’s so obvious? How can I keep Sissy from holding back at work?”

	“You’re kidding, right?” Andrea asked. “You mean you really don’t know?”

	“No! That’s why I’m asking.”

	Andrea just shook her head. “Well, like I said, I’m sure there are things I don’t know about so you can’t do it.”

	“Like what?”

	“I don’t know! That’s the point.”

	“Okay, well, there’s nothing I can think of. So what are you talking about?”

	“I don’t believe you don’t see this already.”

	“What is it?” Mel asked, her voice full of frustration.

	“Well, you said that the only time he can work on holding back is when he’s at work, right?”

	“Yeah. So?”

	“So… Don’t send him.”

	“Huh?”

	“Don’t send him to work. I mean, the guy’s probably got some vacation time, doesn’t he?”

	Mel’s jaw dropped wide open as she stood there in shock. It was so obvious! Why hadn’t she seen it? “Thanks, Andrea! I owe you!” she said quickly before she hurried back to her office. Don’t send him to work! It was so obvious. This time, instead of emailing him, she picked up her cell phone instead.

	“Break time Sissy,” Robin’s voice called from the entrance to his cubical. “Hey, what ‘cha looking at?” She walked in closer so she could see his computer screen. There were several pictures of models on it. “Hey, I’ve seen those. They’re beautiful, aren’t they? Have you seen the one in the teal print dress yet? It’s a couple of pages in.”

	“Not yet,” Chad replied. “I haven’t gotten that far.”

	“So go to the next page and see if it’s there. I want to show you the shoes she’s wearing.”

	Chad started to click toward the next page in the website, but he was suddenly interrupted when his cell phone started ringing. He quickly picked it up and noticed that the call was from Mel. “Hello?” he said, carefully using his ‘girly’ voice.

	“Sissy,” Mel’s voice replied. “What are you doing?”

	“Um… Robin and I were just about to go to break.”

	The stupid Robin woman again! Mel was so glad that she would be getting what was coming to her very, very soon. She could just picture the two of them walking hand in hand to break together. The very thought of it made her sick. “Sissy, I need to know if you have any vacation days available.”

	Chad was a bit surprised by the question. “Vacation days? I guess so. I’m sure I have at least a week left.”

	“Good! I want you to put in immediately to take off the entire last week of our bet together.”

	“The whole last week?”

	“You heard me. Now arrange it, or I’ll do it for you. Of course, you may not have a job left if I have to do it. Let me know as soon as you can get it arranged. Got it?”

	“Yeah. The whole last week. I’ll let you know.”

	“Good. How are you coming with the little paper I assigned you? I’m still waiting to read it.”

	“I’m working on it,” Chad replied.

	“Well get it done! No excuses!”

	“I will.”

	“Good. Don’t forget, nail salon tonight. Are you going to keep your current nail length or get them cut shorter?”

	“I hadn’t thought about it,” Chad confessed.

	“Well, if you do decide to get them cut, don’t get them too short.”

	Chad was just surprised that the choice was going to be totally up to him. “Like I said, I hadn’t thought about it yet.” He glanced down at his long purple fingernails. Even in the lavender color, they looked so much more feminine with the longer nails. “I do kind of like the way they look when they’re this long.”

	“Good,” Mel replied. “Oh, and you should consider a different color. Maybe something in the red to pink range. Maybe more towards the red end.”

	Chad had to wonder why she was being so specific. What did she have planned for him now? “I’ll think about it,” he replied.

	“Good. Let me know the minute you know about your vacation!”

	“I will,” Chad replied. “I will.”

	“What was that all about?” Robin asked.

	“Mel wants me to take some vacation time from work.”

	“When? The last week of the month?”

	Chad did some mental calculating and realized that the last week of the month was also the last week of the bet. “Yeah,” he replied.

	“So what’s going on? Where are you going?”

	“I have no idea. She just wants me to take off.”

	“So are you?”

	Chad couldn’t tell her at all that he really had no choice in the matter. “Probably. I could use a few days off anyway.”

	“Well, you just better not come back with a complete sex change without telling me first. I’ll kill you!”

	Chad laughed. “No chance of that!” – he hoped. He had no idea why Mel really wanted him to take off or what she had planned for him. He wasn’t even sure he wanted to know. Knowing Mel, she might have the most outrageous plans for him. He just hoped it wasn’t really a trip anywhere. That would be most embarrassing!

	“So are you going to cut your nails shorter?” Robin asked as they headed out into the hallway together.

	“I hadn’t thought about it,” Chad replied as he again glanced quickly at his long lavender nails.

	“I don’t know how you manage to do anything with them that long.”

	Chad just shrugged. “You get used to it.” As they walked, he was a bit amazed. Wasn’t that the very thing he often wondered when he saw women with long nails? Now a woman was asking him!

	Mel hung up her phone and stared at her back wall for a minute. It was so obvious! Why hadn’t she thought about it before? And now that she had ordered him to do it, she immediately felt better about things. With an entire week to work on him, she was sure she could win this bet! And speaking of taking off! She punched in Andrea’s number on her office phone.

	“Yes?” Andrea’s voice came back.

	“Andrea. Check my schedule for the last week of the month. Clear as much of it as possible. Everything if you can.”

	“So you’re trying to take off too?”

	“As much as possible.”

	“Hang on a minute,” Andrea replied while she was still on the phone. She quickly glanced through Mel’s calendar. “I only see a couple of court appointments that will be almost impossible to get out of. But other than that, I can probably move things around so you have most of the time available.”

	“Good. Do what you can Andrea. Thanks.”

	Mel suddenly felt better than she had all day. Things would be even better now that she was going to take some time off too. Well, most of the time anyway. There were still a few pesky things she had to attend to at that time, but they were minor little things that couldn’t be helped. With that problem finally ironed out, she was able to turn her thoughts instead to much more happier things – like teaching Sissy ballet. She needed to come up with a routine for him now. Something he could perform in public. And she couldn’t wait!

	Derek didn’t dare go down to the break room, even though he would have enjoyed a cup of coffee. Maybe he could just go out somewhere and get one, or maybe he could send one of his co-workers after a cup. But there was no way he was going anywhere near that break room while Chad… Sissy might be there!

	Ray was on his way to confer with one of the other managers about the new government regulations on their industry when he had to pass by Derek’s office. He was a bit surprised to see Derek at his desk. The temptation to rub something in and get Derek’s goat a bit was just too much. He delayed his meeting for a moment and went in to see Derek instead. “You sly dog!” he announced as he entered Derek’s office.

	“What?” Derek wasn’t at all happy to see Ray again, especially not with a grin that big on his face.

	“You sly old dog!” Ray repeated excitedly once again.

	“Now what?” Derek asked with more than a hint of annoyance in his voice. He just knew that Derek was up to something that he probably wouldn’t like.

	“You should have told me!”

	“Told you what?”

	“You lost that bet on purpose!”

	“I what? What are you talking about?”

	“The bet. The poker bet. You lost it on purpose… you sly old dog you!”

	“Ray, how could I lose that bet on purpose? Why would I ever want to do such a stupid thing? Especially with the consequences I’m facing now because I did lose!”

	But Ray was still grinning from ear to ear. “I’m afraid the word is out now boy. You should have just told me. I would have understood perfectly.”

	Derek was getting more and more frustrated with Ray, not to mention downright angry. “Told you what? What word is out?”

	“Why, about you and Sissy of course. You should have told me.”

	“Told you what?” Derek yelled back. “What about… me and… Sissy?” he spat the last word.

	“Why, you and Sissy have this… ‘thing’ for each other. And he’s getting a sex change just so that you two can be together. You sly old dog you!”

	Derek’s face was going purple. He was on the verge of exploding. “That’s not true and you know it! Stop this bullshit!”

	“But I didn’t start it,” Ray replied happily. “It’s all over the company now.”

	Ray was shocked. “All over…”

	“You sly old dog you…” Ray said one last time as he walked out.

	Derek was fuming. All over the company? Ray had to be kidding! It was the craziest thing he had ever heard. Common sense would show everybody that! He did his best to try to ignore what Ray had just said and chalk it up to more of Ray’s teasing.

	Man did he ever need some coffee now. No, not coffee, a good beer instead! No, not beer, something much, much stronger!

	The woman who Ray had originally gotten the rumor from was just getting up from her desk to go to the break room when Ray “just happened” to be walking by. He stopped just long enough to speak a few words with her about company business. But before he left, he added just a tiny bit more. “Oh, by the way!” he added. “Remember what you were asking me about earlier…. About Derek and Sissy?”

	“Yeah?” the woman asked, suddenly very interested.

	“Well, it looks like you were exactly right. Oh, he didn’t want to come out and just admit it, but I got enough out of Derek so that I know it for sure!”

	“You’re kidding!” the woman replied, totally shocked and amazed. Now she couldn’t wait to get to the break room. Wait till the girls heard this!

	The huge grin was back on Ray’s face as he watched her hurrying for the door.

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 6 of 8)

	Chad would have skipped getting a cup of coffee, but he just wanted something to drink too badly. Besides, it might look odd if he suddenly didn’t take one like he usually did. But he was finally doing better at holding back now, so he allowed himself the small – luxury? He hated to think of it like that, as a luxury, because every bit of liquid he put into his system still had to come out the other end.

	He was sitting at the table sipping at his coffee, listening with one ear as the women talked about problems with their kids, when another woman came hurrying into the room and right up to the table. “Girls, girls!” she called excitedly as she approached the table. “I just got the news!”

	“What news?” several of them asked.

	“Remember what we were discussing about Sissy and Derek earlier?” she asked as she looked straight at Sissy. “Well, it turns out that we were right! Derek admitted it to Ray just a little while ago and I heard it straight from him!”

	The level of excitement at the table tripled at least. Chad just felt stunned and sick! “No! It’s not true!” he yelled. But nobody was listening to him. Every one of them totally ignored his pleas of denial.

	“Sissy!” Robin yelled excitedly over the din of everybody else’s excitement. “You should have just told me! Derek confirmed it, so you can stop denying it now.” Then she thought of something else. “Girls! Girls!” she yelled excitedly to get everybody’s attention. “Sissy is taking some time off later this month. I’ll bet he’s going to get his sex change then!”

	Chad was even more shocked. “I’m not getting a sex change!” he yelled over the incredible excitement all around him. But nobody was listening again. None of them would believe him. “I’m not getting a sex change!” he yelled once again in frustration. “And Derek and I aren’t getting together. There’s nothing between us!” But nobody would believe him. They were all too excited about everything.

	“Sissy!” Robin yelled excitedly to him at one point. “We have to look at wedding dresses!”

	Oh God!

	“You’re sure you want to do this, Mel?” Sandy asked into her phone.

	“Absolutely!” Mel replied.

	“It just seems a bit… extreme to me.”

	“It’s only about half what I’d really like to do to her!”

	“It’s not her I’m worried about,” Sandy replied. “But, if you’re sure…” She giggled at the thought of it. “I’ll certainly do my part.”

	“Great! Thanks Sandy. I appreciate it.”

	“Dinner again this Sunday?” Sandy asked.

	“Oh… No,” Mel replied. “Sorry, Sandy, not this week. We’ve got that date on Sunday instead. We’ll do it the next week for sure though.”

	“No problem, Mel. Cassie and I have just been enjoying our little get-togethers, that’s all. Not to mention his cooking.”

	“Yeah, I’ve rather enjoyed it a bunch too,” Mel admitted.

	“Okay,” Sandy replied. “We’ll be ready.”

	“Thanks Sandy.” Mel hung up her phone. Everything was now in the works for Operation Robin. As she had told Sandy, it was only about half what she’d really like to do to Robin. Of course she would also like to get a court order to keep her well away from Sissy – forever! But she knew that no judge would ever issue such a thing. So this was the next best thing… and also the more satisfying option.

	It was now time for the next part of Operation Robin – the setup! She picked up her cell phone and found Robin’s phone number. She punched a few buttons and waited.

	Robin was looking through web sites of wedding dresses when her cell phone rang. She just couldn’t believe that Sissy hadn’t told her the truth about him and Derek from the beginning. She would have totally understood. She didn’t know why even now he was denying it so vehemently. Not that it mattered. Wedding dresses were fun to dream about anyway – even if she was already married.

	She finally picked up her phone and noticed that the call was from Mel. Wow, what timing! “Hello?” she said excitedly.

	“Hi Robin? This is Mel.”

	“Hi Mel. Oh! I’m so excited! Sissy should have just told me! I would have totally understood! I’m already looking at wedding dresses!”

	Mel was suddenly confused. Told her what? Understood what? And she was looking at wedding dresses? Mel suddenly had even worse thoughts about her. “Um… Told you what?” she asked.

	“About Sissy! And why he’s doing what he is of course.”

	Mel was shocked. “He told you?”

	“Well, no. In fact, he still keeps denying it. But we got confirmation from Derek himself!”

	Derek? What the heck was the stupid tramp talking about? She just couldn’t believe that Sissy had told someone else all about the bet – and especially about his baby side! And now Robin was looking at wedding dresses? She didn’t know what to say! “Um…” But Robin was too excited to be held back.

	“Mel, tell me, is it true? The real reason Sissy is taking a vacation later this month is to get his sex change?”

	Once again, Mel was taken for a major loop. What the hell was going on there? All her plans were suddenly out the window. She couldn’t think properly. “Uh… Robin. Let me get back to you okay? I have to go now.”

	“Please get back to me soon, Mel. I have sooo many questions!”

	“Yeah, I’m sure you do. So do I.” Mel hung up her phone. Her head was spinning. According to that tramp Robin, Sissy had actually spilled the beans on everything – the bet, his diapers, everything. She was really surprised because he had so carefully protected that secret in the past. And now Derek had confirmed it? What had Chad told Derek? Was Derek the first person he confided in? And what the heck was that about him getting a sex change during their days off later in the month? That was definitely weird! And now that stupid blonde tramp was looking at wedding dresses? She was going to marry him? Not on her stupid pee-brained life! Sissy belonged to her… not to that stupid trollop!

	Her next client was going to have to wait a few minutes. She had to get to the bottom of things – and fast!

	Chad had actually been making progress on the paper Mel had assigned him to write when he heard Robin talking on the phone over the wall between them. His hearing particularly heard her say Mel, which grabbed his full attention. It had been a fairly quick conversation, but what he heard sounded like more of the gibberish all the women were bantering about the company now – unfortunately.

	He was about to get up to go ask her about it when he noticed an email come in from his boss, Tom Robinson. He quickly opened the email and saw that the request he had submitted earlier to take off the end of them month had been approved. What surprised him was the fact that his request had been approved so fast – usually it took a few days. This one had gone through in just a few hours. At the end of the email, Tom mentioned that he should pick up his paperwork in the Human Resources office. With the speed that they had processed his request, Chad figured that picking up the approved paperwork sooner rather than later was probably a good idea – especially since Tom had gone to the trouble of mentioning it.

	Talking to Robin was going to have to wait a few minutes. She wasn’t going anywhere anyway. He closed the email and hurried out to pick up the paperwork.

	Robin was still looking at wedding dresses when she heard Sissy’s cell phone ringing on the other side of the wall between their cubicles. After the third ring, she wondered why he wasn’t picking it up. After the fourth ring she got up from her seat to see why he wasn’t answering it. She reached his cubicle on the fifth ring and was surprised to see that he wasn’t there. She saw his cell phone on the desk and went over to see if she could tell who was calling him, but the moment she got near his phone the caller gave up and the display on his phone went blank. Oh well. She’d just tell him about it when he got back.

	Mel wanted to throw her cell phone across the room. Why wasn’t he answering? Was he too busy with Robin again? She’d strangle her if he was! Both of them! And now that the word was out, Robin was looking at wedding dresses? Why the hell didn’t he answer his phone? She needed answers! Who could she call? Ray’s name immediately came to mind, but something about that didn’t feel right. She wasn’t exactly up for Ray trying to talk her into going out with just him alone. Derek’s name was a fast second. She found his phone number and called.

	Derek was driving through the city when his cell phone rang. He hated answering the phone while he was driving, but since it was usually the office calling about business, he had little choice. “Hello?” he said, wondering what kind of problem someone had called in with now.

	“Derek? This is Mel.”

	If traffic hadn’t been so light, Derek might have had an accident. Mel was the last person he expected to hear from. “Mel! I’m glad you called. It’s a little late for lunch, but if you’re interested in dinner…”

	“No, Derek. That’s not what I’m calling about.” Mel sighed and forced herself to calm down and think logically, if not exactly straight. “Derek, what I’m calling for is… What the hell is going on at that company of yours?”

	“Huh? What are you talking about?”

	“I just talked with Robin and she told me some of the craziest things. What did Sissy tell you today?”

	“Sissy? I haven’t talked to him.”

	“Her.”

	Derek shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Whatever! I still haven’t talked to ‘her’ since yesterday. Why?”

	But Mel was now trying to make sense of things. “So you haven’t talked to Sissy at all? No emails? Nothing?”

	Derek was confused. “Like I said, not since yesterday. Why? What’s going on? I’ve been out on a service call for the last hour or so.”

	But Mel quickly realized that Derek was a dead end. He didn’t know anything – which meant that things were adding up even less. “Never mind,” Mel replied. “I need to find someone who actually knows.”

	“About what?”

	“That’s just it, I’m not sure myself.”

	“Well, we could still discuss it over dinner.”

	Some little piece in the back of Mel’s mind was tempted, but she couldn’t deal with that just then. Besides, she had other plans for later. “Sorry. I’ve got other things I have to do tonight. I’ll have to see you on Sunday. I’m looking forward to that.”

	Sunday was the last thing Derek wanted to be reminded of. “Unfortunately, I’m not looking forward to it. Dating “Sissy” is not my idea of fun!”

	Mel sighed. Actually, she still would rather be going with Derek than Ray, but… “I know Derek, but well… a bet is a bet. And I appreciate you doing it.”

	“So go to dinner with me and prove it!”

	Mel sighed. “Some other time Derek. Some other time.” She hung up the phone and immediately dialed Sissy again – and again got no answer. Where was he? Fretting about what was going on, she finally admitted temporary defeat and went out to meet with her next client. But she was determined to make the meeting as short as possible!

	Chad hadn’t been to any of the offices upstairs in quite a while so he was more aware than ever of everybody noticing him as he walked past the various areas. More than once, one of the women he now knew from the break room waved to him or said hi to him as he walked past. New friends? He supposed. But it was hard to tell since they teased him so much. He really couldn’t blame them.

	He turned into the Human Relations office and the secretary there looked up at him with a big smile. She picked up a paper off of her desk and held it out for him to take. “Good luck,” she wished him as he took it. Chad thought it was a very strange thing for her to say – till he realized that she thought he was taking this vacation to actually get a sex change. How stupid! “I’m not going anywhere!” he told her. “And I’m not getting a sex change!”

	“Of course not,” she said as if she really didn’t believe him.

	Knowing that it would be useless to argue further, he turned and headed back downstairs. He finally turned down the hallway where his own cubical was located. As he got closer, he could see Robin’s cubicle just past his. He was going to head straight there to ask about Mel’s phone call, but just before he reached his own cubicle, the stupid suppository that Cassie had stuck up inside of him at lunchtime decided to do its thing. It was a little bit later than usual, but not by much. Hating the experience, he stopped dead in his tracks as the little bomb did its work. Knowing it would be impossible, he didn’t even try to hold back on it, he just wanted the ordeal over with as soon as possible. But today, it seemed to drag out longer than usual. Was that because he had eaten more for breakfast and lunch? And worse, it almost felt like what came out of him was a little bit more solid than it had been in a long time now. But it was really hard to tell.

	Troubled by it, he turned directly into his own cubicle instead of going on to Robin’s and he carefully sat down. As he did so, he noticed that when he sat, it felt different, a bit more squishy than usual. Ugh! For a few moments it was a bit more uncomfortable too. For as much as he loved wetting his diapers, he hated messing in them just as much if not more. But what chance did he have when Mel made sure he got one of those stupid suppositories shoved way up inside of him – twice a day, every single day! There was just no winning!

	And then it hit him. The paper he was writing for Mel only contained two – tenuous – reasons and that was it. The real reason he “deserved” to be totally incontinent hadn’t even dawned on him till then. He again opened the paper he was working on and went to the very end where he started a new paragraph. “Anyone who is dumb enough to really want to be incontinent, deserves to be incontinent, just so they can be stuck with the total helplessness of the situation. No way out. No going back. Stuck with the mess. Stuck with the humiliation. Stuck with the discomfort. Stuck with everything that goes with it. They deserve to be incontinent just because they wanted to try it!”

	In the next cubicle over, Robin thought she heard something in Chad’s cubicle. “Sissy, are you back?” she called over the wall.”

	“I’m here,” Chad replied.

	“Girly voice!” Robin yelled back.

	Ugh! “I’m back!” he yelled again – in his girly voice. But he thought he heard something else from Robin’s cubicle and suddenly realized she was on her way over. Quickly he reached for his mouse to close the paper he was working on for Mel, but unfortunately he had been typing and the program asked him if he wanted to save his work before closing it. He clicked “yes.” Robin walked into his cubicle a moment before the paper actually closed.

	“Hey, you finally found something to write about?” she asked cheerily.

	“Uh… Sort of.”

	“Can I see?”

	“Um… No, it’s something private.”

	“Are you sure?”

	Gee she could be nosy! “Of course I’m sure.”

	“But maybe it’s something I could help with?”

	Chad briefly wondered if she and Cindy at the gym were related. “No, it’s nothing like that. It’s just something… personal.”

	Robin finally gave up. “Okay. I just wanted to tell you that your phone rang a few times while you were gone. Where did you go anyway?”

	More questions! “Up to HR to get the approval for my days off.”

	“You mean for your sex change trip?”

	“I’m not getting a sex change! Gee!”

	Robin laughed. “I know. But it’s fun to think about you getting married. That’s what I’ve been doing all afternoon, looking at wedding dresses for you.”

	Chad stared at her, not believing what he had just heard. “You’re kidding! Wedding dresses? I’m not marrying Derek! I’m not even doing this just because I want to ‘get together’ with him!”

	But Robin picked up on the wrong words. “So you’re admitting finally that you do want to ‘get together’ with him.”

	“No! I just said I’m not!”

	“No, you said you’re not doing it ‘just because’ you want to get together with him. So you do want to and there’s just another reason too.”

	Chad’s head was spinning. Where did she come up with these things? “No! It’s not that at all. Derek and I aren’t trying to get together at all! Period!”

	“But you do want to.”

	“No I don’t!”

	Robin just smiled wickedly as she turned around. “I don’t believe you.”

	Chad was left to stare at the empty entrance to his cubicle. Women! Where do they come up with these things? He picked up his cell phone to see who had called and saw that he had missed two calls from Mel. She probably wanted to remind him about their nail appointments later. No problem. He punched in her number and waited for an answer, but nobody picked up on the other end. He called her office phone, but unfortunately he only got as far as Andrea. Mel was busy with clients and it looked like she was going to be a while. But Andrea promised she would tell Mel that he called. Chad went back to finishing up the paper he was working on so he could get it sent.

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 7 of 8)

	Mel was silently fuming inside. This meeting wasn’t going at all like she had hoped it would. Nothing but problems, problems, problems! But her biggest problem was that it was hard to stay concentrated on the matters at hand when her mind was locked on her problems with Sissy. Robin was looking at wedding dresses? Who did that stupid tart think she was? She had hoped that this meeting would be over with long ago, instead it was dragging on and on and on!

	Chad finally finished up the paper he was working on. It was stupid. Totally bogus. But he had finished it. He seriously doubted that Mel would accept the thing. But if she made him rewrite the darn paper then at least he would have the weekend to think up new material for it. Hopefully, better material than the dumb stuff he had included today. Glad to get the thing out of the way and off his desk, he hit the send button.

	Now what was he going to do? He looked at the time. There was still over half an hour to go before he could go home and get changed. Robin was looking at wedding dresses for him. How dumb! He was tempted to go over to her desk to see what she thought would look good on him, but with the load in his diapers he decided to stay put right where he was. Wedding dresses? Why not? He typed the words into the search engine and happily started looking through the web pages that were found.

	Mel finally “stole” a spare minute while Andrea was changing a few things in the paperwork before everything could get signed and finished. She hurried to her office where she picked up her phone. A quick glance at the clock showed her that it was time for him to be leaving work – already! She was running so late! And she had gotten nowhere with finding out what that stupid Robin woman had been talking about. She quickly dialed his number and listened impatiently as his phone rang.

	Chad’s cell phone started ringing again as he was walking out to his car. It took him a moment to fish it out of his purse so he could talk. “Hello?” he said in his girly voice, knowing that the caller in all probability would be Mel.

	“Sissy! Where have you been?”

	“Um… I’m heading out to my car right now,” he replied.

	“No, I mean earlier. I tried to reach you twice!”

	“Oh, I had to go up to the HR office to pick up the paperwork approving my days off. I tried to return your calls. Andrea said she would tell you.”

	Mel felt frustrated. She hadn’t had time to talk to Andrea about anything other than the client’s needs. “I haven’t had time,” she replied. She glanced at her clock. She had to get back. There was not enough time for details. “Call me after you get cleaned up and as soon as you put your one diaper on again. I’m running late tonight so you better be ready. We’ll talk later. Oh, and if you get the chance, drink another bottle before I get there. Just don’t be late!”

	Chad suddenly found himself holding a disconnected phone. Don’t be late? He wasn’t late. And if he was supposed to wear only one diaper again, how was he supposed to make it leak if he had to be sitting in the nail salon for who knew how long? But then Mel didn’t always seem to care about details like that. Of course, that was probably why she wanted him to drink that one bottle before she got there. If he had time.

	Mel partially ran a red light trying to hurry home. She glanced in her mirrors and all around hoping that no police had seen her. She was running late and stepped even harder on the gas pedal. She only hoped that Sissy was ready by now – he should be. He had called a little while ago and she had noted the time as he put on his single diaper. He had plenty of time to finish getting ready since then.

	She had taken two minutes before she left the office to quickly read over the paper he had written and emailed. Most of it had been basically trash. But she had been caught off-guard by the final section of his paper. He “deserved” to be incontinent – because he was foolish enough to think he wanted it? Did that mean that he no longer wanted it? Did it mean that he was going to fight her even more now? She should never have assigned him that paper to write. She had originally thought that he might come up with reasons that would help to convince him to stop fighting it and just accept it. But instead just the opposite had happened. Now he had more reasons than ever to work against her! It was not a good situation!

	Her tires squealed a bit as she turned into the apartment complex, warning her to slow down. Fortunately, she heeded the warning. She pulled into her parking space and automatically noted Chad’s old car where it should be. But was he ready? She turned the engine off and started to open her door when she saw him suddenly appear on the balcony above. Good! She restarted her car as he hurried down the steps toward her. Two minutes later, her tires squealed again as she turned out of the apartment complex back onto the road.

	She wanted to ask him questions, too many questions. Too many questions about too many different things. But now was not the time. They were close to being late for their nail appointment and she didn’t want to be late. If they were late they would probably have to wait a long time before one of the techs got around to them. And she knew how crowded the place usually was. As it turned out though, they got there with plenty of time to spare.

	“Now don’t forget,” she said before they got out of the car, “you curtsey to absolutely everybody! And no more ‘girly’ voice. I’m tired of hearing that. Sissy voice instead. Only your sissy voice!”

	“Yes Mistwess,” Chad replied in his sissy voice. He had noticed from the moment he got into the car that Mel had seemed… distracted by something. He figured it had to be something at work. Probably the reason she was running later than usual.

	There were several women seated in the waiting area as then entered the nail salon. As they walked in, Chad heard one of them say to a friend, “See, I told you he would be here again!” Chad purposely didn’t acknowledge that comment.

	Unfortunately, Mel had heard it too and she stopped to say hello. “Oh, you’ve seen Sissy here before?”

	The woman laughed. “Sissy? That figures. Yes, we loved how sweet he curtseyed last week.”

	“Sissy!” Mel called, “It’s not polite to ignore these nice people. Say hello them.”

	Chad hated having to do it, but there would be no help for it. He dropped a nice curtsey for them and said in his sissy voice. “Hewwo. It’s nice to see you again.” Both women burst out laughing as Chad felt his face turning red.

	Out of the corner of her eye, Mel noticed both their nail techs waiting on them. “Okay Sissy, we don’t want to hold up the works here. You can talk to them later.”

	Chad was glad to go before things could get any worse. And most likely, he wouldn’t have to see either of those women when he got finished. He had to properly greet his usual nail tech too before she led him back to the chair where she removed his shoes for him. One of the best things about sitting down to have his nails done was that he couldn’t curtsey to anyone while he was seated!

	“So what color today?” his tech asked as she started to remove the polish from his toes.

	Chad looked at his lavender fingernails. “I don’t know. Something pretty I guess.”

	“All colors pretty,” the tech replied. “You want me to make suggestions again?”

	“Mel suggested earlier that I look at something in a reddish pink today.”

	“That leaves a lot of selection. We have lots like that.”

	Between the two of them, they decided on one that was mostly a light red, but not quite in the pink line. Chad watched as she put it on his toes. He held up his long purple fingernails again to look at them while she did it. He didn’t know how it had happened, but the odd lavender color had grown on him. He stared at the length of his nails. Should he cut them? Maybe. He did think they made his fingers look more feminine the way they were. “Do you think you can shorten these just a little bit?” he asked. “I like them long, but maybe it’s time to take a bit off the length.”

	“No problem,” the tech said. “We fix you up just the way you like.”

	By the time Chad got his toenails done and the tech had fussed getting his fingernails perfect again – in the new color and shorter length, Mel had been finished for a while. He found her waiting anxiously in one of the chairs out front until he finished. She stood up at his approach and said, “Let me see.” Chad held out his newly formed nails, now in red. “Perfect!” Mel declared. “They’re lovely. And I like the shorter length. They’re still really long, but not overly so.”

	“Thank you, Mistwess,” Chad replied.

	“Curtsey when you say anything!” Mel replied sternly.

	Ugh! Chad didn’t think he would have to. He especially hated having to curtsey in front of other people. But he did so and repeated his thanks – much to the amusement of the other customers. Then he had to pay his nail tech and curtsey his thanks to her once again. Finally, they could leave and get something to eat. Chad only hoped that she wouldn’t make him drink so much tonight as she had last night. He still felt sick every time he thought about it!

	The restaurant was again the same one they had gone to for the last few weeks now. Chad didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. At least it wasn’t the same restaurant where they had eaten last night. That had been a major embarrassment when his diaper had fallen off as they were walking out. Once again, Mel made no mention of his baby bottle as they got out of the car… and he wasn’t about to bring it up either. He just hoped he wouldn’t have to guzzle so many drinks again like he did last night.

	The waiting area was crowded again as they walked in. Sometimes it was, sometimes it wasn’t too bad. Tonight was bad. Chad remembered several weeks ago when it had been crowded like this too. Mel had made him curtsey over and over again with two little girls in the waiting area too. That had been embarrassing.

	“You know what to do,” Mel said as she stood back out of the way. “And I’ll be watching.”

	Unfortunately, Chad did know what he had to do. He had to wait in line behind several other people before he could put his name on the list. He recognized the hostess as the same one he had seen there before… and he could tell by her smile that she recognized him. He curtseyed and was about to ask her to put his name on the list, but she beat him to it.

	“Sissy, party of two?” she asked.

	Chad could only nod. She giggled as she wrote the name down. “I’ll call you,” she said with a big smile on her face. Unfortunately, Chad knew she would do exactly that. She would call his name over the loudspeaker system, even if he was standing right next to her. He curtseyed once again and said “Thank you.”

	It was a fairly long wait since there were so many people there. When a seat along the wall came open, Mel moved into it and sat down. Sissy remained standing – where he felt all too visible. There wasn’t a single person in the waiting area that didn’t seem to look him over carefully. Many of them seemed to watch him the entire time they were waiting.

	After a long while, the hostess disappeared for a few minutes. When she finally came back, she looked up at Sissy and smiled. Chad thought that she was finally going to call his name, but she didn’t. She just went back to looking at her list, and when another table opened up, she called another name instead. He heard Mel make an odd sound that he interpreted as frustration. Actually, she had been more tight-lipped tonight than usual. He figured she must have a lot on her mind so he didn’t bother to say anything to her at all.

	The hostess disappeared again, then came back a moment later. But still their name didn’t get called. There were still quite a few people in the waiting area but as far as Chad could tell, everyone who had been there before them had already been seated now. Then he noticed the waitress who had served them for the last few weeks. The waitress walked up and pulled a menu out of the pile, then she picked up a child’s menu from another pile along with a box of crayons. Then she turned directly toward them. “Sissy?” she called loudly. Chad was glad it was finally their turn. He was only surprised that the waitress had called them and not the hostess. They followed her back to the same table they had sat at last week.

	The waitress set Mel’s menu on one side of the table and the child’s menu along with the crayons on the other side. Chad felt strange as he watched her doing that, she hadn’t even asked, she had just done it. And without having to ask, Chad slid into the seat in front of the child’s menu. The waitress looked around at the table, then briefly at Chad, then finally at Mel. “No bottle tonight?” she asked, sounding somewhat disappointed. Chad could tell that even Mel was startled by the question.

	“Not tonight,” she replied. “Instead, you can bring her two large glasses of iced-tea, both right away. And… I think I’ll have one myself.”

	The waitress was clearly a bit surprised. “So that’s three large glasses of tea right away?”

	“Yes please,” Mel replied.

	The waitress just nodded and left. Chad felt nothing but relief. Two glasses of tea was definitely no problem.

	The moment the waitress was gone, Mel leaned forward with a stern look on her face. “What the heck is going on at your company? Did you finally tell someone about our bet? Is it all finally out in the open now? And what’s up with this sex change thing? And most importantly, what the heck are you and Robin up to together? Why is she looking at wedding dresses? What’s she got in that crazy mixed up head of hers?”

	Chad was totally taken aback by Mel’s sudden string of questions. “Uh… Robin?”

	“Yes! What’s going on between you two?”

	“Going on? Like what?”

	But Mel wasn’t about to let him play so innocent. “Like why is she suddenly so understanding about everything that she’s now looking for a wedding dress?”

	“Wedding dress?” Chad had to think for a moment before everything finally clicked. “Oh! She was looking for wedding dresses for me. She thought that…” He paused and shook his head. “It’s a long story.”

	“A long story?” Was that blonde-headed tart planning on both of them wearing wedding dresses when they got married? “I want to hear all of it!”

	Chad tried to figure out where he needed to start, which turned out to be fairly easy. “It all started at break this morning…”

	Mel listened carefully to every word that Chad said as he explained how one of the women suddenly decided that he was dressing like he was so that he could ‘get together’ with Derek. She had no trouble believing it when all the other women picked up on it. She even had to admit that it sounded a lot more plausible than the real reason – their bet. “And what about this sex change business?” she asked.

	Chad grunted. “I have Robin to thank for that one! She suddenly got it into her head that the reason I’m taking off at the end of the month is to get a sex change. I mean, how stupid!”

	Stupid? Yes, that was how Mel saw Robin. She had plans for Robin, but things had gone so haywire today that she wasn’t sure she could make them happen as planned anymore. But there was one thing that Mel had to be sure about. “So Robin thought that you and Derek were going to get married?”

	Chad shrugged. “I guess. Eventually anyway. And Robin even admitted later that she knew I wasn’t really getting a sex change this month.”

	Something inside of Mel felt relief. She wasn’t planning on marrying him… that she knew of anyway. “But she still thought that you and Derek wanted to get married?”

	“I guess. And that’s the strange thing. One of the women came back this afternoon and said that Derek had confirmed the whole thing. I can’t believe it! Why would he do such a thing? He’s even avoiding me right now just because of the kidding he’s getting about our date Sunday.”

	Mel’s brain was turning. She knew for a fact that Derek hadn’t talked to Sissy. And she seriously doubted now that he had told anyone that he and Sissy wanted to get married someday. “Is it possible that someone else might have said it and not Derek?”

	“Why? And why would the woman say that Derek had confirmed it if it wasn’t true? She seemed awfully excited about it when she told us.”

	Mel had to admit that she didn’t know. “Is it possible she heard it from someone else?” It was all she could think of.

	“I don’t know. I’m pretty sure she just said that Derek himself had confirmed it.”

	Mel quickly saw the little flaw in that and pounced. “But that doesn’t mean that Derek himself talked to her. Isn’t it possible that someone else told her that Derek had confirmed it?”

	Chad wasn’t so sure. “I guess it’s possible,” he admitted. “But she just seemed so sure of it.”

	But Mel was past that point. She had no doubt now that Derek had nothing to do with it at all. “So who would do such a thing?” she asked. “Who would tell her that Derek had confirmed it?”

	“I don’t know. There’s a lot of people in the company that are always teasing me – all the time. I think I’m their favorite sport.”

	Mel was amused to hear that. She also had no doubt about it at all. “Okay, so let’s try to narrow it down a bit more. Who might want to tease not only you, but also Derek?”

	“Derek?” Chad had to think about that one. “I don’t know. The only person that Derek really mentioned that was on his case over our date was Ray. But the woman said that Derek had confirmed it.”

	More things suddenly clicked for Mel. “Ray? The Ray that was at the poker game? The same Ray who’s going to be my date Sunday night? That Ray?”

	Chad nodded. “Yeah. So?”

	“So that’s the same Ray that you told me cheats on his girlfriends while he’s engaged to marry them. The same Ray that obviously hits on every woman who crosses his path. The Ray who came across to me as a womanizing sleaze. The Ray that obviously can’t be trusted!”

	“So you think that he… “ Chad had to think about it a bit. “I guess it’s possible.”

	Mel shook her head. “I’d say more like very probable.”

	“So what do we do about it?”

	“Nothing! There’s nothing to do, and no reason to do anything.”

	“Maybe it would be a good idea to cancel our date,” Chad suggested – hopefully.

	“Not on your life!”

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy to hear that. Especially since Mel seemed so adamant about it. That could only mean she had something awful planned for him.

	Just then, the waitress came back with a tray full of large glasses of tea. She set them all out on the table, two in front of Chad and one for Mel. “Are you ready to order?” she asked. Chad realized that he hadn’t had time yet to look at the menu.

	“The child’s steak for her and I’ll have the oriental chicken salad,” Mel replied for both of them.

	The waitress soon left and Chad’s mouth was already watering. Steak! He was ready for a good meal.

	“You haven’t touched your drink yet,” Mel said as she eyed the two large glasses in front of him. “Are you leaking yet?”

	Chad hadn’t even been paying attention to whether he was wetting or not. But one thing he was certain of, he wasn’t leaking just then and wasn’t even close to it. And worse, he knew he had to be running out of time! He grabbed one of the large glasses of tea, with both hands like she had made him do last night, and started drinking.

	“I read over that paper you wrote for me,” Mel said as he drank.

	Uh oh! “I’ll do better next time,” he replied. “It was just hard to come up with things for something like that on such short notice.”

	Mel mostly ignored what he had said though. “Tell me,” she said as she leaned forward toward him again, “what you said in the last part – the part about deserving to be incontinent just because you were dumb enough to think you wanted it – do you really feel that way?”

	Chad had to stop and think about it for a moment. “I guess… Sort of.”

	Mel just looked at him for a moment. “What made you put that in the paper? It was so different from everything else that you wrote.”

	Chad just shrugged. “I don’t know… yeah, I do, but …”

	“But what?”

	“Well… It’s just that… Those stupid suppositories you make me get all the time. Not only is it every day, but it’s twice a day! And there’s no way to stop them. I have no choice but to mess myself whenever they decide to go to work. Right then and there, no if ands or buts! And I hate it. Yes I like wetting my diapers, I always have. But I hate messing in them and those stupid things don’t give me any choice!”

	“So you messed yourself again this afternoon?”

	Chad rolled his eyes. “I mess myself every afternoon. I can’t help it. Those stupid pills make sure I can’t help it!”

	Mel was silently applauding. He had gone last night and again this afternoon without really getting one. He only thought he had gotten them. But obviously the results were still the same. “Too bad,” she replied with absolutely no sympathy at all. “You know the rules of the bet.”

	“Yeah. I know,” Chad replied sullenly. “But can’t you just skip them once in a while?”

	“No. I’m not going to skip any – ever! Obviously they’re working and that’s all I care about.”

	Chad wasn’t the least bit happy to hear that. He had no answer so he just grabbed his drink again and emptied a few more inches from the glass.

	“So you got your vacation time approved?” Mel asked as he drank.

	“Yeah,” Chad replied as he took a breath and set his glass back down again. “And it came through awfully fast. It usually takes a day or two, but this time it went through in just a few hours.”

	That didn’t really surprise Mel, given the rumors that had been floating around the company, not to mention the way Chad himself was dressing all the time now… not to mention the arrangement she herself had made with Mr. Baxter the owner of the company. “I’m trying to rearrange my schedule for that week too,” she told him.

	That was news to Chad. Why would she do that? For that matter why had she asked him to take the days off? Were they going somewhere after all? “What’s going on that week?” he asked as he picked up his glass of tea again.

	“You’ll find out when the time comes.”

	That answer scared Chad more than a bit. What did she have planned? One thing he was certain of though, it couldn’t be good. Not by a long shot!

	“You’re not coloring today,” Mel noted as he set his glass back down again. The nice waitress went through all that trouble to remember to give you the crayons but you haven’t even touched them yet.”

	Feeling foolish, Chad dumped out the few crayons from the box and opened the same coloring book menu he had colored last week.

	“See if you can make it look more… like a toddler would do,” she suggested.

	Like a toddler? What was the sense? Chad picked up a crayon at random and started scribbling around on the page, not paying a whole lot of attention to staying in the lines or even what part of the page he was coloring. Like a toddler. “So how was your day?” Chad asked as he colored, trying to get the subject away from him for a change. He was hoping that if Mel talked about herself, then she wouldn’t find more humiliating little things for him to do. “You must have been into something difficult this afternoon since it made you run late.”

	“Difficult? I guess you could call it that.” While Mel couldn’t really tell him about any of the details, she could tell him about general things and how a simple routine matter turned into something that became a major problem – when it should never have been a problem at all.

	Chad listened, and colored, and drank his tea. All the while making little comments to show that he was interested and still listening. Before he knew it, the waitress was back with their dinners. The smell of the steak made his mouth water again. Once again, Mel took his plate from him, along with his knife and fork, and cut his dinner up into tiny pieces. Fearing she would keep cutting it like she did last night, he hurried to finish his first glass of tea. He was very grateful when she pushed his steak back over to him so he could finally eat – with only his spoon – held in his left fist – like a toddler.

	Mel finally grabbed her own knife and fork and dug into her salad. So good. She continued to tell him little things about her day which was mostly uninteresting – other than the part since she had talked with Robin. She found it nice to be able to talk about her day with someone who seemed interested. But the one thing she didn’t talk about was the one thing that was now weighing heavily on her mind. How was she going to deal with the Robin woman now? She had been wrong in the conclusions she had drawn over the silly things that Robin had told her earlier. She knew that now. But Robin still had to be dealt with – and soon. But she had failed to set things up the way she needed to for Operation Robin. Could it all still work? Maybe. She’d have to think about it.

	 


Chapter 42 (Friday – week 6 Part 8 of 8)

	Chad knew he was in trouble as they were driving home. It had been a very long time now since he had put his single diaper on and called Mel to tell her. But he wasn’t leaking yet. He was certainly very, very wet. That much was for sure. But he wasn’t leaking. Now, after dinner and the two large glasses of iced-tea, he was wetting fairly heavily again and often too, but he hadn’t started leaking yet. He was becoming more and more concerned about it – and even more concerned over his punishment for not leaking on time. And speaking of leaking… “Um… Mistress.”

	“Yes?”

	“Um… Can I wash my sheets tonight… please?”

	“Wash your sheets? Why can’t you do it tomorrow with the rest of your things?”

	“Because I leaked all over them last night.”

	“You leaked? And you were wearing how may diapers last night?”

	“Four?”

	“Four diapers and you still leaked?”

	“I had way too much to drink!”

	Mel just looked over at him wickedly as she drove. “Never!” She went back to concentrating on her driving, but a minute later added softly. “We’ll have to try that again – very soon!”

	Mel finally pulled into her parking space and turned the engine off. She glanced at her watch. “Okay, Sissy. By my watch, you’ve only got thirty minutes left to get that diaper leaking!”

	Chad was surprised. What had happened to an hour and forty five minutes? Not that he was about to complain. They had been gone for well over two hours now and he wasn’t looking forward to the beating he would have received. And as wet as he thought his diaper was, he was fairly sure he could make it leak in the next thirty minutes – hopefully. “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied gratefully as he got out of the car.

	Mel had been very aware of the fact that she hadn’t given him enough to drink this time, but by not telling him, she was fairly sure that he hadn’t been holding back at any time. So hopefully, nothing lost there. Besides, she had other plans for him tonight that didn’t include punishing him.

	Chad hurried up to his apartment where he quickly pulled the sheets from his blow-up mattress. He wondered briefly if Mel wanted him to wear his maid’s uniform again. But she hadn’t said anything about it so he left on the clothes he was already wearing as he carried the sheets over to her apartment. Before putting the sheets into the wash, he went to her refrigerator to grab himself another bottle – if he was going to make even this extended deadline, then he absolutely had to keep drinking! But when he opened her refrigerator, he was shocked to see that there were no bottles left. He knew her supply had been running low but he didn’t realize that she had none left at all. Even his own supply at home was nearly used up. Did he dare mention it since her lousy green tea tasted so… lousy? He grabbed one of the empty bottles from her cabinet that he had washed earlier in the week and filled it with water. The lack of taste was certainly an improvement over her green tea mixture. He drank continuously as he walked back to the washer to load his sheets into it.

	While Sissy was busy getting something to drink and loading his sheets into the washer, Mel changed into a pair of shorts and an old t-shirt. Then she wandered out to her stereo system and began looking through her collection of classical ballet music. If she was going to have him perform a little ballet in public, then she needed to choreograph something for him, and for that she needed the right music. Ah! Swan Lake! One of her favorites. Perfect!

	She turned to see what Sissy was doing. The washer was already running and he was just standing there next to it, drinking from his bottle. She glanced at the clock. Time was about to run out for him. “Sissy!” She waited till he turned toward her. “Show me your diaper!”

	Her command was the last thing that Chad expected. As fast as he could, he grabbed the hem of his skirt and pulled it up as high as possible, totally exposing his soaked diaper underneath.

	Mel shook her head as she headed for her yardstick in the corner. “Just stay like that,” she commanded. “It wasn’t fast enough again. One way or another, we’re going to get you conditioned so that doing it faster becomes like a reflex. You won’t have to stop to think about it anymore!”

	Chad watched with growing trepidation as she grabbed her stick and approached. He had tried to pull his skirt up fast enough, but she had simply caught him off guard with the command. And now he was about to pay the price. He stood there as she walked around behind him and off to the side a bit. He squinched his face up preparing for the pain that he knew he was about to feel.

	“You will…” Swish, smack!

	Chad jumped as her stick stung the top of the back of his legs, just below his soaked diaper. Wow did that hurt!

	“Do it…” Swish, smack!

	Again the stinging pain erupted on the back of his legs. But this time, the moment the pain erupted again, his pee also erupted out from the other side.

	“Faster!” Swish, smack!

	Chad couldn’t believe how much her yardstick was hurting him. She was obviously swinging it extra hard.

	“You will...” Mel repeated as she again swung her stick hard at his exposed skin on the back of his legs. “Do it…” And again she swung her stick hard. “Faster!” she finished with one final and extra hard swat. She backed off and could see how red the area was where she had hit him… after only six blows. “If you don’t learn soon, we’re going to have to come up with a more convincing way to teach you.” And then she noticed what Chad himself hadn’t been capable of feeling yet, the little thin line of wetness escaping out from his diaper and just starting to run down his leg. She glanced up at the clock. “Two minutes too late,” she told him.

	Chad wondered what she was talking about. “Two minutes too late for what?” But instead of answering, Mel swung her stick again at the back of his legs. “You’re leaking,” she said right after she hit him. She swung one more time. “And it’s two minutes too late!”

	With the stinging pain from her yardstick, Chad couldn’t even tell he was leaking. All he felt was pain.

	“Now hurry up and get yourself another diaper. We have other things to do tonight.”

	Chad ran for his diaper bag and pulled another diaper out of it. Only two swats for being late? Talk about lucky! He brought the fresh diaper back to Mel so she could change him.

	“Do it yourself,” she told him. “And you better hurry up. Your hour and forty five minutes started five minutes ago!”

	Five minutes ago! She was making it more difficult once again! As fast as he could, he removed his soaked and leaking diaper and put the fresh dry one on. It felt so totally different from the squishy heavy one he had just taken off. In some ways it was more comfortable. But in other ways it was a lot less interesting to wear! The problem now was that he had to make it interesting as fast as possible – too fast in fact. He grabbed the bottle of water he had been drinking and started working on it before he disposed of the used diaper he had just taken off.

	Mel went back to her stereo and loaded the disk for Swan Lake. She found the track for the music she wanted and turned it on to listen for a minute. Beautiful, just beautiful! She looked to see what Sissy was doing. He was back to drinking furiously from his bottle again. She noticed that whatever he was drinking looked awfully clear. She didn’t really care, as long as he kept drinking. But now she wanted him to do other things besides just drinking. “Sissy, get over here. It’s ballet time again.”

	Chad knew it was coming. He just hoped it would come later rather than sooner. He carried his bottle around to his usual place next to her sofa, grabbed the back of it with one hand to steady himself, and put his feet into the awkward first position.

	Mel watched Sissy getting into place. Some things about what he did pleased her greatly, but something bothered her tonight. She was about to get much more serious with his ballet lessons, so… “Sissy, get undressed. Just leave your bra and diaper on. You won’t be able to dance properly with everything else.”

	Chad got undressed - mostly, leaving just his one diaper and his bra with the falsies glued to his chest. He was mostly glad to be rid of the darn waist cincher he had to wear all the time. He felt much more comfortable without it. But once he got back into position at the end of her couch again, he discovered that for some reason, even just in front of Mel, he felt much more embarrassed about being exposed in only the one single diaper. How strange. He was also embarrassed to suddenly realize he was peeing again. Oh well, he guessed he better be. His deadline could come awfully fast and it was difficult to keep drinking while doing ballet.

	Mel began trying to teach him what little she remembered from the tiny pieces of the ballet she had done in her childhood dance recitals – which didn’t amount to very much. But at least it was a starting point. Trying to remember exactly what she had done was difficult. Trying to teach it to Sissy was even more difficult since he didn’t have a clue about any of it. But her biggest problem turned out to be something else entirely. It was something that was really just a bit of a distraction at first, but it became more and more of a distraction as time went on. That was the sight of the single flimsy diaper he was wearing – that gradually grew wetter and wetter as she watched.

	The wetter his diaper seemed to get, the more she noticed it and the more it made her keep looking at the clock to see how much time he still had till he was supposed to be leaking. It also kept reminding her that he needed to keep drinking more than he needed to be dancing, so she kept calling brief break periods so that he could drink from his bottle – or so he could go get another bottle. And when the washing machine kicked off and it was time to move his laundry into the dryer, that was another distraction.

	Finally, with only fifteen minutes left for him to be leaking, she called a halt to the dance practice entirely. There were just too many distractions. Plus, she finally realized that the real reason she was so distracted was because she didn’t really know what she wanted the dance to look like yet. She didn’t have a full idea yet of what she wanted him to do. She needed more time to figure that out. For something as complex as what she had in mind, she needed to plan better. “Okay, Sissy, we’re finished here for tonight. Get your laundry out of the dryer… and finish that bottle! As soon as you’re done, meet me in the bedroom.”

	Chad was glad to be finished. She had told him to do one thing, then she would change her mind and make him do it differently, over and over again. He was now more confused about ballet then when they had started – which really didn’t bother him at all.

	He took care of his now clean and dry sheets and set about finishing his latest bottle of water. He was peeing automatically again – he had been since the restaurant, or earlier. It was hard to tell. And once again, he didn’t always notice when he started peeing. If he was busy concentrating on something else, then it was like his body was forgetting to tell him about the other. He wondered if there were times when he was peeing and he didn’t know about it at all. Possibly. But since he didn’t know about it, he couldn’t tell for sure.

	When his bottle was finished, he went into Mel’s bedroom. As he suspected, her bed was prepared against any of his “accidents” and the ropes to bind him were already out and in place. Within minutes, he was firmly tied to her bed, which he thought was ridiculous because he had noticed the jar of glue remover already out on her nightstand. Obviously, she was planning on removing his glued-on breasts again – and he wasn’t about to fight her over that one little bit. He was actually looking forward to getting that weight and bothersome feature off of his chest for a while. Even if it was just for a while.

	Just as she had done for the last few weeks, Mel slowly and carefully removed the breast forms from his chest. As each one was finally lifted off, he felt a huge sense of relief as the weight was finally gone. He noticed as she did it that she never once said a word to him. Through the entire process, Chad got the impression that her mind was elsewhere. She was there with him… but she wasn’t. Once the breast forms were removed, she unfastened his now very soggy diaper. That too felt strange as it was pulled away from his front side and she let it drop down between his legs.

	Mel pulled his soaked diaper back, exposing his chastity device underneath. The diaper itself was so wet that she couldn’t believe it hadn’t started leaking yet. He was lucky tonight that she had too many other things on her mind and wasn’t overly interested in punishing him unless she saw that it was necessary. She carefully checked his tiny penis inside of the device. Just as tiny as ever. Perfect! Those teeth inside of the device really were affective!

	She needed to wipe him off next. She turned away and grabbed a wipe out of the box she had on her nightstand. But when she turned back, she was surprised to see a small stream of pee rushing out from the end of his device. Fortunately, it was all rushing down onto the soaked diaper still underneath him. She looked up at his face. There was no hint there that he even realized what he was doing. But of course he realized it. He had to realize it. He probably just didn’t care! She suddenly saw him look a bit startled and he lifted his head, trying to see down toward the “business” end of things – which he really couldn’t see all that well. He briefly looked up into her eyes. Was she wrong, or did he seem to be a bit embarrassed. Well, she would have probably been embarrassed if she were him. She waited till he finished peeing again before she wiped off his front side.

	She untied his legs next. Then she opened the jar of suppositories and pulled one out to have it ready. With his help, she lifted his legs way up into the air and up toward his head, totally exposing his backside. She pulled the soaked diaper out from under him and pulled four of his cloth diapers into place. Then she wiped his backside off carefully and before she set his legs back down again, shoved the suppository way up inside of him. Since he hadn’t gotten one last night or today at lunch, there was no way she would let him go without one now.

	She let his legs back down and began the arduous chore of trying to pin so many super thick cloth diapers on him. It took her a long time to manage it and her fingers hurt before she was done, but she did finally manage it. Of course one of the reasons that it took longer than usual was because her mind was only partially on the task. A fresh pair of plastic panties soon followed to protect everything, and he was ready. She finally untied his hands and let him to his feet.

	Chad gratefully stood up and breathed in deeply without the extra weight of the stupid breast forms. He noticed though that his chest felt strange now without them. As he moved, he also noticed how odd it felt for his arms to move in certain ways and not come in contact with them. Obviously, he had been wearing them for way too long now!

	“Get your things together and go home now,” she told him, which was exactly what he expected her to say. “We have a busy day tomorrow,” she added – which wasn’t exactly what he expected to hear. He briefly considered asking her what was going on, but thought better of the idea. If he knew, then he might stay awake all night worrying about it.

	He had trouble waddling around in the super thick diapers, as he gathered up his things. They were so thick and stiff that walking normally was completely out of the question. The awkward waddling he was forced to adopt wasn’t all that easy either. But once he had everything, he went back to her bedroom where he saw her still sitting on her bed, seemingly staring off into space. “Goodnight, Mistress,” he said as he tried to curtsey a bit with his arms full and the super thick diapers forcing his legs wide apart.

	Mel snapped back to reality at his words. She smiled half heartedly. “Goodnight, Sissy. I’ll be in later to leave you a note as usual.” She watched as he attempted to curtsey again and failed miserably. She almost laughed at his attempt. Then she sat there and listened as he walked out and closed the door behind him.

	She continued to sit on the bed as her mind tried to sort through too many different problems. Problems she wasn’t totally aware that she had – till now.

	What was she going to do about teaching him a ballet that he could perform in public? She could of course easily drop the idea, but now that it had fully set in, she wasn’t about to even consider that course of action.

	How was she going to completely overcome his ability to control himself? The only way she could clearly see right now was to keep doing just what she was doing. But was it enough? She worried about that constantly.

	And then there was the biggest item on her mind. Her one piece of unfinished business for the day. Her business that had gotten ruined by odd events earlier. In a nutshell… What was she going to do about Robin?

	She got up from her bed with all those things on her mind as she went into the kitchen to make herself a fresh pot of coffee. While the coffee was brewing, she got out her big pot and began making more tea for Sissy. She had let their supply run way too low. Making tea would be a good task for her to do while she considered things and tried to figure out her best course of action. Tomorrow would be a busy day. And tomorrow, she had to make some decisions – one way or another.

	Her mind skipped back to Sissy, alone in his apartment. Was he still drinking his required three bottles before bed, or had he finished yet? Not that it mattered. She silently wished him a goodnight as she stirred the strong green tea mixture in her pot. “Good night, Sissy… Good night.”

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 1 of 8)

	Her dreams were a mass of confused feelings. She was in her nice safe house where everything felt totally secure and relaxed. But over and over again she had to leave her house to go out and look for Sissy, who kept leaving for one reason after another.

	Outside her house, everything was shrouded in dark shadows so that she could hardly see. She felt frightened in the dim light, but the need to find Sissy and bring him back drove her on. Over and over again she had to go out and search the dark places to find him, and once she did find him, she had to convince him to come home with her again. Home… back into her house where everything was safe and calm. But he never stayed home long at all. Something kept calling him out and before she knew it, he was gone again.

	Eventually, she found herself searching for him at some kind of fancy party, an affair of some kind – which she finally realized was a wedding. All the people were dressed up fancy – except her. She felt very out of place among them. But where was Sissy? She knew he had to be there somewhere. People milled about everywhere. But they were all people she didn’t know. And then she stumbled upon the wedding itself. She thought for a moment that it was two women marrying each other, but when she looked closer, she saw that one of them was Sissy. Both of them were wearing long white wedding gowns. Sissy was in the middle of marrying Robin! No! It couldn’t happen! She wouldn’t let it happen!

	She pleaded with him over and over again as he stood next to the blonde tart while the minister went on with the ceremony. But he refused to listen to her. Why? Did he hate her that much? What did Robin have that she didn’t – except an overly developed body! All he kept saying was that he had to do it. He had no choice. But she couldn’t get a clear reason as to why. And all the stupid blonde tramp did was to turn her head toward her and smirk as if to say, I beat you! I’ve got him and there’s nothing you can do about it.

	Frantic, she pulled on Sissy’s wedding gown, trying to pull him away from her and the ceremony. Harder and harder she pulled… and she was moving him now. She pulled and pulled, dragging him further and further away from Robin. But she suddenly couldn’t move him anymore. She turned to see that Robin had grabbed his arm and was pulling him back. No! She fought harder, the tug of war over Sissy taking all her strength. She didn’t gain any ground, but she didn’t lose any either. She had to win! She had to win! She had to win!

	The buzzing of her alarm reached through her dream. She clung tightly onto Sissy’s wedding gown, not daring to let go… all the while becoming more and more conscious of the fact that her alarm clock was buzzing. But the more the alarm buzzed, the more aware of it she became and the less aware of her dream she was. Till finally she woke up completely and the dream faded into only fragmented pieces. Whew! As she reached over to turn off her alarm, the last of the dream fragments faded into nothingness.

	She pulled her covers back and sat up on the side of her bed and took a deep breath. What had she been dreaming about? Something involving Sissy and that’s all she could remember – except that it had upset her. It was a bit earlier than she wanted to get up for a Saturday, but she had things to do this morning. She got to her feet and headed for her kitchen – and her coffee pot.

	As she watched the coffee dripping down, she was reminded of all the work she had done last night making tea. And afterwards, when she had gone to his apartment to leave a note, she had discovered that he had only the one baby bottle and no others in his refrigerator. She seriously doubted that he had refilled that one bottle multiple times. She had gone back to her own apartment where she had gathered up most of the bottles she had just made and took them to his apartment. She also had rewritten the note with new instructions for him.

	Something in her nether-regions stirred with excitement as she remembered trying something with him while he was sleeping. She had carefully pulled the silly pacifier out of his mouth and stuck one of the new baby bottles of tea in its place. She had to prop the thing up on his pillow to get it to stay, but she had almost woke him up with her laughing when she realized that he was sucking on the thing – drinking from the bottle – while he was still sleeping! Now, remembering just that, she could no longer stifle the little laugh that escaped her. Suddenly, she felt better and happier than she had since she woke up.

	Silly Sissy. He was so good for her spirits in so many ways! But continuing to think about him soon brought to mind her one biggest concern from yesterday. Her happy mood vanished as she thought about it. What was she going to do about Robin? Did she still want to go through with her plan for Operation Robin? Was it even possible to go through with the plan? She hadn’t been able to set things up properly with Robin yesterday. And most of all – was it the right thing to do?

	Operation Robin would undoubtedly change things drastically – for everyone. Yet, she still wanted to do it, so there had to be something there that made it a good idea. The plan would definitely put Robin in her place and hopefully keep her away from Sissy – forever… or so she hoped anyway. With women like that you could never really tell. But was it really the right thing to do? The problem was that everything she knew about Robin was all in her mind. She had never really met the woman so she didn’t really know her at all. Yet, she still wanted to go through with the plan. Ugh! She just couldn’t make up her mind!

	Her coffee had finished brewing and she poured her first cup of the day and headed to her living room to consider what she should do. What should she do about that stupid tramp Robin?

	One moment there was blissful silence, the next, mind jarring rock music screamed loudly out of Chad’s pink clock radio, tearing him painfully from his blissful slumber. It took him a moment to collect his wits enough to realize what was going on. He started to roll toward the edge of his blowup mattress only to find that something odd was in his mouth and was getting in his way. Instead of his pacifier, he found a baby bottle there instead. Where had that come from? The last he remembered last night – and barely remembered at that – was grabbing his pacifier before rolling over to go to sleep. He grabbed the bottle, noting that it was mostly empty. He got to his knees on the floor, knocking several other bottles over in the process and finally turned off the mind numbing music. Whew! He hated being woken up like that every day. But sometimes he could be such a sound sleeper…

	He stared at the bottle he had pulled from his mouth. There was only a little bit of liquid left in it – and it was Mel’s green tea! Last night when he came home, he discovered that he only had one bottle left in his refrigerator, so that was all he drank instead of his usual three bottles. Now, it looked like she had stuck a second bottle in his mouth while he was sleeping – and he had drank it – in his sleep! He glanced down at the bottles on the floor. Instead of just the one empty bottle from last night, there was another full bottle of tea too. Obviously, Mel had been busy last night.

	He grabbed the second full bottle and climbed awkwardly to his feet. The simple task was made very difficult by the extreme bulk of all the diapers he was wearing. She had really layered the cloth diapers on him last night. That, combined with all the wetting he had done during the night, not to mention messing the diapers as well, made them really thick and bulky. Heavy too. The one odd thing that he noted was the absence of the breast forms that were usually glued to his chest. Though it was a relief to have them gone, if only just for a while, it also felt strange to not have them there.

	He stumbled wide-leggedly out toward the kitchen to see if she had left him a note. She had said she would – she usually did - and the unexpected presence of the additional bottles led him to believe her note would be there as usual. And of course, it was.

	Sissy,

	Sorry, no day off today! We have too much to do!

	I saw that you didn’t get enough bottles last night so I left you a few more. Make sure you finish the two I left you last night before you do anything else. Then start working on four more. I had better see a total of seven empty bottles when you get here this morning!

	As usual, phone me the minute you put your one diaper on.

	Wear just your one diaper and your pink patent shoes – and nothing else! Do your hair but don’t bother with makeup today.

	Be here at eight-thirty sharp. Be ready to go out after breakfast!

	Chad read through the note twice more. The entire thing was odd! First of all, this was Saturday – the one day when he usually had the morning off. Mostly off anyway. He did usually have to go shopping for whatever items he needed to get through the week. Did her note mean that he wouldn’t be going shopping for anything he needed – like diapers? She did say they had a lot to do, but he didn’t have a clue as to what that might mean. Something told him though that he might not want to find out!

	Then there was the part about wearing just his one diaper and the pink patent heels and nothing else. That part scared him more than a bit – mostly because her note had also included the part about going out somewhere. That didn’t sound good at all! Did she really intend to take him somewhere dressed in just his diaper and heels? It sure sounded that way. And where did she intend on taking him? He was sure she hadn’t mentioned anything about it yesterday. So what did she have in mind today?

	Puzzled by it all, he went to his refrigerator to grab four more bottles of tea and found half a dozen that hadn’t been there when he went to bed last night. Mel had been busy indeed! Four bottles for this morning plus one more from last night. That was five bottles he still had to drink before he went to her place at eight-thirty.

	He suddenly realized he was peeing again. Ugh! No doubt by the time he finished the five bottles he would be peeing nonstop for the next two days. And then some! It was surprising how his body automatically went into its “don’t hold back” mode now. And it was surprising how much it seemed to prefer staying in that mode. His body was no longer always giving him any signs that he was going to pee, and sometimes now he wasn’t always realizing it when he was actually peeing. But with all the liquids that Mel kept making him drink, coupled with all the time he had to wear only one diaper with a very short time limit to make it leak, his body had no choice but to not hold back.

	Bowing to the inevitable, he carried his bottles into his living room where he sat in his one and only chair and stared at the childish pictures on the wall that he had colored – while he went to work on his bottles.

	Five bottles this morning instead of the usual three. It was going to be a long, long weekend!

	Mel was in the middle of stirring his baby food breakfast when her phone rang. Sissy had already called her a little while earlier as he was putting on his diaper, so she didn’t know who else could possibly be calling her this early – on a Saturday. She picked up her phone and answered it. “Hello?”

	“Hey Mel. It’s Sandy. I didn’t get you up, did I?”

	“No, I was just fixing Sissy’s breakfast. What’s up?”

	“Cassie and I just wanted to find out if you were still going through with your plan for Robin this morning. That’s all.”

	That was still Mel’s big problem. She still didn’t know. “I’ve been thinking about that all morning,” she replied, “and I’m just not sure.”

	“So what do we do?”

	Mel considered things again. Since she didn’t know, maybe the best thing she could do was to do nothing… or at least put it off till she knew more. “Tell you what. Let’s call it off for now.”

	“Okay, no problem. It’s probably for the best anyway. Since you’re not doing it, Cassie is going to go into work for a few hours. How about Sissy? Can I have him again like usual?”

	“Yeah, I’ll bring him by later this morning and you can play with him all you like.”

	That much made Sandy happy. Playing with Sissy was one thing she looked forward to all week. “Great! I’ll expect him later this morning then. Can I feed him lunch again?”

	“Yeah, you better. I know he’d probably like something better to eat than baby food for a change, but he did get a good dinner last night so another meal of baby food won’t kill him. Although I’m sure by now that he’d rather be eating something with a bit more substance to it. You know what I mean?”

	Sandy giggled. “I think so. You mean something he can actually chew.”

	Mel laughed, “Yeah, something like that.”

	Sandy giggled again. “Like you said, it won’t hurt him though.”

	Mel smiled. “Not one little bit.”

	“Oh, hey… I’m going to need his highchair again when he comes.”

	“No problem. I’ll have him carry it over when I bring him.”

	“Great Mel. I can’t wait!”

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 2 of 8)

	After five baby bottles, Chad wasn’t really all that hungry for breakfast, not that he was very interested in eating baby food anyway. Yuck! But if he didn’t get to Mel’s apartment fairly quickly, then he was going to be late – and he didn’t really want to be punished for that. Feeling sillier than ever, not to mention a bit nervous wearing nothing but one diaper and his bright pink heels, he grabbed his diaper bag and purse along with a plastic bag filled with empty baby bottles, and headed outside to walk the short distance to Mel’s apartment.

	As soon as he got outside, Chad noticed one person about to climb into his car down below. The guy stopped with a startled look on his face as he stared up at him. Chad purposely tried to ignore him and did his best to not look in his direction. Things were embarrassing enough!

	He rang Mel’s doorbell and waited. A moment later, she opened her door. He curtsied. “Good mowning, Mistwess,” he greeted her in his sissy voice.

	Mel smiled. “Good morning, Sissy. Come on in, I’ve got your breakfast all ready.” The sight of him standing outside in nothing but a diaper and those pink heels almost made her laugh. As he walked past her she saw someone down below staring up at them. She waved to the man before she closed the door. “I see you were entertaining the neighbors.”

	Chad blushed a bit. “I couldn’t help it. I tried to ignore him.”

	“Why? I’m sure he would have liked to get a better look at you.”

	Chad didn’t even want to contemplate such a thing.

	“Your breakfast is all ready,” she said as she took the bag of empty baby bottles from him. Climb up into your highchair.” With no other clothes on, Mel had no trouble seeing how wet his diaper was. And it was already wetter than she had expected. Something she was glad to see. They had to go out this morning, and fairly soon. She briefly wondered if he was going to manage to get the thing leaking before they left. If not… She briefly opened the plastic bag and looked inside. Seven empty baby bottles. One of them he had drank before she got there last night. One would be the one she stuck in his mouth while he was sleeping – she briefly wondered if she could do that again. The third bottle would be the other one he was supposed to drink last night but didn’t. Plus four more from this morning. All of them there and accounted for. Perfect!

	Chad soon found himself once again trapped in his highchair with a bib tied around his neck. Mel brought his breakfast of baby cereal over to him and handed him one of his tiny baby spoons to eat it with – held toddler style in his left fist. By the time she brought him yet another bottle to drink, he was already carefully attacking the cereal. He wasn’t the least bit happy to see the bottle she brought him, even though he knew she always gave him one with his breakfast. That would make bottle number six for this morning alone… and it was still early.

	Mel poured herself another cup of coffee and watched him eating for a few moments. He was doing much better today than usual at not spilling as much of his cereal. She noticed that he also appeared to be going more slowly and carefully than he had yesterday. But yesterday he had been famished. She briefly wondered how hungry he was today. Obviously not nearly as hungry as yesterday, but he still had to be fairly hungry. Since he was eating baby food now and Sandy was going to give him nothing but baby food later, then she figured that he would be more than ready for something better to eat by tonight. Could she use that to her advantage somehow? She wasn’t sure how yet, but she decided to keep the idea in mind for later. Leaving him to his breakfast, she went into her bedroom to start getting ready.

	Chad was surprised at being left alone for so long. He finished his cereal and began slowly attacking his latest baby bottle. There was nothing else he could do since he was trapped in the chair like he was. He had noticed that he was peeing fairly often again. Not huge amounts – as far as he could tell – but still, he was peeing often. But then he pretty much expected that, given all the bottles he had finished already today.

	He was still working on his bottle when Mel came back into the kitchen with her empty coffee cup. She was dressed in a nice pair of jeans and a colorful top. Her makeup and hair were done and she looked ready to go out somewhere. He started to get nervous. He was only wearing the one very soaked diaper and his pink heels. “Mistress,” he called in his sissy voice, “are we going out somewhere this morning?”

	Mel smiled back as she put her empty cup down on the counter. “Of course. I told you that in the note.”

	“What am I going to wear?” Chad asked nervously.

	Mel’s smile turned wicked. “What’s wrong with what you have on?”

	Chad started panicking. “But… I can’t! Not like this!”

	Mel ignored his protest and asked, “Are you leaking yet?”

	In his highchair, it was hard to tell. “I don’t know,” Chad admitted, his mind mostly trying to wrap itself around having to go out somewhere dressed only in his diaper… and heels. “I have been wetting a lot.”

	“Good! Finish that bottle. Then we’ll see how well you’re wetting today. If I think you’re doing well enough, then – maybe – we can find you something else to wear. Maybe! But it’s all going to depend on how much I can see that you’re wetting yourself today.”

	How much she could see? That was going to be difficult to show her – despite how much he knew he was wetting himself. But any chance to not go out in just his diaper was something he had to try for. He attacked what was left of his bottle with a renewed fury. He saw her starting to leave the kitchen again and paused in his drinking to ask the next important question. “Where are we going?”

	Mel was heading out of the kitchen when she heard him ask. Purposely, she ignored him and kept on going. He would find out in a little while. Let him wonder a bit longer.

	Chad had finished his bottle and was wondering if he should call Mel to tell her when she suddenly came back to the kitchen again. “Where are we going?” he asked again.

	“You’ll find out when we get there,” she told him. “Are you leaking yet?”

	“I can’t tell in this chair,” he replied.

	Mel removed the messy things from his tray and grabbed a washcloth and wiped his face and hands. She removed his messy bib – which was not quite as bad as it usually was, then she wiped off the tray. But instead of removing it, she left it where it was, keeping him confined to the chair. “I’ll be right back,” she told him. She went back to her bedroom and retrieved some makeup and brought it back to the kitchen. “This will be easier to do with you right there,” she told him as she set everything down on the tray.

	Chad was puzzled about what was going on. Nothing at all was “as usual” today. Nothing! While Mel was attacking his face with the makeup, his thoughts centered around having to go out somewhere wearing only his diaper. And only one diaper at that. Two or three diapers would be better – he figured, if only because it would be like they were covering more. Besides, multiple diapers didn’t show as much how much he was wetting himself. Could he really go out like that, dressed in only one thin diaper? He didn’t think so. Not at all. But if Mel didn’t let him wear something else, then he had a feeling that he wasn’t going to have much of a choice.

	Mel stood back and looked at his face. Good enough. Sandy could do better, but she didn’t think this was bad at all. She hadn’t used a lot of makeup and everything she did use was very light – no dark colors at all. Now, as he sat there in his highchair, he looked almost… she wanted to think angelic, but that wasn’t right at all. She finally settled for “youthful.” She should be so lucky herself!

	“Okay,” she said as she put the makeup down and removed his tray. “Let’s get you out of there and see if you’re leaking yet.”

	Chad desperately hoped that he was. If only to give him a chance to wear something other than the one diaper when they went out. Oh, and his pink heels of course. He slid down off of the chair. He knew his diaper was soggy, but was it leaking? He turned around to look at the seat of his highchair. It was wet! He had leaked! Already! “I’m leaking!” he cheered happily.

	Mel smiled too. Not only at the sight of the wet seat, but at the fact that he was so happy about it. That was a good sign. Now she just had to keep him that way – for the next three weeks! She glanced up at her clock. She had no idea when he started to leak in that chair, but he had been wearing that diaper for less than an hour. Definitely a new record!

	“Mistress, can I wear something else besides just this one diaper now?”

	Mel did her best to put a stern look on her face. “That’s going to depend on how much I can see that you’re still trying to keep leaking.”

	“But I am trying!” Chad protested. “I’m trying very hard!”

	“I know. But I want to be able to see you keep trying like that. Let’s get you changed now.”

	Chad wasn’t at all sure what she meant by how she thought she could tell he was continually trying. Wasn’t what he was doing enough? He followed her into her bathroom where he laid down on the floor. He was disappointed to see her grab only one thin diaper again. As she was pulling the tapes back on his soggy diaper, he suddenly realized he was peeing yet again. “Careful,” he cautioned her. “You may want to wait a second.”

	Mel smiled. “That’s fine. Just keep at it.”

	Chad tried to figure out if he was done peeing or not. He couldn’t really tell. “Okay… I think. At least I think I’m done.”

	Mel cautiously peeled back the diaper to check, then pulled it back all the way as she realized that it was safe. It was times like these that made her really feel like she was winning this bet. But unfortunately, it was a false sense of security because every time he went back to work again, all the progress she made with him was wasted. She had to keep after him all the time. She had to push him harder and harder – if that was possible. It was her only chance to win this bet. It took only a minute to change him into the dry diaper. “An hour and forty five-minutes,” she announced as she checked her watch. It was almost nine-fifteen already. “And we have to get moving.”

	Chad’s nervousness surged again. “Please Mistress, can I wear something else?” Mel looked at him and shook her head. “I don’t know yet. We’ll see by the time we’re ready to walk out the door. Maybe if I can tell that your diaper is wet by then, I’ll let you wear something else. But I had better be able to tell easily!”

	Chad was ready to grasp for any lifeline. He was already wetting fairly often. “How long before we have to leave?” he asked.

	Mel just smiled wickedly as she got to her feet and headed out of the bathroom. In about two minutes! Maybe you should grab another bottle and get busy with it.”

	“Two minutes!” Panic hit him as he hurried to her refrigerator as fast as the heels on his feet would let him. He grabbed another bottle and began drinking furiously. He could feel himself peeing already, but since he had just peed a few minutes ago, it wasn’t much that came out. “Come on! Come on!” he urged himself as he sucked on his seventh bottle of the morning. “Pee! Pee!”

	Mel purposely delayed coming out of her bedroom for a few minutes just to give him a chance. She was actually having fun with this. But then she loved dominating him all the time. “Are you wet yet?” she asked as she came back out and headed for her purse by the door.

	“Yes!” Chad replied, although he wasn’t sure if he was wet enough to show.

	“Show me your diaper!” Mel commanded.

	Chad actually started to reach to pull up the hem of his skirt, except that he wasn’t wearing a skirt. He wasn’t wearing anything over his diaper at all. He walked over closer to her instead and tried to thrust his hips out so she could see that he had wet already. “I am wet,” he told her. “I just don’t know if you can see it yet.”

	Mel shook her head. “Maybe you’re wet! It’s awfully hard to tell.”

	“Please can I wear something else now?”

	Mel just stared at him for a moment. “Very well. Since you wet a little bit... Take your shoes off, I’ll be right back.”

	His shoes? But at least he was going to get something to wear other than just his diaper. He sat down on the floor and unbuckled his shoes. He stretched his toes as he removed each one. She was gone a bit longer than he expected her to be. But when she came back, he got quite a shock. The only article of clothing she brought back for him was a pair of white anklet socks with pink lace around the edges.

	“Since you’ve wet only such a small amount, then I don’t see why you should get anything bigger than this to wear,” she said as she held the socks out for him to take.

	Chad stared that the little girl style socks in her hand. They would probably be worse than wearing no socks at all. And they certainly wouldn’t cover up his diaper at all! “But Mistress…” he pleaded.

	“Put them on!” Mel ordered in her no-nonsense tone. “Since you wet yourself a tiny bit already, then you’ve earned them. If you can show me that you’ve wet yourself more before we get out of here, then maybe I’ll consider letting you wear something more.”

	Chad reluctantly took the socks from her outstretched hand. But before putting them on his feet, he took another long swig from his baby bottle. He pulled one sock on – then took another drink. He put the other sock on – then drank some more. He did the same with his shoes, trying desperately to pee again. But so far, nothing. He took yet another drink from his bottle before he climbed back to his feet.

	He was about to plead once more with her to let him wear something else, when he suddenly felt himself peeing again. The act of standing up must have triggered it! “I’m wetting again,” he announced excitedly. And better, it felt like more than just a tiny bit. But again it didn’t last very long.

	Mel looked at his diaper. “I don’t see anything different yet,” she said, then turned to pick up her purse. “Let’s go.”

	“Maybe it needs a minute to start showing,” Chad replied desperately. He knew he had peed. It had to show!

	As Mel looked back at his diaper, it did darken in the front a little bit. She smiled wickedly at him again. “Very well. I can see it now.” She put her purse back on the table again.

	“So I can wear something else now?” Chad asked hopefully.

	Mel nodded and turned toward her bedroom. “Yes,” she replied definitely. “I think you’re wet enough now. Come with me and let’s see what we can find for you.”

	Chad happily followed her into her bedroom where she went straight to her closet. He waited patiently while she sorted through a few clothes in there. But when she came out carrying his pink baby dress he nearly died. “No!”

	Mel took the dress off of the hanger. “It’s either this or just your diaper,” she told him.

	Chad just stared at the dress in horror. He couldn’t! He just couldn’t! But he also couldn’t go out in just his diaper either. Unfortunately, it was no choice. He grabbed the dress and began pulling it on.

	The incredibly short dress was more like a shirt in length because it was so short that it left the very bottom of his diaper exposed. The top of it was made to look like he was wearing a frilly white blouse under the pink and white check pattern of the rest of the dress, but it was actually all one piece. The whole thing was set off by the two white bows in front at the waist line of the dress – which was higher than his actual waist line.

	Mel almost laughed as she watched him. Actually, she had planned on him wearing it all the time, but getting him into it this way was a lot more fun than just telling him to wear it. She glanced down at her watch. It was getting late. She hoped it wouldn’t be too late. Fortunately, the dress only took a moment for him to get on. “Let’s go,” she announced happily as she headed back toward her purse by the door.

	Chad was in shock as he followed her out of her bedroom. The silly dress he was wearing hardly covered his diaper at all! The bottom of it was plainly visible underneath the bottom of his silly dress. He actually wondered if he would have been better to go out in just his diaper and nothing else.

	He saw Mel grab her purse and was obviously waiting for him to get his. Was she really going to take him out dressed like this? Really? He didn’t know if she would or not. But it sure seemed like it. He paused a moment before he grabbed his own purse and the diaper bag right next to it. She couldn’t really be taking him out like this. It had to be a joke!

	“Are you ready now?” Mel asked.

	Chad gulped and nodded his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Curtsey when you talk to me!”

	Chad curtseyed and repeated. “Yes, Mistress.”

	Mel started for the door, then stopped and turned toward him. “Show me your diaper!”

	Once again she had caught him off guard! He immediately dropped his diaper bag and with his purse over one arm, pulled up the hem of his dress that did little to cover up his diaper to begin with. Was he fast enough?

	Mel shook her head. “At least you tried. But it doesn’t look like you’re any wetter. Maybe you better grab your bottle and finish it in the car.”

	Chad grabbed the baby bottle he had left on the floor a few minutes earlier. But as he did so, he realized that she was delaying things. Maybe she really didn’t plan on taking him out anywhere dressed like this! Feeling much more confident now, he stood back up with the bottle in his hand and grabbed his diaper bag in his other hand.

	“Are you ready?” Mel asked again.

	Chad recognized the delay. She wasn’t taking him out at all.

	He dropped another curtsey. “Yes, Mistress,” he said more confidently.

	Mel opened the door and held it wide… and before Chad knew what was happening, she had ushered him right out through it and was closing it behind them. He couldn’t believe it!

	“Let’s go, Sissy,” Mel said as she headed for her car. “We’re late!”

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 3 of 8)

	Chad followed behind her in a daze. He was dazed but totally aware of how ridiculous he had to look. Where were they going? He briefly hoped that she would take him to Sandy’s apartment, but that hope was quickly dashed when she turned and headed down the steps toward the parking lot below.

	Instead of just getting into the driver’s seat of her car, Mel held the door of the passenger seat open for him to get into. She took his diaper bag and purse and put them into the back seat of the car for him while he climbed in with just his baby bottle in his hand. “Buckle your seat belt,” she told him as she continued to stand outside the car next to him. Once his seatbelt was secure, she pointed at his baby bottle. “Maybe you better keep drinking that.” She waited till he was drinking once again, then she reached into her purse and pulled out one of her scarves. “Just keep drinking,” she ordered as she tied the scarf tightly around his head, cutting off all his vision.

	Chad was scared now. Where were they going? And he had to keep drinking his bottle while they were driving? He jumped as she slammed his car door shut for him. A moment later, he heard her getting into her side of the car and starting the engine. The panic in his stomach increased as he felt her backing out of her parking space and driving through the parking lot. It increased even more as he felt her pulling out of the apartment project onto the busy road. Everyone would be able to see him drinking from his bottle! And if he tried to keep his head down, then he couldn’t get at the liquid in the bottle. In order to keep drinking it, he had to keep the bottle tilted up! He was actually glad he couldn’t see anything because he didn’t want to see the looks on the faces of the people in the other cars. He felt soooo embarrassed. But… where were they going? And what were they going to do when they got there?

	Mel was worried about it being too late. Fortunately, they didn’t have very far to go. But would the people she was looking for be there? She could only hope. She had promised after all. She pulled into the parking lot and found a parking space. She was pleased to note that there were a fair amount of cars already there. Not a lot, but more than enough to make things interesting.

	She got out of the car and went around to his side and opened the door. His bottle was almost finished. “You can put that bottle down now and get out,” she told him.

	Chad felt around and set his bottle into one of the empty cup holders in the console. Then he started to reach for the blindfold.

	“No! Don’t touch that yet!”

	Chad pulled his hands away and unfastened his seatbelt instead. “Where are we?” he asked with more than a bit of concern.

	“You’ll find out soon enough,” Mel replied as she helped him out of the car.

	All Chad knew right then, was that he was standing outside somewhere wearing nothing but his silly pink sissy baby dress… oh, and a diaper and his pink patent heels. He could hear the traffic from the road not far away. But where were they? He suddenly heard her car door closing behind him and a moment later he heard the faint sound of the doors locking. Wherever they were, she wasn’t going to allow him to escape back into the car. The fear he was already feeling – doubled! He had no place for him to hide!

	“There,” Mel said happily as she put her keys into her purse. Then she untied his blindfold and took that off of him.

	Chad blinked in the bright sunlight. But his eyes didn’t need time to adjust to tell him exactly where they were. He was standing in the parking lot of the drug store where he usually bought his diapers – and where those two girls liked to tease him every week!

	A car horn honked and he jumped, reminding him of just how exposed he was out here. Had the car been honking at him? He wasn’t sure if it would be better to stay right where he was – out in the open, or to go into the store where the people would be. Of course, the people would all be coming out eventually… not to mention more entering the parking lot as they came in… not to mention all the other people driving by. Maybe it would be better to go inside, but not by much.

	As he followed Mel toward the entrance to the store, he was more aware than ever of his heels hitting hard on the pavement. He couldn’t believe how silly he felt – not to mention embarrassed! He had to look absolutely ridiculous! He certainly felt absolutely ridiculous! He also felt mostly naked, which he was. He didn’t even have his purse to hold on to or to use to try to hide his diaper. Totally naked… or in this case, worse than naked!

	He couldn’t believe he was doing this! But he was! And now there was no place at all for him to hide. Mel reached the doorway first and waited for him to go inside ahead of her. He stepped into the store, quickly looking around to see how many people were there – more than he was comfortable with. But then, even one person would be more than he could be comfortable with.

	“He’s here!” a high pitched female voice screamed excitedly.

	Shocked and scared, Chad immediately stopped and looked toward the cash registers, which was the direction the voice had come from. He immediately saw the two girls who “enjoyed” making his life so miserable every time he came in here. One of them was bent over double with her hand over her mouth as she laughed uncontrollably. The other one was totally wide-eyed and in shock – as was the cashier – as were several of the other customers who were in the immediate area.

	“Oh God!” the second girl exclaimed in a rather throaty and awed voice. “I can’t believe it!”

	Chad wanted to run – anywhere – but there was really no place to run to. He thought about the parking lot, but Mel was now right beside him and had grabbed his hand. He felt himself peeing again – from fright maybe?

	“I take it that they’re your friends?” Mel asked.

	Chad would have never referred to them as “friends” – under any circumstances. “Yeah,” he agreed.

	“Come along and say hi to them then,” Mel said as she led him like a child by the hand, straight toward the wide-eyed giggling girls.

	The closer he got, the harder the girls seemed to giggle at him – and so did a few of the other customers. Nobody was moving except for a few customers who quickly came to the end of several of the aisles to see what was going on. Chad desperately tried to reach for that feeling that he was a clown performing for an audience, like he had done at the gym a few weeks ago, but that feeling totally escaped him. Today, he was just embarrassed! Completely embarrassed!

	“Ohhhh!” one of the girls moaned as he got close. “I just love that dress!” She was doing her absolute best to recover from her hysterical laughing – and was only barely succeeding.

	“And the shoes!” her friend replied. “They absolutely just ‘make’ the outfit!” She giggled again.

	Mel turned to Sissy. “Sissy, don’t forget to greet your nice friends – ‘properly’!

	Properly? Ugh! But there was little he could do about his situation, and besides, everybody in the store had already seen him now. In for a penny, in for a pound! He dropped a curtsey and said “Hi” in his sissy voice. Which sent the two girls into an uproar of laughter again.

	But Mel wasn’t satisfied. “I don’t think that ‘hi’ is as polite as the word ‘hello.’ Now do it again – one person at a time.”

	Again? One person at a time? Ugh! He dropped another curtsey to one of the girls, then said in his sissy voice, “Hewwo.” The girls went into further peals of laughter. He did the same for the other girl, but she hardly noticed because she was laughing so hard. Unfortunately Chad did notice something that nobody else could know. His stupid chastity device was suddenly hurting him. Why now? Fortunately, it wasn’t hurting too badly – yet.

	Mel noticed that the cashier behind the counter was the same one she had talked with last week. “Don’t forget to greet the nice cashier too. She was kind enough to tell us last week that your friends missed you.”

	Chad turned towards the cashier, ignoring the customers who were standing right in front of her and repeated his curtsey and greeting. Several of the customers waiting in line grinned broadly, one looked very annoyed.

	“Well hello to you too,” the cashier replied, obviously delighted with what she saw.

	“I promised last week that he would be here today,” Mel said to her. “Did you get a chance to tell them?” she asked, referring to the two girls who were Sissy’s main source of ‘amusement.’

	“Not till this morning,” the cashier replied.

	“We waited around today, just to see him,” one of the girls said.

	“We almost left a little while ago,” the other girl added. “I’m so glad now that we didn’t!” She suddenly looked past Mel’s shoulder and her face changed to one of concern.

	Mel turned around to see what she was looking at and saw another woman approaching – obviously the store manager.

	“What’s going on,” the manager asked as she came up, eyeing Sissy very closely.

	“We just came in to get a few things and say hi,” Mel replied.

	The manager looked from Mel to Sissy and back again. “This is a little… inappropriate!” she said. “We have customers who are waiting. You’re holding them up.”

	Chad was mentally cheering. The manager was throwing them out! And he was more than ready to go.

	“No problem,” Mel replied. “We’ll just get what we came for and then we’ll be on our way.”

	Chad figured the manager would just tell them to leave, but she didn’t. After taking a moment to think about it the manager said, “Please hurry up then. I don’t want the customers to be… upset.”

	Mel just nodded, glad that she was allowing them to “shop.” “No problem,” she replied. She turned to Sissy. “Which way to the diapers?” As Sissy turned to head toward the back of the store, Mel looked over at the two girls and motioned with her head for them to follow. Fortunately, the manager stayed behind.

	The adult incontinence section was in the back of the store near the pharmacy section. Sissy led the way and fortunately he found the aisle empty when he got there. He headed straight for the brand of diapers he usually bought. The shelf was fully stocked with them. He figured that the cashier must have alerted someone to make sure that it was. He reached for one of the packages, but Mel grabbed his arm.

	“Not so fast,” Mel said to him. “We’re alone now.” She turned to the two girls. “I’m sorry that Sissy wasn’t here last week to play with you. When I heard about it, I promised that I would make sure he came today. I’m so glad you stuck around to see her.”

	The two girls giggled. “Sissy? Is that his name?” one of them asked.

	“Of course it is,” Mel replied. “And please do me a favor, don’t refer to her as a ‘him.’ Look at her. Do you think that ‘she’ deserves to be called a ‘him’ anymore?”

	The two girls giggled again. “I see what you mean,” one of them managed to get out.

	“So, do you have any questions for her, or something you’d like to talk about with her?” Mel asked.

	The two girls looked from Mel to Sissy to each other, trying to figure out what to say. But for a moment they were speechless.

	Chad wanted to crawl through one of those nonexistent holes in the floor again. And once again he felt the sting of his chastity device. It had subsided a bit while he was walking to this section of the store, but now it was starting to hurt again. He prayed it wouldn’t get any worse! For a moment he thought that maybe, for once, the girls wouldn’t have any questions for him. Unfortunately, both of them recovered at exactly the same moment and they both started blurting out questions together.

	“I really love of that dress!” one of them said. “Where did you get it?”

	“Do you dress like that at other places?” the second one asked.

	Ugh! Here we go again, Chad thought. He turned to the girl who asked about his dress. “The dress was a gift from Mel here,” he said motioning towards Mel. “I don’t know where she got it.”

	“Internet,” Mel replied simply. “And curtsey when you answer them!”

	Chad wanted to roll his eyes, but restrained himself. He curtseyed to the girl and said in his sissy voice. “She got it for me from the internet.”

	“And who am I to you?” Mel asked.

	Chad hated saying it in public. In fact, it actually took a bit of courage to say. “She’s my mistress.”

	“Curtsey every time you say anything!” Mel repeated sternly.

	Chad was getting frustrated. Things were rapidly getting worse – thanks to Mel. He curtseyed again then repeated. “Mel is my mistress.”

	The girls looked a bit confused. “Your mistress?” one of them asked. She turned to Mel. “I’m not sure what you mean by that. I mean, normally if a guy has a mistress then he’s… I guess married and the mistress is some other woman he’s seeing.”

	Mel smiled. “That’s not exactly the case here. She’s not married, and I’m not anyone she’s sleeping around with. In this case it simply means that between us, I’m the one who is totally in charge and she has no choice but to do whatever I tell her to do.” She could see the two girls trying to digest that. The looks of comprehension weren’t far behind though.

	“Darn!” one of them exclaimed. “You mean like… it’s for real?”

	“Of course it is silly,” the other girl replied. “Just look at him! I mean ‘her.’” She turned to Sissy to ask what she had asked before. “So do you wear that to other places too?”

	Chad could feel those spikes from his chastity device digging in tighter and tighter. Ouch! He looked to Mel for a moment before curtseying to her and saying, “No.”

	“Not yet anyway,” Mel added. “I rather like the outfit on her though. What do you think?”

	Both of the girls just laughed.

	“Hey,” the first one suddenly exclaimed. “He… I mean she got her ears pierced!” She walked up to take a closer look at Chad’s pink earrings. “Pretty,” she declared.

	“I see you got your nails cut a bit shorter too,” the second one said. I’m still thinking about getting mine done real long – just for fun,” she replied. “I think they look so cool!”

	Chad didn’t know what to reply. “I kind of…”

	“Curtsey!” Mel commanded sternly again.

	Chad curtseyed yet again and the spikes of his chastity device dug in more firmly, causing him more intense pain. He almost cried out from the pain, but he carefully controlled himself. Willing himself to try to relax so the pain would go away, he replied, “I kind of like my nails long. Maybe not as long as they once were, but I think they look pretty this way.” He held his hands up for a moment so he and the girl could both look at his nails. Calm, calm, calm, he willed, trying to get the pain from his device to subside.

	“They do look pretty,” the girl replied. She turned to her friend. “See! They do look pretty!”

	“Yeah, but you know if you get them real long then they’re going to be difficult and a pain to deal with.”

	“Are they?” the second girl asked Sissy.”

	“Sometimes.”

	“Curtsey!” Mel’s voice lashed out again.

	Chad curtseyed. “Sometimes,” he repeated. “But I’ve gotten pretty used to them now. I don’t even notice them being trouble anymore. Of course they’re not as long as they used to be.” Chad felt awfully funny about giving nail advice to a real girl! Calm – calm – calm! Was the pain subsiding? Not much.

	“So how come the diapers?” the first girl asked as she bent down sideways a bit so she could see them better. “Eww! Does that look wet to you?” she asked her friend.

	The second girl bent over too. “I think so,” she replied.

	“Sissy,” Mel ordered, “show me your diaper!”

	The command had come suddenly again. Chad automatically reacted and reached down to grab the hem of his skirt, but he reached down too far. He wasn’t used to wearing anything that short! As panic over how fast he had to do it set in, he quickly readjusted his aim and found the bottom of his dress and pulled it up high. The moment he did so, the girls began laughing uncontrollably again. As embarrassed as he was over it, Chad couldn’t help but notice that his chastity device was now hurting him even more. The burning pain was becoming intense! Calm, calm, calm. Since his chastity device never let him get very hard, and he was trying to will himself to get softer, unfortunately he never really got hard enough to avoid what happened next… he suddenly started peeing again. Again, there had been no warning at all… but he certainly noticed how strong it was coming out this time. As usual, it didn’t last all that long, but as strong as it was, it was more than long enough.

	“Hey,” one of the girls exclaimed. “It’s changing! Does that mean…”

	Mel had noticed it too and laughed a bit. “Yes! It means she’s wetting herself right now.”

	The two girls went wide-eyed as they watched. “So what do you have to do, change him now?” one of them asked.

	Mel shook her head. “I could, but this is hardly the place and I don’t think the manager would appreciate it very much.”

	“So he has to… stay like that?”

	Mel shrugged. “Of course. He was already wet when he came in here and he’s just wetter now. Besides, he’s used to it.” She could tell the two girls didn’t know what to think about that. This was getting beyond them. “Do you two want to help Sissy carry some of his diapers back to the cash register?”

	“Sure,” one of them replied.

	Chad was glad they were finally getting out of there. He pulled a package of the diapers off of the shelf. One of the girls reached out for it and he handed it to her. A moment later, the other girl had a package too. He grabbed one for himself to carry.

	“Grab another one,” Mel said. “I think you’re going to need them.”

	Chad grabbed a second package off the shelf so he was holding one in each hand.

	“Wait a minute,” Mel said as she looked him over before going back to the cash register. “We need something else.”

	“What?” one of the girls asked.

	Instead of answering, Mel led the way through the store, searching for another aisle which she quickly found – the baby supply aisle. She walked up it till she got to the selection of pacifiers. “Would you two like to pick one out for her? Something girly would be best I think. And the largest size would also help.”

	The two girls started giggling again as they looked over the pacifiers on display. Finally they decided on one that was pink with a Disney princess on the back of it. One of the girls took it off the rack and handed it to Mel. Instead of heading for the cash register though, Mel started opening the package right there in the store. She pulled the hard plastic shell back that covered the pacifier and held it out toward the girl who had handed it to her. “Do you want to give it to her?”

	The girl was shocked. “You mean… stick it in…”

	Mel nodded.

	The girl pulled the pacifier out of the package and took it over to Sissy with a huge grin on her face. “Open wide…”

	Chad’s knees almost buckled as his chastity device suddenly started hurting again – big time! He couldn’t believe Mel was doing this! And in the store no less! His eyes were glued to the pacifier in the girl’s hand as she brought it closer and closer to his mouth. His hands were full with the big packages of diapers so there was no way he could use them to stop her. And then she was holding it right in front of his face. Then closer to his mouth. He didn’t open his mouth, but she stuck it right up to his lips and pushed a bit. It was no use resisting. One way or another, Mel would make him take the darn thing. He let her slip it into his mouth where he automatically began sucking on it. He was so embarrassed he wanted to cry – despite the fact that they were giggling at him again. And again he felt himself peeing a little, despite the tightness of his chastity device. Was that because he was so embarrassed?

	Mel smiled. “Much better. Thank you.” Then she turned happily and led the way back toward the front of the store.

	The pain from Chad’s chastity device was really bad. As he followed Mel through the aisles with the two girls right behind him, he mentally chanted calm, calm, calm over and over again to try to ward off the pain. It worked – but only a bit. The pain and the embarrassment made him suck harder on the pacifier in his mouth than usual, but he didn’t care. He just wanted to get out of there and back home again. A sudden bad thought found its way into his brain. Mel wouldn’t take him anywhere else, would she? Of course she would. He just prayed that she wouldn’t!

	For once there were two cash registers open up front, something Chad was glad to see. The regular cahier was behind one and the store manager was behind the other. The shorter line was definitely in front of the manager, but Mel chose the longer line for the cashier she had talked with earlier. Once again Chad felt like he was totally on display… which he was. But what could he do about it? Nothing!

	People kept looking at him while they all waited in line. The store manager kept glancing angrily over at them but Mel didn’t seem to pay her any attention at all. And when the line in front of the manager cleared out and she called them over to check out, Mel prodded the person in line in front of her instead of going over herself – which earned her angrier glares from the manager. And through it all, Chad kept mentally chanting calm, calm, calm, as he sucked on his pacifier while wearing his silly sissy baby dress with the sissy socks and bright pink patent leather shoes – and now obviously very wet diaper! Calm, calm, calm!

	They were next in line when one of the girls with them suddenly lifted up the hem at the front of his dress to see his diaper again. With his hands full, there was no way he could stop her.

	The girl laughed again. “Look!” she said to her friend.

	Her friend came over to see better. “Oh my!” she chortled. “He’s even wetter now!” They both burst out giggling again.

	Chad just kept chanting to himself. Calm! Calm! Calm! Trying desperately to stem the pain from his miserable infuriating chastity device.

	Finally it was their turn. The two girls unloaded their packages of diapers, onto the counter, then Chad did the same. Mel showed the woman the package from the pacifier she had opened and that got rung up first.

	“I’m sorry we couldn’t spend more time with you,” Mel apologized as the woman rang up their purchases. Chad particularly noticed that she was having no trouble finding bar codes this week and that she was doing it amazingly fast for once.

	“That’s okay,” the woman replied as she rolled her eyes slightly in the direction of the manager – who was glaring at them all again.

	“Maybe next time,” Mel whispered as she handed over the money for everything.

	In record time, the bill was paid and Chad was carrying out two huge bags, each containing two large packages of disposable diapers. Mel bid the two girls goodbye before they left the store, and Chad had to just dip down in a quasi curtsey as he mumbled goodbye around the pacifier in his mouth.

	Then finally they were outside again – in public – walking where everybody driving by could see him. But at least they were heading toward her car. Calm, calm, calm! The two girls went the opposite way toward their car. Good! And finally Chad got to unload his heavy bags into the backseat of Mel’s car. But would she drive him home? He didn’t dare give her any ideas by even asking such a question. Calm, calm, calm.

	Fortunately, she did drive him straight home. Chad didn’t stop chanting calm, calm, calm till they were all the way back and she had parked the car in her space again. Then he breathed a big sigh of relief around the stupid pacifier he was still sucking on.

	“Now that was fun! Wasn’t it?” Mel declared as she turned the engine off.

	She had to be kidding!

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 4 of 8)

	While Chad was depositing half the diapers they had just bought in his own apartment, Mel filled her big pot with water again and put it back on the stove to make more tea. She was way behind with the little chore so she needed to catch up. She could have had Sissy do it for her, but she just figured that this was part of her responsibilities. Besides, he might not make it as strong as she wanted it to be. Not to mention that she didn’t mind making it at all. It kind of gave her something easy to do while she thought about other things.

	She heard her door opening again and went out of the kitchen to see Sissy just setting his purse back down on the floor under the table by the door. He was still dressed in his pink sissy dress and he still had the new pacifier in his mouth. “Grab another bottle,” she told him, “your time is running out.”

	His time was running out? He glanced at the clock, he still had almost half an hour. That wasn’t so bad at all. And he was still peeing very frequently. But he did grab himself another bottle, his eighth of the morning so far. It was way too many! Way, way too many!

	“Clean up the kitchen from breakfast,” Mel ordered as he started drinking.

	Chad set about the little chore, which really wasn’t much. The only odd thing about it was that she was working in the kitchen making more tea while he was working around her.

	“Don’t forget to wipe off your highchair,” she told him. “You’re going to need it later at Sandy’s.”

	Ugh! He was going to Sandy’s again? He didn’t want to even contemplate what Sandy would be having him do this week!

	Once his chair was wiped clean, along with the rest of the kitchen and the few dishes that needed to be done, he wondered what he should do next. The laundry definitely needed tending to. He started for her laundry basket.

	“Where are you going?” she asked as he was about to walk out of the kitchen.

	“To get started on your laundry,” he replied.

	“Curtsey when you say anything!” she ordered sternly. “Or would you rather get beat again?”

	Chad was shocked. She seemed to be getting more serious about this! He curtseyed. “To do your laundry, Mistress,” he replied in his sissy voice.

	“You can do it later,” she replied. “Go stand on your perch and finish your bottle. Stay there till you start leaking.” She glanced at the clock. “Time is running out!” she finished.

	Chad looked up at the clock. She was right, time was running out! Fortunately, his diaper was seriously getting to the leaking point – or past it. Hating to do it, he carried his bottle to his corner and carefully climbed up onto his perch. Having to hold his bottle up so he could keep drinking from it made the whole ordeal even worse. With no way to see anything beyond the two walls coming together or the corner of the ceiling, he couldn’t see the clock to see how much longer he had – making his imperative to leak all that much more urgent.

	As quickly as he could, he sucked on his bottle and finally drained it. Leak! Leak! Leak! But he didn’t feel anything yet. He had peed a few times while he was drinking, but for some reason, he didn’t feel anything running down his legs yet. With his bottle empty, he finally pulled the arm that was holding the baby bottle back down to his side and lowered his head which relieved his aching neck. That much felt much better. The only problem now was that his eyes were even closer to the two blank walls, cutting off even more what little vision he had. He closed his eyes and concentrated on trying desperately to pee.

	Leak! Leak! Leak! Why wasn’t he leaking? His diaper was certainly wet enough! He knew that for a fact. Yet it was remaining horribly stubborn. He had already consumed eight baby bottles this morning, more than enough to drink. Why wasn’t it leaking? Leak! Leak! Leak! How much time had elapsed? How much time remained? He couldn’t tell. Was he over his time limit? It certainly felt like it. Was he going to get punished as soon as he got off of his perch? Leak! Leak! Leak!

	Mel glanced at the clock. Time was running out for him. He only had five minutes left. “Are you leaking yet?” she called.

	“No Mistress,” he replied, his voice filled with frustration.

	“Better hurry!”

	“I’m trying!”

	Mel smiled. She knew that he had to be trying. Plus, she knew how much he had already drunk. But rules were rules. Four minutes left!

	Leak! Leak! Leak! He tried desperately to pee, pushing hard on his bladder, trying to force any pee that might be in his body out. Leak! Leak! Leak! But no matter how hard he tried, nothing was coming out. Frustration built in him and he tried harder and harder, but still he felt nothing. Leak! Leak! Leak!

	Mel watched the seconds ticking down on the clock. She watched as the minute hand reached the allotted time. He didn’t make it. She shook her head. She could just barely see the bottom of his diaper under his silly dress from where she stood in the kitchen. From what little of it she could see, it certainly looked wet enough. More than wet enough. But it wasn’t leaking yet. Too bad – for him.

	Leak! Leak! Leak! Chad had no doubt now that time had run out. It felt like he had been up on his stupid perch for an hour now, even though he knew it was far less. But it had to be longer than his time limit. Why wasn’t he leaking? Leak! Leak! Leak! Still, he pushed hard to try to pee, over and over again, but still, he felt nothing.

	Then, wonder of wonders, he was startled to feel a tiny bit of pee running down his leg. He was leaking! But he never felt himself peeing again. Not wanting to waste time to think about it, he called out. “I’m leaking!”

	“About time!” Mel called back as she poured tea into another baby bottle. “Get down off of there.” She looked up at the clock. A full twenty minutes over. Not very good – unfortunately. “Get the floor ready,” she called as she pulled over another baby bottle to fill. She briefly looked up at him. “And take that dress off. I don’t want it to get messed up! You can put it back on afterwards.”

	Chad wasn’t too happy to hear that last part. He’d just as soon take the dress off and leave it off – permanently. It took him a few minutes to spread enough diapers out on the floor to protect it adequately, then he took his dress off. His diaper sagged heavily and threatened to fall off of him. It was amazing that it took that long to make it leak. More pee had escaped out of it and a few tiny rivulets of it were running down both his legs, even though he still hadn’t felt himself peeing any more. Was he? He briefly wondered if he should remove his shoes too and was about to kneel down to do so when Mel walked out of the kitchen.

	Mel went straight up the corner where she kept her yardstick and picked it up. She looked him over briefly. He looked totally ridiculous standing there in just his soggy diaper with the pink heels and the cute ankle socks.

	“I was just about to take my shoes off,” Chad told her.

	Mel quickly swung her yardstick and caught him on the side of his leg. “Didn’t I tell you to curtsey every time you say anything?”

	Chad was still trying to recover from her suddenly blow. The spot where she had hit him stung. He quickly curtseyed. “Sorry Mistress. I was just about to remove my shoes.”

	“Don’t bother,” she told him. “Just get that diaper off before it dissolves completely.

	Chad pulled on one of the tapes that held his diaper closed. The plastic on the diaper seemed to stretch more than the tape was ripping off. The added pressure from his pulling sent a long stream of pee out of the diaper running down his opposite leg. The thing was really saturated. Why couldn’t it have leaked earlier? He got one tape unfastened and noticed that the whole thing felt like it just wanted to fall off of him. Instead of pulling another tape open, he carefully eased it down his legs all the way to the floor and then eased his heels out of it, trying not to get any on his socks – or anywhere else for that matter. He stood up again, glad to have the soaked thing off of him.

	Mel stared at him for a moment. She had watched him removing the soggy diaper – totally amazed that the thing hadn’t leaked long before it did. She really hated punishing him when it was obviously so wet. But it hadn’t leaked so she had to punish him. The odd thing was though, that for once, she didn’t really seem to mind. It had been a while now since she had thoroughly spanked him. He probably needed it by now – just on general principal. Besides, he needed to pay more attention to little things like curtseying every time he opened his mouth. Maybe punishing him for this would make him pay more attention to little things like that.

	She was about to tell him to get into place, when she noticed a tiny bit of pee dripping out of his chastity device. He didn’t seem to notice that it was happening. Was he peeing just then? She ignored it and pointed to the back of the chair. “Get ready. You were twenty minutes late. You’re going to get plenty of practice curtseying today!”

	Twenty minutes! Chad wasn’t glad to hear that. But better twenty minutes than thirty… or forty. It was little consolation. Twenty swats. Twenty painful stinging swats. No, he wasn’t looking forward to it at all. And he had tried – he had really tried. Some diapers were just harder to make leak than others. Hating it, he leaned forward, bracing his hands against the chair in front of him. He took a deep breath to get ready, then stuck his rear end up higher as if inviting her to hit him – which he guessed he was. Swat! Ouch! Her first blow stung horribly. It was always a terrible shock to his system. He stood up and curtseyed. “Thank you Mistress.” Then he got back into position. Nineteen to go!

	Mel swung her stick again, catching him perfectly on the meat of his backside. She wasn’t swinging as hard as she could, but it was still plenty hard enough. She could already see his skin turning a rosy pink where she had hit him. There was no anger in her at all today. Today, it was simply an exercise that had to be done. Yet, strangely, she was still enjoying it. She watched him curtsey to her again. So cute! Especially with those crazy pink heels and cute little socks on – and nothing else.

	She didn’t really need a reason to punish him. The terms of the bet spelled that out implicitly. But it was a chore she didn’t usually relish. Yet it was another way of expressing her domination over him. Another way of showing him how much in control of him she was – whether he liked it or not. And in this case, she was fairly sure he didn’t like it – which pleased her all the more because she could still do it.

	Two swats later, she noticed a tiny bit more pee dripping out of his chastity device again. Did he know it was happening? Or was he trying to ignore it like she wanted him to? It didn’t really matter, she was glad to see it. She didn’t want him controlling himself one little bit – ever! So seeing it was a good sign. She just couldn’t help wondering if he knew it was happening. Swat!

	After eleven swats, Chad was starting to worry. If he didn’t manage to pee while she was hitting him, then he would get an additional five swats! He had to pee! He almost felt like he could, but no matter how hard he pushed, he couldn’t feel anything happening. Swat! He stood up again and curtseyed. “Thank you Mistress.”

	Mel watched as he leaned over again, preparing himself for yet another blow. A tiny bit more pee dripped down onto the diaper below. She noticed that the spot below him was starting to grow wetter and wetter. Well, it should! Swat!

	After fifteen swats, Chad’s backside was on fire! He wanted to rub it to ease the pain, but he dared not touch it. He was starting to cry openly. Tears were already leaking from his eyes. He was sorry that he hadn’t made his diaper leak. He really was. He had tried. He really had. But it just didn’t happen. And now he was starting to panic inside because he hadn’t yet peed while she was punishing him. He was trying! Just like he had tried to make his diaper leak earlier. He was pushing constantly – non-stop! Hard! But just like earlier, nothing was happening – no matter how hard he tried. If he didn’t pee soon then she would hit him more, and he had already had enough! Pee! Pee! Pee! Nothing! Nothing! Nothing! Swat! Curtsey. “Thank you Mistress.” Pee! Please!

	Mel watched as the wet spot below where he leaned over grew a bit bigger. Still, only a tiny bit dripped out of his chastity device each time, but it was almost every time he leaned over like that. Did he know it? She was coming to the last few blows. She would find out soon enough. Swat!

	Chad couldn’t help it. He was crying pitifully. His backside hurt horribly. Each time he tried to thank her, the words were almost unintelligible. He couldn’t help it. He was crying because she was punishing him. He was crying because he had failed to make his diaper leak on time. And just as much, he was crying because now he had failed to pee during his punishment. He had already finished eight baby bottles and it was still only mid-morning. How much did he need to drink? He had failed! Failed! Failed! And now she was punishing him for it. He felt miserable – in more ways than one. Swat! Number twenty! He stood up again and curtseyed. The movement made his backside hurt even more. “Thank you Mistress,” he managed to sort of blubber again. He had failed to pee – again. Knowing that he had no choice, he leaned back against the chair. Five more! Ouch!

	Mel had counted twenty. He was crying like a baby – and rightly so. She actually loved seeing it. Had she miscounted? Or had he? Or was he waiting for more because he didn’t know he had been peeing through most of his punishment? The last seemed very unlikely. “How many is that, Sissy?”

	Chad turned his head. “Twenty, Mistress.”

	She quickly swung at his backside, harder than before. “Curtsey when you say anything!”

	Chad stood up and curtseyed, now feeling self pity because he had forgotten to curtsey again. “That was twenty, Mistress… now twenty-one.”

	“That last one didn’t count!” Mel replied. “That was for not curtseying when you should have.” She looked at him a moment, trying to figure out what was going through his mind. Was it possible he didn’t know he had peed? Such a little bit had dripped out almost continually through the whole punishment. Was it possible? “What happens now, Sissy.”

	A huge sob escaped his lips before he could reply. He almost forgot to curtsey, but remembered just in time as he sobbed, “I tried, Mistress. I really did! I tried so hard to pee while you were hitting me but nothing came out! I really tried! I did!”

	Was it possible? It certainly sounded like it. “So what should we do?” she asked.

	Chad remembered to curtsey. The words were hard to say and his crying increased at having to say it. “Five more strokes.”

	“So you think you need five more strokes?”

	He didn’t think that at all, but he’d never get away with telling her that. He curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Five more strokes for what?”

	He curtseyed – what an annoying pain – “For not peeing during my punishment.”

	She nodded. Unbelievable! She smiled wickedly at him. “Say please!” Then she watched in delight as he dipped another curtsey and asked her to please punish him for not peeing. Delightful! And the poor sap didn’t know that he had been peeing through almost the whole thing! Well, she wasn’t going to tell him. “Very well, Sissy. Back in position. Since you said please…” Swat!

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 5 of 8)

	Chad couldn’t stop crying. He could hardly see through the tears as he picked up one of the diapers from the floor and handed it to her so she could diaper him – which she did quickly.

	“An hour and forty-five!” she told him. Nothing more needed to be said. “Now go get yourself another bottle. Hopefully, this time you’ll have better luck.”

	Chad stumbled more than walked to her refrigerator to get another bottle. He was still sobbing and tears were still falling down his cheeks. The bottle that he grabbed was still fairly warm, but then most of them in there were going to be that way since she had just filled them. He carried it out of the kitchen to where all the diapers were still strewn all over the floor, planning on picking them up.

	“Just leave them,” Mel ordered. “We may need them later.”

	Chad fervently hoped they wouldn’t! He put the bottle to his lips. It was his ninth so far this morning, and the morning wasn’t nearly over with yet. He started to head toward the laundry to get some work done.

	“Don’t bother,” she told him, stopping him in his tracks. “Take that bottle back to your corner till you finish it. Let me know when it’s done.”

	Ugh! He actually sobbed harder. Slowly, through tear-filled eyes, he went back to his corner. Back to his perch… where he was forced to stand with his feet at an extreme angle and he couldn’t even move them… where the perch pressed him into the corner so that he couldn’t see anything at all… where he wasn’t allowed to move a muscle… where he was totally ignored… where he would be simply – out of the way.

	Feeling totally sorry for himself, he sobbed yet again as he raised the bottle to his mouth and began sucking on it. He dared not make another move – not even a finger. She always knew if he did. The only thing he had to concentrate on was his bottle – and trying to pee – and feeling sorry for himself. All of which he was getting very good at… except peeing lately. Why wasn’t it happening? He couldn’t understand it. He couldn’t see any reason why he shouldn’t be. Pee! Pee! Pee!

	Mel was stirring more teabags in yet another batch of tea. It would take quite a few to fill all his bottles. She didn’t mind. She needed to think about things anyway.

	“Mistress! I’ve finished,” Chad called from his perch in the corner.

	She looked at the clock. He had finished that bottle fast. “Good,” she called back. “Get down from there now.” She left her task of making tea to look him over. All his crying had ruined the makeup job she had done on him. “Go wash your face,” she told him. “And hurry up about it!”

	Chad hurried to the kitchen where he put is bottle on the counter. Then her hurried to the bathroom to wash his face. Ugh! It was a mess. Totally ruined. He had never even gotten a chance to see what Mel had done with his makeup earlier. It took him a few minutes to scrub everything off thoroughly, which actually made him feel better. If only he could start peeing again – that would make him feel much better. He didn’t know why he suddenly couldn’t. He concentrated on his diaper a bit. Strange though, it did feel like it was a bit wet – but it had to be his imagination!

	As he came out of the bathroom, he heard Mel shout from the kitchen, “Put your dress back on again,”

	Ugh! He wished there was a way he could simply lose the stupid thing. But it did make him feel horribly humiliated which he loved. He hated the thing… and he loved it! Just like so many other things in his life – now.

	Mel turned the heat off of yet another pot of tea and came out of the kitchen. He was just finishing with his dress. She looked him over. The makeup job she had created earlier was gone, but otherwise he looked… silly! She smiled and laughed at him a bit. “Show me your diaper!”

	Once again Chad was caught off guard, but he quickly grabbed the hem of his dress and pulled it high! Was she going to say anything because he wasn’t wet yet – even though it kind of felt like he might be?

	Mel looked closely at his diaper. It did look a little wet already – which she was glad to see. Perfect in fact. “Okay, Sissy. Grab your highchair. It’s time to go see Sandy.”

	Chad knew it was coming, but he wished it wasn’t. Still, at least she didn’t punish him.

	As Chad was grabbing his highchair, Mel grabbed her cell phone and dialed Sandy’s number. “Are you ready for him?” she asked.

	“It’s about time!” Sandy replied with a laugh. “I bought him a little something new today. I can’t wait to show you.”

	“What?”

	“I’ll show you when you get here. Oh! And that other thing is still off?”

	Mel thought about it. “Yeah. I guess so,” she replied dejectedly.

	“Good. I’ll meet you at the door then.”

	“Okay. See you in a minute.”

	Mel grabbed his diaper bag while he carried the heavy highchair. She led him outside in his sissy baby dress and pink heels. He had to carry his highchair all the way down to Sandy’s apartment where she was already outside waiting on them. The task was made all that much more awkward because of the heels he was wearing. When he got there, he gratefully set the heavy chair down again.

	Sandy looked at him. “You remember the rules?”

	He nodded – it was safer and easier than worrying about having to curtsey before speaking. Besides, she didn’t want to hear him using anything but baby talk anyway.

	“Good!” She replied. Because I’m going to be stricter about it today than ever!”

	Chad wondered what that meant. She was always strict about it!

	She looked him over carefully. “I’m so glad you sent him in that dress,” she said delightedly to Mel. “It’s by far my favorite.” She frowned when she got to his feet. “The shoes have to go though! What baby wears shoes like that?”

	Mel just shrugged. “I kind of like them on him.”

	“Take them off – now!” Sandy ordered.

	Chad knelt down and unfastened his shoes and slipped them off of his feet.

	“The socks can stay,” Sandy told him. “I like them.”

	Chad left the socks alone. He grabbed his shoes and was about to stand up, but Sandy stopped him. “Just stay down there. You’re a baby again. Totally! No walking, no talking – other than baby sounds. You know the drill. Now crawl inside. Your toys are all set up on the blanket.”

	Chad crawled into her apartment and headed toward the living room where she usually put the blanket. A baby again. Oh great! Yet at the same time, it kind of turned him on.

	Sandy turned to Mel. “Want to help me lug this thing into the kitchen?”

	“Sure,” Mel replied as she grabbed the back of it. Sandy grabbed the front and together they managed to get it through the door and all the way to the kitchen.

	“So what did you get for him now?” Mel asked.

	Sandy peeked around the corner to make sure that Chad was where he should be – and not where he could see anything. She went directly to her refrigerator and pulled something out of the freezer. She handed it to Mel.

	Mel took what looked like a frozen piece of orange plastic from Sandy’s hand. “What is it?” she asked.

	“A teething ring! Since he needs something to chew on, I figured this would be perfect. Just the thing for any baby. Now he can’t complain about eating only baby food and having nothing to chew.”

	Mel burst out laughing. “I love it!” She handed it back to Sandy who returned the plastic ring to her freezer. “I’ve got to go. I’ve got another batch of tea cooking. Do me a favor, just make sure he gets plenty to drink.”

	“No problem. In fact…” She reached into the refrigerator and brought out one of the bottles of baby formula she had already made up for him. “We can just give this to him now.”

	“Great! I’ve got to go. See you later.”

	As Mel walked out, Sandy carried the bottle into the living room where Sissy was laying down on the blanket on his side among all the toys strewn about. He was laying down instead of sitting in difference to his stinging backside. He was holding a block in one hand and a small stuffed bear in the other. She knelt down on the blanket with him and handed him his bottle. He dropped the toys and put the bottle directly into his mouth and started drinking. She giggled as she watched him for a moment. “I really do like that dress on you,” she said with another little giggle. “It’s so… perfect for you!”

	She laid down on the blanket too, a more intimate position with him. “Even after all this time, I still can’t get over the fact that you actually like this stuff,” she said to him. “Mel says that you actually crave it – the humiliation of it all that is. I don’t really understand it, but I can’t help loving seeing you this way.”

	She watched him for a few moments more before speaking again. “I want you to do something for me today. I want you to try to forget you’re an adult. Try to forget you were ever an adult. Try to forget everything except that you’re only a little baby again. You’ve got no cares in the world other than your next bottle or meal. Only think things a baby would think – a real baby. Think of yourself as a real baby today. And try to enjoy it. Take everything you’ve been practicing for the last few weeks and put it all together, and just be a baby again – completely. Try to do that… for me?”

	Chad wondered if he dared answer, and decided against it, so he just looked at her as he continued to drink the lousy tasting formula in his bottle. Be a baby again? Could he really do it? Did he want to really do it? He thought about that. Maybe. Maybe it might be nice. Maybe it might be nice to totally forget about everything except the simplest little things in life. Maybe it might be nice to just relax and try to be a baby. Forget the worries. Forget the responsibilities. Forget everything! But could he do it? Could he really manage it? That was the question. He thought a few more minutes about it while he sucked on his bottle. What was the harm in trying? Maybe it would be nice to just relax and act… stupid? What would be the harm?

	He closed his eyes and laid back with his bottle. What would be the harm? Maybe it would be nice. No cares. Let everybody else worry about things. Could he? What would be the harm? Yes, he would try it. Why not? In fact, it sounded kind of nice. What would be the harm?

	Sandy watched him lay down with his bottle and close his eyes. “I’ll take that as a yes,” she whispered. Then she got to her feet.

	Mel poured the large batch of tea from her pot into a pitcher. The pitcher made it much easier to pour the tea into the individual bottles. When the pitcher was full, she set what was left of the batch in the pot back on the stove till she emptied her pitcher again. The task was mostly mindless, which was why she enjoyed doing it while she thought things through. Unfortunately, since leaving Sissy with Sandy, it reminded her once again of Robin and Operation Robin – which was now out of course.

	But really… What should she do about the tart? The problem was, she didn’t really know Robin. She had never even met her. All she knew about her was from the things that Chad had told her. Operation Robin might be out, but would it hurt to actually try to meet her? Find out what she’s really like? Okay, she knew what Robin was really like, of that she had no doubt at all. She knew exactly what that stupid bimbo was like! But… did she really? She was making an awful lot of assumptions. Would it hurt to just… meet her?

	She sighed and set her pitcher back on the counter. Almost in a fog, she found her cell phone and dialed Robin’s number. Maybe she wouldn’t answer…

	“Hello?”

	“Robin?”

	“Yes?”

	“This is Mel.”

	“Mel?” Robin was clearly surprised. “What’s up?”

	That was the problem. What was she going to say? “Um… I was just thinking…” She grasped for anything she could use. “I know you said you had some questions about Sissy. I was wondering if…” Did she dare? “If…” She still wondered if she should do this.

	“If what?” Robin asked.

	Mel was sort of trapped now. She had to continue. “If… you would like to come over to my place and we can talk about her.”

	“Really?”

	The tart! “Yes, of course.”

	“When?”

	“Well…” Here goes! “Now would be best. I’m home now and Sissy is out for a while.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Definitely!” Actually, anything but definitely!

	“I was just getting ready to do some grocery shopping, but I can stop by there first. Will that be okay?”

	“Sounds great,” Mel replied, although she wasn’t really all that enthusiastic about it. Was she really doing this? She relayed where she lived and what apartment number.

	“Great! See you in a few,” Robin replied.

	Mel hung up her phone. Was she really doing this? Obviously. Still, what could it hurt to actually meet the woman. The hussy!

	Cassie walked into their apartment from working a partial Saturday shift and saw Chad chewing on one of his baby toys. Ugh! How disgusting! But also so much like a real baby. It was almost frightening.

	“Hi Cassie…” Sandy called, seeing her friend finally home.

	“I see you’ve got your little playmate again,” Cassie noted.

	“Of course. And he’s doing very well today.”

	Cassie looked at Sissy again. Was he drooling? “Yeah. I think you can safely say that.” She stared at him for a few more moments. The silly dress did look kind of cute on him. But… It was missing something! “Hey, would you mind if I added something to his outfit?”

	“Sure. What?”

	Instead of answering, Cassie left the room for a minute. When she came back she went straight to Sissy and knelt down by him. Sandy couldn’t see what she was doing till she stood up again. Then she laughed. “I love it! It’s perfect!”

	“I kind of like it myself,” Cassie replied with a big grin.

	Sandy smiled. The big pink bow she had put in his hair on top of his head was the perfect accessory. Just perfect!

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 6 of 8)

	Robin turned into the apartment project where she knew Sissy lived. It was really out of the way from the grocery store but there was no way she was going to turn down a chance to find out a bit more about what was really going on with Sissy. She easily found the apartment Mel had told her – which turned out to be the exact apartment she had seen Sissy entering when she had followed him home a few weeks ago. That figured. She parked in a visitor’s parking space, but as soon as she turned her engine off, the baby woke up and started crying. Oh great! He had fallen asleep the minute she started driving – which he often did. The only problem was, he usually woke up like this the moment she stopped.

	She got out of the car and opened the back door. His pacifier was on the floor. She picked it up, wiped it off and stuck it in his mouth. Fortunately, that was all he needed and he stopped crying. She unbuckled him from his baby seat and grabbing him and her purse, closed the car and headed up the stairs. Why did everyone who lived in an apartment have to live upstairs? She went directly to Mel’s apartment and rang her bell.

	Mel was stirring yet another batch of tea when her doorbell chimed. This time she turned the heat off of the stove before it was finished. She approached her door and took a big breath. Her goal now was to stay calm and relaxed. Professional. That was it. She could handle the stupid tart if she just stayed… professional. She opened the door and got a big shock. There was a woman out there with a baby on her hip. “Yes?” she asked, because clearly it wasn’t the Robin woman she was expecting.

	“Mel?” Robin asked.

	“Yes, that’s me. What can I do for you?”

	Robin was confused. “You called me. I’m Robin. We’re supposed to talk about Sissy…”

	Mel’s jaw dropped wide open. She stared at Robin with disbelief. “You’re Robin?”

	“Yes…”

	Mel just shook her head. Robin wasn’t the least bit what she expected. She wasn’t blonde. Instead, her hair was kind of a mousy brown. She wasn’t well built – in fact, she was kind of… dumpy. And she had a baby! “Is that… your baby?” she asked.

	Robin was so confused. What was going on? “Uh… yeah,” she replied.

	“So… you’re married?”

	“Married? Of course! What the heck is going on? You called me!”

	Mel forced herself to gather her wits quickly. “Oh! I’m so sorry. I just thought you were… someone else.” She stood back from the doorway. “Won’t you please come in?” This was Robin? As soon as Robin got inside, Mel stepped out onto the balcony and looked back and forth. Nobody else was out there. It must be Robin! She closed the door and led her into the living room.

	“How old is your baby?” Mel asked, trying to keep the conversation light.

	“Just a year,” Robin replied as she pulled him down from her hip to her lap as she sat on the couch.

	“He’s beautiful,” Mel complimented.

	“Thanks,” Robin replied, clearly pleased. “He is, isn’t he.” But she was ready to get down to business. “So what can you tell me about Sissy? Where is he… I mean… she?”

	Mel didn’t know what to do. This was clearly not the woman she had imagined her to be. And she was married! And she had a baby! “Um… She’s over at a friend’s apartment right now.”

	“So I guess you’re free to answer a few questions about… her… then?”

	Mel shook her head. That was the problem. Was she free? Not really. But she had called the woman and asked her to come over for that very reason. “A few things… maybe.”

	“Great! Anything!” Robin replied. “Like… Can you tell my why he’s doing this in the first place? I mean, that’s the one big thing. Nobody really knows. I get that he likes dressing that way but… well… He keeps saying that’s not the real reason. And every time I try to get him to explain anything, all he ever says is – it’s complicated! He’s driving me nuts!”

	Mel actually smiled. “I have no doubt that he is.”

	“So what’s really going on?”

	Mel got up from her seat. Yeah. What’s really going on? The ten-thousand dollar question. And Chad’s biggest secret. Could she really tell this woman? She absolutely shouldn’t. Not at all! Still, she had made the mistake of inviting Robin here – to tell her just that! Like it or not, Operation Robin was about to start – well, maybe a toned down version of it anyway. Instead of replying, she went to her desk and retrieved her framed copy of the bet. She held it against her chest as she sat back down again. “I want you to know that I’m betraying a trust sharing this with you. I only say that because this is his one big secret. Because of that, I’m hesitant to really show it to you.”

	“That? What is it?”

	“You know how he said it’s complicated? Well, he wasn’t kidding. It really is complicated. More so than you can possibly imagine.”

	Robin was taken aback a bit. Clearly this had to be something serious. “Okay. But I can’t help him if I don’t know what’s going on.”

	Mel sighed. She really hated doing this. “You’re sure you want to know?”

	Robin was getting frustrated. “That’s why I’m here!”

	Mel nodded. She pulled the frame away from her chest and looked at it for a moment. “Please try to keep an open mind about this. Please!” she pleaded.

	Robin just nodded. “Of course I will.” What was going on here?

	Mel held out the framed contract toward Robin – the front side down where she couldn’t see it. “Can I hold your baby?” she asked as Robin took the picture.

	Robin handed over her son and Mel held him in front of her, looking straight into his pretty little face. So cute. This was a real baby. She hugged him. He felt so soft, so tender. Not like Sissy. Not at all. This baby was totally helpless. Not like Sissy. She squeezed him again. So wonderful. Could Sissy ever feel like that? No. Never. Sissy wasn’t a real baby. This was a real baby. How could she ever think otherwise? But of course, she hadn’t ever thought that Sissy was a real baby. Sissy was her… plaything. Nothing more.

	Robin slowly turned the frame over, actually afraid to look at what was on the other side. What she saw surprised her since she was expecting a picture, not a lengthy document with print so tiny she could hardly read it. She looked at the title, then up at Mel. “The Bet?”

	Mel just nodded. “Read it. Because that’s what this is really all about.”

	To say that Robin was surprised and shocked would be an understatement. A bet? It couldn’t be! She started to read the first few sentences and quickly got frustrated. “What’s with all these ‘where as’s’ and ‘party of the first part’ and “party of the second part’ junk? Why can’t you just put something down clearly where anyone can understand it?”

	“I’m a lawyer,” Mel explained. Writing legal documents like that is what I do.

	Robin looked up at her. “So this thing is legal?”

	Mel shrugged. “Sort of.”

	As Chad climbed up into his highchair, he was very much aware of his sore stinging bottom as he slid back into the seat. But he had sat on his stinging bottom many times before so he did his best to ignore it as Sandy buckled him in place and then put the tray on top. He hated being buckled into the chair. Mel never did it, only Sandy. If anything happened, there was no way he could possibly get out of the chair.

	Eating baby food for lunch was a given. He expected nothing less. What he hadn’t expected though was for Sandy to pile more of the colorful semi-liquid mush on his plastic plate than usual. At least it would be more to eat. He waited for her to bring him one of the tiny baby spoons to eat with, but she brought him another bottle to drink instead – by his count, number eleven for the day. He still waited for her to bring him a spoon, but she didn’t. Did she forget? And being confined to using just baby sounds, he couldn’t even ask her about it!

	Sandy saw him just sitting in his chair staring back and forth between her and his plate of food. She knew what he was looking for and giggled. “Babies don’t always use utensils. Most of the time they use their fingers. Try it.”

	Try it? Chad was aghast. Where did she keep coming up with these things? But he knew that he wasn’t getting out of his chair till the food was gone, and she wasn’t going to give him a chance to do anything else. Cautiously, he touched the food with his middle finger of his left hand. It wasn’t hot and it wasn’t cool. Room temperature. He stuck his fingers further into the pile of mush and tried to pick some of it up. His fingers were coated with it, but there was no way he could actually grab a bunch of it. This wasn’t going to be easy! He stuck his fingers into his mouth to lick them off. As he did so, he could feel the colorful food rubbing off of his fingers onto the outside of his mouth. Yuck! And there was going to be no way to avoid it.

	“Try it with both hands,” Sandy coaxed.

	Both hands? Ugh!

	The more Robin read of the document, the less she believed it. “This can’t be for real!” she exclaimed before she got very far at all.

	“Trust me, it is!”

	“But…” She kept reading in total disbelief, getting more and more upset as she went on. “This isn’t real!” she muttered to herself over and over again. “This isn’t real!”

	“I’m afraid it is real,” Mel replied softly while Robin was still reading.

	“Incontinent? That’s so… stupid! And this… this… this bet thing… it says that he gets no rights at all. Basically, he becomes like your… your… slave!

	Mel nodded. “Basically… yes.”

	“But that’s… sick!” She was getting angry now. This was all wrong! It couldn’t be! It couldn’t be! She finally got to the bottom of the paper and stared closely. It was hard to see inside of the frame, but… was that a raised seal over top of the signatures? “What’s this at the bottom,” she asked, “where it looks like somebody stamped something on top of them?”

	“We had it notarized when we signed it to show that we were serious.”

	Robin looked at her with disbelief. “I don’t believe it! I don’t believe any of this! This is all wrong! This is so wrong!”

	“But that’s what we’re doing. As you can see, both of us wanted it, both of us agreed.”

	“It’s still all wrong! You can’t do something like this!”

	“But we are doing it. And we’re both serious about it.” She pointed at the document. Actually, that contract is what it all started out as, but somewhere along the way it became something more. Something much more. For me at least. I’m pretty sure for him too.”

	Robin shook her head and threw the framed document to the far end of the couch where it would be further away from her. She got up angrily and grabbed her baby, pulling him firmly out of Mel’s hands. “This is disgusting! It’s sick! You’re sick lady!”

	Mel couldn’t fault the way that Robin felt, it was only what most people would think. Robin didn’t really understand. But this wasn’t the Robin that she thought would show up. It was time to do some damage control. “I know you think that and I can’t blame you, but I hope you’ll try to be at least somewhat understanding about this. This was Chad’s one big secret that he didn’t want anybody to know.”

	“I can see why,” Robin replied haughtily. “And I wish to God you had never told me!”

	Mel didn’t say so, but she was thinking the same thing.

	Robin turned angrily and started toward the door, muttering “Sick, sick, sick!” But she suddenly stopped and turned. “Where is he? You said he was at a friend’s apartment. Where is he? I want to see him!”

	“I don’t think that’s such a good idea right now,” Mel replied shaking her head.

	“I don’t care what you think lady! I want to see him. I want to ask him myself if this is real or if you’re just a… just a… a sick bitch! I’m not going anywhere till I talk to him… personally! Now where is he?”

	Mel was shocked that Robin would call her that. Unfortunately, she could see that Robin wasn’t going to leave till she actually got to talk to him. Shaking her head, she said, “There’s something else about him that you should know then.” She proceeded to tell an incredulous Robin all about his baby side and his relationship with Sandy – including all of the restrictions she placed on him when he was there.

	“Sick! Sick! Sick!” Robin spat. “Now where the hell is he? I want to ask him about this myself!”

	Mel knew that it wasn’t a good idea to take her to him. Unfortunately, there was now no way out of it. With grave misgivings, she grabbed her keys and led the way outside, past his apartment and up to Sandy and Cassie’s apartment. She paused before she knocked. But there was no backing out now.

	Chad’s face was a total mess. As were his hands, his baby bottle, his bib, his highchair – everything! Once the baby food touched something, it seemed to magically transfer itself to everything else. He wasn’t getting much nourishment from what little found its way into his mouth, and he certainly wasn’t getting very full on it either. But the strange thing was that… he was kind of having fun. Playing with his food – like a baby! The thought sent chills down his spine. And so did the sound of someone at the door. Damn!

	“I’ll get it,” Cassie offered as she left the kitchen. She opened the door and was shocked. “Oh!”

	Robin too was shocked. She hadn’t expected Cassie to open the door. But she quickly realized that she shouldn’t have been surprised at all. “Where is he?” Robin demanded as she pushed her way past Cassie and into the apartment. She was minimally aware that it was a nicely decorated place. But her quest for Chad didn’t let her pay as much attention to that as she would have liked. She found the kitchen quickly. And she didn’t have to go any further. What she saw nearly buckled her knees. She gasped audibly. Chad! Or rather Sissy! It was hard to think of the idiot that she was looking at as the Chad she used to know.

	Chad was shocked! More than shocked! The one person he never wanted to see him this way was standing right in front of him. “Robin!” he shouted. “What are you doing here?” He didn’t even think about using baby words or even sissy talk.

	Robin ignored his question as she tried her best to take him in. He was covered in colorful… baby food! What a mess! There was a prominent pink bow on top of his head and it looked like he was wearing some kind of silly dress. She couldn’t see much of it though because of the messy bib tied around his neck and the highchair he was sitting in. Ankle socks with pink lace adorned his feet. And under the tray… she bent down so she could see better… under the tray... she could see that he was wearing… diapers! And obviously wet diapers at that! She had seen enough of them on her own baby to know the difference at a glance.

	Chad turned to Mel horrified. “How could you?” he screamed angrily. But Mel didn’t reply. He started fighting with the highchair, trying to get himself out of it. But even with his arms free, the task was difficult. More so because he was so upset.

	“Don’t bother getting up,” Robin said angrily, “I know you’re not supposed to talk or do anything a baby wouldn’t. And quite frankly, I don’t want to hear anything that would come out of your stupid mouth anyway! You disgust me! You pervert! You stupid… idiotic… pervert! Disgusting! How could you do such a stupid thing?” She turned quickly towards the door but stopped only long enough to look back at Mel. “I’m taking my baby, my ‘real’ baby, out of this place. You’re all sick, disgusting, twisted… perverts! Sick! Sick! Sick!” With that, she hurried out, not even bothering to close the door behind her.

	Chad’s anguished angry scream rent the air as he fought with the tray on his highchair to get loose. “Let me out!” he shouted angrily. His chair was rocking back and forth as he fought to get loose.

	“I’ll get it,” Sandy cried as she ran to him. “Calm down before you tip it over and hurt yourself!”

	“I thought you weren’t going to do this?” Cassie asked Mel.

	“I wasn’t,” Mel replied apologetically. “I just wanted to meet her.”

	Together they watched Sandy trying to release a struggling angry Chad from his highchair. He was crying hysterically now and was clearly very agitated. He looked up at Mel as Sandy was removing his messy bib, a tiny bit of sanity seemed to return to his face. “How could you do this?” he demanded.

	“I just wanted to meet her,” Mel explained again.

	Chad felt Sandy loosening the belt holding him in place and he squirmed quickly out of the chair the moment he was free. He turned toward Sandy, but he didn’t know what to say. He turned towards Mel and Cassie, but he still didn’t know what to say… or do. He screamed his anguished frustrated scream again as the tears rolled down his face and his sobs filled the apartment. Mel ran to hold him, but he shrugged her off and ran for the still open door. He went straight through it to his own apartment. But he didn’t have a key. He couldn’t get in. Frustrated, he started pounding on his door with the palm of his hand as he sobbed uncontrollably.

	Mel ran after him with Cassie and Sandy right on her heels. “Stop, you’ll hurt yourself!” she cried. She tried to hold him, but all he did was to stand there and sob and pound on his door, wanting to get in. Mel found the key to his apartment and pushed him aside far enough to unlock his door. She opened it and he almost stumbled as the door gave way in front of him. Still sobbing miserably, he ran straight to his blowup mattress and dropped down on top of it, burying his head in his pillow.

	Mel waved Cassie and Sandy off and followed him inside. She closed the door behind her. She went into his room and sat down on the floor next to him. He was crying miserably. She felt so bad about what she had done, but there was little she could do about that now. Her main concern right then was him. She had done something she never should have done. She had hurt him badly and she had to fix it. But how? She leaned over and hugged his back, not knowing what else to do. “It will be alright,” she said soothingly. “It will be alright.”

	It was a few minutes till he responded. “Why did you do it?” he asked again, his voice muffled by the pillow.

	Her answer was the same, though she wished it wasn’t. “I just wanted to meet her,” she explained softly.

	“And you had to bring her there?”

	How could she answer? “Things went… too far. I went too far. I’m sorry.”

	“She was a friend! ‘Was’ a friend!”

	“I know. I’m sorry.”

	“Yeah, sure!”

	She didn’t know what to say. He was still crying with his head buried in his pillow. And the worst part was that she couldn’t blame him. She should never have done it. But what was done now couldn’t be undone. And the worst part was… that Robin had reacted like she thought she would… No! Not like she thought she would – worse! Her fault! Her fault! Her fault! She should never have done it.

	She continued to hold him as he laid there, listening to him crying. Knowing that she was the cause of his anguish was killing her. He seemed to cry and ignore her for the longest time. But finally, his crying started to subside. But he didn’t roll over and he didn’t take his head out of his pillow for a very long time. And when he did move his head far enough to speak to her, it was like a momentous event. There wasn’t even a pretense of using his sissy voice when he spoke, and she wasn’t expecting him to.

	“Why did you do it?” he asked yet again.

	“I’m sorry,” she replied. “I’m sorry. I just wanted to meet her.”

	“Why?”

	“Because…” She was going to say that she just wanted to see what she was like. But that wasn’t the real answer. The real answer was hard to admit, let alone tell him. “Because… I was jealous.”

	“Huh? Jealous? Of what?”

	Of what was a good question. And the answer was just as hard to admit. “I was jealous of all the time she gets to spend with you that I can’t. I was jealous of all the things she does with you that I can’t. I was jealous… No, not ‘was’ jealous, I ‘am’ jealous of… everything! You share so much with her every day. You’re with her every day. And I can’t do that.”

	“She works with me,” Chad replied a bit more firmly than he intended.

	She nodded. “I know. That’s the problem. She’s there, and I’m not. It seems like every day you’re telling me that Robin did this with you and Robin did that. And… I was jealous. I began to think the worst possible things about her. Terrible things.”

	“Terrible things? What do you mean – terrible things?”

	Mel sat up and ran her fingers through her hair in frustration. “I don’t know! She was with you all the time and… I didn’t know what you thought about her and… I started to picture her as this… blond bimbo who was after you!” She had said it. She had actually said it. Admitted it to him!

	“She just works with me!” he replied angrily. “That’s all there is to it! Besides, she’s married. She has a kid for heaven’s sake!”

	“I know! But I didn’t know then! I didn’t find any of that out till today.”

	“You could have asked me.”

	“Asked you what? Besides, it’s just… I probably wouldn’t have believed you anyway.”

	He grunted and turned his head away again.

	“Women tend to do things like that sometimes.” No reaction, no movement. And she couldn’t blame him. She sat there next to him with her head in her hands, wishing over and over again that she had never done it. The seconds turned to minutes… a lot of minutes.

	Chad finally turned back to her again. He was no longer crying but he felt just as miserable. “You know of course I probably won’t have a job come Monday.”

	She looked up, glad to see that he was at least talking to her. “Yes you will. And if you don’t… then I’ll take care of you.” Which was exactly what she intended in her long-range plans anyway.

	He grunted and turned away again for a minute, then turned back again. “A job is an important thing to a guy. Very important!”

	She wanted to talk to him about what she intended for him for after she won the bet, but this clearly wasn’t the time. “I know. There are other jobs though. Other things you can do. Besides, she probably won’t tell anybody anyway.”

	Chad stared at her in disbelief. “Robin? The biggest blabbermouth in the company? You’ve got to be kidding! I expect everybody will know an hour after she gets to work – if they don’t all know sooner! I’m finished there! I’m amazed that I haven’t been fired already for dressing the way I do.”

	She could have told him that she had fixed things with the owner of the company, but she didn’t. “You’re still doing the work they need done, aren’t you?”

	“Of course!”

	“Then they have no reason to fire you.”

	He shook his head. This time it would be different. This time, everybody would know all his stupid pathetic little habits. Habits that none of them would understand – let alone condone. “I’ll be fired by noon,” was all he said as he turned to burry his face in his pillow again.

	“Then I’ll help you,” she told him. “I promise!”

	He pulled his head back up again. “How?”

	“I promise,” she repeated, though she herself wasn’t sure what she could do.

	Chad felt nothing but self-pity for himself. Horrible self-pity. Why did he have to be the way he was? That was the real problem – himself, not Mel. Yes she had told his most intimate secret – to the biggest blabbermouth in the world! But if he hadn’t been the way he was in the first place, then it never would have happened. Period! His fault! All because of the way he was. Ugh!

	The two of them stared at each other for a long time, neither of them knowing what to say next. But staring doesn’t last forever. It was Chad who bowed his head first. “So what do we do now?” he asked.

	A good question. Mel had no other answer other than… “Just what we’ve been doing I guess. What’s the difference? We’ve still got this bet between us, and one way or another, I’m going to look after you. Job or no job, we still have to live. We still can live. And who knows, maybe it won’t be so bad after all. Maybe Robin won’t tell anybody.

	Chad just rolled his eyes. “You don’t know her.”

	“Obviously.”

	“So what do we do?”

	It was time to get him out of his present state of mind for a while. Time to get back to business. She tried her best to smile. “We get back to business!” She punched him playfully on the arm. “We have a date tomorrow night with a couple of hunks, and you need a new dress for it! Come on, that will make you feel much better. I’ll buy you a new dress for your date. In fact, I’ll buy myself one too.”

	The date. Ugh! She would have to remind him about that. From one bad thing to another. And now she wanted to go… dress shopping. But something about that concept stirred something within him. Something that touched his innermost desires. It was all wrong – especially considering how depressed and angry he felt, but he actually smiled a bit despite that. It was all wrong to feel that way about going shopping for a dress, but he couldn’t help it. “You’re buying?”

	The brief slight smile on his face brightened her heart. “You bet!”

	He shook his head. Get back to business? Get back to doing everything they had been doing? Now? Now that she had ruined his life? No, now that his own little eccentricities had ruined his life – with her help. Could he do it? He wasn’t sure he felt like it… but what other option was there? She had said she would help him. She had said that no matter what she would take care of him – whatever that meant. Could he continue? His brain searched for alternatives. Other options. But it came up blank. There weren’t any. Business as usual? What choice did he have? Finally, he nodded his agreement. “I guess,” he replied flatly.

	Mel was glad that he agreed, but she caught the tone of his voice – and she really couldn’t blame him. But if they were to get back to business as usual… and she was going to find any way to bring him out of his present mood, then she had to start moving things back in the right direction. “Good!” she replied as she started climbing to her feet. Now let’s get you another bottle to drink because you’re still not getting away from your deadline.”

	Chad’s already sunken heart sunk even further. She just never gave up!

	“And I’ve heard way more than enough of that horrid old male voice of yours! Sissy voice from now on. Sissy voice!”

	Chad was too depressed to even smile – let alone respond in his sissy voice.

	There were tears in Robin’s eyes as she pulled into her driveway, although she barely realized it. The baby had caught her mood and had cried all the way home – and she ignored him. All pretense of going grocery shopping had quickly gone out the window. She didn’t even want to contemplate trying to do anything “normal” right now. She was just too… angry! And bewildered! And… upset!

	The pervert! The damn pervert! And she never knew! She never had a clue! Oh, okay, yes, she had gotten a kick out of his dressing like a woman thing – till now! She had actually enjoyed it. It was… interesting! And kind of funny. She even tried to help the stupid jerk!

	Complicated? Damn right it was complicated!

	All the way home, all she could see in front of her was him! Sitting in a stupid overgrown highchair! Covered in messy baby food! Dressed in silly clothes! And wet diapers! And all she could think about was that he had willingly… no not just willingly, it was more than that… he wanted things to be that way. He wanted that crazy bitch to rule his life and ruin him. How could he? Did he have any idea how wrong that was? Did he have any idea how… perverted he was?

	For a bet! It was all for a stupid… idiotic… bet! How ridiculous! Totally ridiculous! And he liked doing those things? Stuff like that turned him on? Ridiculous! The damn demented pervert!

	Ignoring the cries of her baby, she pulled him out of his seat and hurried into her house. The baby she simply handed over to her questioning husband without saying a word. Then she locked herself in their bedroom so she could figure things out. And the only explanation she gave to her worried husband… “Go away!”

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 7 of 8)

	Before going back to Mel’s apartment, Chad washed his face and hands. He was a total mess from all the baby food that had coated him. His pillow was a total mess too since most of what was on his face was now transferred there. As he was drying his face, Mel walked in to his bathroom and handed him another baby bottle from the few that were still in his refrigerator – bottle number twelve for the day now. Was she trying to set a record or something?

	Under her watchful eye, he removed the dress he was wearing. “What do you want me to wear,” he asked, finally speaking in his sissy voice. But even then, his voice was still full of the self–pity he felt.

	But Mel was staring at him. She couldn’t get him dressed to go out yet. Not yet. She had forgotten something. She opened his closet door. “What do you want to wear?” she asked.

	That was a bad question. Chad didn’t even want to think about all his men’s clothing that was now… who knew where. Certainly not in his apartment, that was for sure. “I don’t know,” he replied with no enthusiasm at all.

	Mel started going through the clothes in his closet. Almost all skirts. He had a few pairs of slacks there but they wouldn’t be good for what was needed now. She briefly considered his zebra print dress, but decided against that too. Finally, she pulled a brightly patterned skirt out and looked at it. Just the thing! She chose a bright red top to go with it. She held them up for him to see. “Something colorful to brighten your mood,” she said lightly, trying to raise his spirits.

	Chad looked at the outfit she had chosen for him and just shrugged. The way he felt just then, one thing was as good as another. He reached to take them from her, but she held onto them instead.

	“We need to carry these back to my place. You can get dressed there.”

	Chad just shrugged his shoulders again. He didn’t really care.

	Mel could see that bringing him out of the funk he was in was going to be harder than she thought. Unfortunately, she completely understood why he felt that way and couldn’t blame him in the least. She tried to smile as she said, “Just grab your waist cincher and a bra to take with you and we’ll go back to my place.” While he was grabbing what he needed, she went back to his closet and grabbed a pair of strappy shoes for him to wear.

	Chad pulled a fresh bra out of his cardboard dresser and found one of his waist cinchers. No girdle at least – which was both good and bad. It was good because he would be at least a little more comfortable. But it was also bad because it meant that she was going to keep him in only one diaper with a time limit to make it leak. He didn’t know how much over his latest limit he was now. He just hoped that Mel wouldn’t care for once.

	“Drink some of your bottle,” Mel ordered before they left his apartment. “You need to keep peeing.”

	Chad had felt himself peeing a few times since they had left Sandy’s apartment. But he had only barely noticed it. Other things had been more important and he peed so much now that there was no reason to take much more notice than he did. He put the bottle to his lips and took several long drinks before Mel was satisfied and led the way back to her place.

	Mel went straight to her bedroom where she hung the clothes she had selected for him on the closet doorknob. She found the breast forms that needed to be glued back onto him and held them up. “Do I need to tie you up to do this?” she asked.

	Chad stared at the breast forms. For some reason, they looked so much bigger in her hands today than usual. He could already feel the weight of them on his chest. He shook his head but didn’t answer any other way.

	“Climb up on the bed then and let’s get this over with.”

	Chad laid down on her bed while she coated the breasts with the glue and started it drying. It took a few minutes for it to get tacky enough, then she climbed up on top of him and carefully lined one of them up where she wanted it to go and pressed down on it, sealing it to him. “Hold this down while I do the other one,” she told him.

	Chad put his hand on the breast that was once again glued to his chest and pushed down. The darn thing felt so damn real! He watched as Mel lined up the other one and pressed that into place as well. He automatically brought his other hand up to hold that in place too.

	Mel smiled and climbed off of him. Hopefully the things would stay right where they were. They hadn’t failed yet! “Keep holding them and sit up,” she instructed as she found his bra.

	A minute later, Chad slipped off of her bed, his bra now holding the newly glued breast forms in place to make sure the glue was completely dry and they wouldn’t fall off. As he took the first few steps away from her bed, he realized how normal it felt now to have them back again – more normal than without them. That thought sent a small shiver through his spine. And a small tingle elsewhere. He grabbed his waist cincher to start putting that on, but she stopped him before he even got started with it.

	“Drink some more of your bottle,” she instructed. “You’re falling behind with it.”

	Falling behind? He wasn’t exactly sure what she meant. Besides he had already finished more bottles today than usual. But he grabbed his bottle and took another long drink before he finally started fastening his waist cincher.

	Mel went to her bathroom and grabbed another diaper for him while he was putting his waist cincher on. She brought it back to the bedroom and laid it out on the floor. Then she found one of the jars of suppositories she kept for him and set that out too. She saw him glance with disgust at the jar as he finished what he was doing. Good!

	Baby bottle in hand, Chad laid down on the floor to get his diaper changed. He automatically put the bottle to his mouth as he felt her unfastening his diaper – that was very wet but hadn’t leaked yet. She had made no mention of it leaking – fortunately. He felt her grabbing his legs and pushing them up so she could get at his backside with her stupid suppository. Even today… even after what she had done to him earlier… even when he was feeling more depressed than he had ever felt in his life, she wouldn’t let him go without one. Damn her!

	Mel shoved his legs up high and reached into the jar, but she only pretended to pull one of the suppositories out. Just as she only pretended to put it up inside of him. She could tell by watching him that he didn’t know the difference – which was just what she hoped. Finished, she gently let his legs back down and tightly fastened the fresh diaper around him. “There,” she said sounding somewhat satisfied. “You’re all set,” she glanced at the clock on her nightstand. “An hour and forty-five minutes, Sissy. Better keep drinking that thing.”

	Chad didn’t have to be told. In fact, the moment she had said it, he felt himself releasing a tiny bit of pee. That seemed to be the way it was going with him today. A tiny bit at a time, but it happened every few minutes – as far as he knew. At times he had been too busy to notice it today. Instead of getting up to get dressed, he laid right where he was and sucked on the bottle for a few minutes. Fortunately, Mel didn’t seem to mind. And the bottle? Well, he was kind of enjoying sucking on it today. It felt good – despite Mel’s lousy tea that he was drinking from it.

	The store that Mel took him to was the same one where he had bought most of his clothes – most of his new clothes that is – his female clothes. He and Mel walked side by side like old friends as they headed back to the dress section. Since they had left the house, he had said almost nothing and mostly listened to Mel’s light-hearted comments. He knew she was trying to bring him out of his depressed state, but it wasn’t working very well. How can you feel anything but depressed when your entire life was about to be over and everyone in the world was going to know your deepest, most horrid secrets?

	“What kind of dresses do you think they’ll like?” Mel asked as they reached the dress section.”

	“I don’t know,” Chad replied. “I never thought about it.”

	“Well, do you think Ray would like me better in something really short or something really low cut? How about color, do you know if he’s partial to any in particular?”

	Chad was surprised to realize that she was talking about a dress for her, not what he would be wearing for Derek. “If I know Ray, it doesn’t matter what you’re wearing. You could be wearing… a plastic bag and he’d be interested.”

	Mel giggled, but from what little she had seen of Ray so far, she knew he was right. “How about Derek? What do you think he’ll like?”

	Derek! That was the problem. He had to go out on a date with his best friend. “Not what I wore to the poker game!”

	Mel giggled again. “I don’t know. He might!”

	“Can I help you find something?”

	Mel turned around to see the saleswoman who had helped them so many times in the past. She smiled. “We have dates!”

	The saleswoman looked shocked as she stared briefly at Sissy. But she recovered quickly. “I see. What did you have in mind?”

	“I don’t know,” Mel replied. “Something really…” An image of Derek came to her mind instead of Ray. “Nice!” she finished. “For both of us.”

	The saleswoman just nodded. “Shall we take care of your… maid first?”

	Chad was surprised that she had referred to him that way. He wasn’t even wearing his maid’s uniform today… although he had in the past.

	The saleswoman led them over to several other racks where she kept glancing back and forth between Sissy and the clothes. She pulled several dresses out and held them up asking each time what they thought about them. Mel seemed to like most of her suggestions and Chad wound up holding more and more dresses as they kept looking. Finally, the saleswoman decided that they had found enough. “Would you like to try some of those on now and see if any are good enough?” she suggested.

	Chad carried half a dozen dresses into the changing room. He was going to be trying on dresses again – in the store. The thought didn’t bring as much humiliation to him as it used to. Maybe because of the depression he still felt. It felt more like he was only going through the motions as he took his clothes off and took the first dress off of the hanger. It was a bright sky blue dress with a full skirt and a fancy gathering right in the middle under the breasts with a blue and white rhinestone decoration on top of it. He slipped the dress on. The material felt somewhat thick, but at the same time, very soft and light. Once zipped, it felt very comfortable. He allowed himself to feel pleasure despite how depressed he still was. He looked at himself in the mirror in the changing room. What he saw, he liked - surprisingly. Maybe Mel would let him buy it if she decided on one of the other dresses instead. Plucking up his courage – less than he needed previous times, he stepped out to show them.

	Mel and the saleswoman were chatting while they waited for him to come out. When he did finally show, they both stared at him with some surprise. The blue dress was fairly low cut, but the design didn’t seem to show any of his bra – so his breast forms wouldn’t be a problem. The gathering below his breasts was set off with a pretty rhinestone decoration that nicely accented the design as it tapered down to his slim waist. And the full knee-length skirt hid any evidence of the diapers he would be wearing underneath. But most of all… it looked good on him! Really good!

	“Oh my!” the saleswoman exclaimed softly. “He’s certainly come a long way since you first started bringing him in. Hasn’t he.”

	Mel nodded as she continued to take him in. “Don’t bother trying any more on,” she told him. “We’re buying that one!”

	Chad was actually pleased. He liked the dress. It was… comfortable. But would Derek like him in it? He was shocked that he would even think such a thought!

	Mel turned to the saleswoman. “We’ve got a real problem now, because I’m not leaving here till I have something that looks better than that!”

	As quickly as Chad’s dress shopping was over with, Mel’s shopping seemed to drag on that much longer as she looked at dress after dress. Chad held several in his hands for her as they searched for others, only to have some of them taken away to be replaced by still more. Three times she went into the dressing rooms with a number of dresses, most of which she discarded as not good enough.

	As he waited, Chad caught himself peeing several times – barely. Mostly, he was only just aware of it as he was finishing. He was still amazed that it could happen that way. Actually, he figured he was mostly catching himself doing it only because he wasn’t doing much of anything else – except waiting – and holding dresses.

	Finally, Mel decided on three to take home with her. She would choose which one to wear for the date when the time came. The rest… well, she supposed she might be able to wear them to the office – maybe, but it was doubtful. They really weren’t the kind of thing to present a very professional image to clients – not her profession at least.

	After Mel had selected her dresses, Chad hoped they would be going home, but Mel only looked at him with seeming surprise on her face. “We can’t go yet. You need a different purse to go with that dress. You can’t very well carry that thing with you tomorrow night!”

	Chad looked down at his purse. He had been carrying it everywhere he went for quite a while now. It served his needs very well. But he supposed she was right that the dark red alligator pattern didn’t really go very well with his bright blue dress. While the saleswoman carried the dresses up to the registers to hold for them, they went in search of a new purse for him to carry.

	Mel realized he was still mostly going through the motions with her. But he was responding – somewhat. She could tell that he at least liked the blue dress they had found for him, which was a good sign. It really was nice. She briefly wondered if it would fit her and if she could borrow it sometime. Then she realized that it was a stupid thought. She knew it would fit her… and if she wanted to wear it, then she could! He didn’t have any say in the matter at all – even now! But of course, for now, she needed to go a bit easier on him. The state his mind was in wasn’t the best, although she was beginning to tire of it.

	Chad stared almost blankly at the colorful display of purses all around him. He was supposed to find one that would go with his dress for the date. But which one? He didn’t see any matching the sky blue color of his dress. The last time he had bought a purse, which was the only other time he had bought one, Mel had tried to get him to look at them and choose something practical. Well, he supposed he had a better idea now of what he needed. Something that would hold a lot of junk while still having some organization to it. He hated to think about it, but there was a lot of loose junk in his purse right now. Sometimes he had to fight past it to find anything. Of course, it was perfect for things like loose change. He grabbed one hanging on a hook and opened it to look inside. It was certainly big enough. In fact it was bigger than the one he was currently carrying. But did the brown leather go with his dress? Probably not. He put it back and continued to stare at the colorful display. But in his present state, picking something out was only barely interesting. He was having a hard time focusing on exactly what he would need.

	Mel had seen him look at the larger purse – totally inappropriate for what was needed tomorrow night. The expression on his face still hadn’t changed much – it was mostly blank! She decided to step in and help. “Can I make a suggestion?” She saw him just shrug. Again, no real verbal response or even much of a sign that he cared. She had to break him out of it. He had shown signs of life, but very few. She walked further away from where they were to a shelf and picked up a black patent clutch purse. It looked perfect. “Here,” she said as she held it up for him. “This would go very well. What do you think?”

	Chad took a closer look at the purse. A clutch actually, because there was no strap or handle of any kind. The black patent leather fabric was somehow pulled, creating wrinkles on the front that were gathered near one end. The top of the gathering was set off by a pretty white rhinestone decoration that looked like two leaves stuck back to back. It was… pretty. And he knew it would go very well with his dress. He took it from Mel for a closer look. It took him a moment to figure out how to open the thing. The clasp on top was very stiff but he finally got it. There were no compartments for organizing things inside and the whole thing seemed… small. “How am I supposed to fit my wallet in it?” he asked. “My cell phone too for that matter?” It’s awfully small.

	“You don’t need your cell phone tomorrow night. Your wallet either. You can just throw your driver’s license and a little money in it. That and some makeup are all you’re going to need. And hopefully, just the makeup.”

	Chad knew she was right. But would Derek actually pay for everything for him? He doubted it. Derek had no reason to. If he were a real woman – then maybe Derek would pay. In fact, he probably would! But not for him. Not for a… fake! But still, Mel was right. The clutch would go well with his dress, and who would know better about what was needed than a real woman. And there was no doubt that Mel was a real woman – real and a half! He nodded. “Okay,” he replied as he closed it and looked at the front again. It was kind of… pretty. And… very feminine. Something inside of him was pleased by that.

	Mel noticed a spark of something in his eye as he looked at the clutch. A brief sign of life? She could only hope. “Good,” she said as she continued to watch him. “I think it’s pretty.”

	Chad nodded. “Me too.” It was a bit hard to admit. “I like it.”

	Mel smiled. Yes, he was definitely coming back to life. “Why don’t we go look at some shoes too,” she suggested.

	Chad just shrugged. “Okay.” But there was a bit more life in his voice than before.

	 


Chapter 43 (Saturday – week 6 Part 8 of 8)

	As Chad walked slowly up and down the rows of shoes, he didn’t really know what he was looking for, or if he really cared. He had plenty of shoes… but he liked shoes. Especially heels. Mel was looking at a pair of wild leopard print pumps and had told him to just go searching for whatever he liked. So… he was looking. The problem was, he liked everything he saw.

	He came to the spot where a few weeks ago his diaper had leaked so badly that it had puddled on the floor. It made him think about his diaper now. It was certainly starting to feel awfully wet. But how long had it been now since Mel had put it on him? How long was left till it had to be leaking? He was fairly sure that he still had a little while to go, but he couldn’t have too much longer. But since he wasn’t wearing his watch today he had no way of knowing. In fact, the only jewelry he had on were the pink studs he had put in his ears earlier this morning.

	He suddenly realized he was peeing again. Geez. There had been no warning again that he was going to do it. And again, he hadn’t realized it till it was already happening. He had to get with it! It would be no good at all if he didn’t even know when it was happening. He hadn’t even had anything to drink now in a while – not since they had left her apartment. Not knowing he was peeing wasn’t going to help him win this bet!

	He realized too that his state of mind was such that it wouldn’t help him at all either. He was so upset over what Mel had done, that he barely cared – about anything. But how could he feel anything but depressed right now? All he could think about was Robin telling everybody else and what would happen on Monday. No matter what, it wouldn’t be good – that much he knew for a fact. Basically, the thought scared him… more than a little.

	“Find anything?” Mel asked as she walked up.

	Chad just shrugged again. “Not really,” he replied dully. He noticed that she was now holding a closed shoe box in her hands. Was she really going to wear those wild shoes? He didn’t think he had that much courage. What would they go with?

	Mel was starting to get fed up with his depressed attitude. Yes, she knew he was depressed. Yes, she agreed that he probably should be depressed. And yes, she knew it was all her fault. But he needed to get with it a little more than he had been. She had been trying to be nice to him. He had shown a few signs of life, but they were very few. She was beginning to tire of his whole not caring attitude. “Can’t you even try to act a little better?” she asked, her voice containing more than a hint of the anger she was starting to feel. “Show some enthusiasm?”

	Chad didn’t know what to say. He knew he wasn’t behaving… properly. But to tell the truth, he just didn’t feel like it. It was hard to feel enthusiastic about much when your whole life was in the process of being ruined. Not to mention that the very person who had caused the problem in the first place was the one who was asking the question – Mel. But what was he supposed to say to her? Finally he sighed. “I’m trying,” was all he was able to get out. And saying it in his sissy voice was somewhat difficult.

	“Well try harder!” Mel replied. She tried to smile again as she looked down the rack of shoes. “Hey, now that pair would go great with your new dress!”

	“But I’ve got shoes that will work,” Chad protested.

	“So? I thought you liked new shoes.”

	“I do but…” But the truth was, that he did like them. He shrugged again. “I guess I do like them,” he replied sheepishly.

	Mel wasn’t sure if he was starting to come around or not. “So what do you think about those?” she asked as she pointed the pair out again.

	The shoes were a pair of black patent sandals with a high, thin, elegant heel. The straps on top of the toes were decorated with black patent bows. Chad realized that they were really nice – and would go very well with not only his dress but the new clutch bag as well. “They would go well,” he agreed as he picked one up to look at it.

	“Go find a salesman and get him to bring you some to try on.”

	It was as if her words were there to make his decisions for him. Instead of answering, he simply turned and went in search of someone to help him.

	Mel watched him turn and leave. His attitude was starting to get under her skin more and more. He was trying, but not hard enough. She had tried being nice to him, but maybe what he needed was some additional – prodding – of a different sort.

	Chad found a saleswoman fairly easily – for once. He had dealt with this one in the past and he was sure she recognized him. She didn’t even bat an eye as she looked at the shoe he wanted and went in search of a box. She was back fairly quickly with it and just handed it to him. Chad carried the box back to Mel before trying them on. They fit perfectly. He was quick to notice though that the heel was about as high as on his pink patent heels, only styled to look a bit thinner. He took a few steps in them, then just nodded toward Mel. “They’re good,” he said with little enthusiasm.

	“They look great!” Mel declared, watching him carefully. No facial reaction. It was time to get more forceful! “Show me your diaper!” she ordered quickly.

	Chad was so startled by her sudden command that he couldn’t react right away. Her sudden command on top of his depression and non-caring attitude caused him to totally freeze up and just stare at her in surprise.

	Mel saw the total shock on his face. It was the most emotion he had shown since they had left the house earlier. Finally, she was reaching him. She put a determined angry look on her face and repeated her command more forcefully. “Show me your diaper! Now!”

	It still took Chad a moment to react. The angry look on Mel’s face seemed to be the final push he needed to force him into motion. Fear of reprisal if he didn’t react quickly seemed to reach his subconscious. Without giving any other thought to where they were or who might be around, he reached down and grabbed his skirt and quickly pulled it up as high as he could, showing off how soaking wet his diaper was.

	“Aahh!”

	The sudden shocked gasp from another woman customer turned Mel’s head. She hadn’t bothered to speak softly at all when she gave Chad his command. Now her loud voice had attracted the attention of several other customers who were quickly coming over to see what was going on. Oh well, it was too late now. Besides, she was more concerned with snapping Chad out of his fog and getting him back on the straight and narrow again. She took the time to notice that his diaper was getting awfully wet – but it wasn’t leaking yet.

	Chad stood there with his skirt pulled up high. The sudden little scream from one of the other customers actually scared him a little – especially because it let him know that they were no longer alone. And Mel was now just making him stand there – fully on display! Talk about humiliating!

	Mel noticed that nobody seemed to be complaining – yet. They were all probably too shocked. There were about four or five other people around – that she could see. Well, since nobody was voicing any arguments yet… “Sissy! Turn around slowly and show everybody how wet you are!”

	Chad wanted to die! He couldn’t believe she would do such a thing! But she just had! Since everybody could already somewhat see him, there was no use trying to argue or not do it – as if he had a choice anyway. He slowly began turning around, feeling his face getting redder and redder the further he went. He couldn’t believe he was doing this. But then, hadn’t she made him do something similar in the grocery store once? By the time he was back to facing Mel again, he noticed there was a hint of tears in his eyes from the humiliation.

	“Okay Sissy. You can drop your skirt now.”

	Chad pulled his skirt back down, but pulling it down gave him nothing to hide behind anymore – as if it really mattered. Now there was nothing in the way of him seeing how many people were around. More than he wanted, that was for sure! He didn’t want to look at any of them so he stared at the floor.

	“Your time is running out to get that thing leaking,” Mel told him, making no pretense to lower her voice. “You better get busy.”

	Chad barely nodded as he continued to stare at the floor.

	“Answer me properly!”

	Chad was horrified again. Why had she suddenly gotten so angry? Hating doing it in front of the people, he dropped a curtsey and said in his sissy voice, “I’m still trying, Mistress.” He heard only a tiny chuckle from one or two. The rest of the people were still trying to figure out what was going on – not to mention trying to figure out what they should be thinking about it.

	Mel knew it was time to get out of there, but he was finally starting to react more normally now. Maybe she should have been more forceful all along. Another little idea slipped into her brain. It was nasty, but… “Sissy! Since it took you so long to show me your diaper… and I had to tell you twice... take your skirt off!”

	Chad looked up from the floor to stare at Mel in horror. Take his skirt off? Here? Now?

	“You heard me. Take it off! Right now!” Seeing him hesitate, she added, “Get it off now or you’ll be even sorrier later!”

	His face full of shock and shame, he couldn’t tear his eyes off of Mel as he slowly started removing his skirt, not just lifting it up to show everybody the diaper he was wearing under it, but removing it completely, putting his soaked diaper fully on display. The bright red top he was wearing only covered the very top of his diaper. Everybody could clearly see the entire thing now.

	Mel reached out and took his skirt from him so he would have nothing to hide behind. As she did so, she noticed that it looked like he was no longer thinking about his problems from earlier. He now had other things to worry about instead. Good! She was making progress with him. “Now get those shoes off quickly and put your other ones back on. We need to get you home soon. You need another baby bottle to drink!”

	Chad heard a few more sounds of astonishment from a few of the people still watching them. He sat down and did his best to change back to his old shoes quickly. He just wanted out of there! And then a miserable thought crept into his brain. The lousy suppository she had put up inside of him earlier hadn’t done anything yet, which meant that it was probably due to explode fairly soon. He was just glad it hadn’t already! He had even more of a reason to hurry now. Could he make it home before it did? He truly hoped so!

	Chad had to carry his shoe box and his new clutch purse all the way back through the store to the checkout counters where the previous saleswoman had left their dresses for them. As they walked through what seemed like the entire store, he was very aware of his diaper being on display… it was really all he could think about! The things he held in his hands did nothing to cover or hide it. If he held them down in front of him, as he did most of the time, then the back was still on display – and he doubted that the shoe box really hid much anyway.

	There were two checkout counters operating when they got there. Chad saw where their dresses were hung up and followed Mel, joining the short line there. He kept looking around as they waited, looking to see how many people were looking at him. Some! Most of whom kept staring at him totally shocked. In fact, it seemed like the only person who wasn’t staring at him was Mel, who was currently in front of him and was ignoring him.

	Finally it was their turn to pay. Chad put his things on the counter along with the box that Mel had. Mel still had his skirt draped over her arm as she told the woman that the dresses hanging up were for them too.

	The woman got the dresses and rang up the sale on them, then on the two boxes of shoes and Chad’s clutch purse. Then she noticed the skirt still draped over Mel’s arm. “How about that?” she asked.

	“Oh, not this,” Mel told her. “This is hers,” she said, glancing back at Sissy. “She lost it a few minutes ago.”

	The saleswoman glanced back at sissy and for the first time noticed what he was wearing under his red top. Partially hidden behind the counter, she hadn’t noticed before. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes went wide in surprise. She stared for a moment before trying to collect herself and finished ringing up the sale.

	Mel paid for everything and grabbed the dresses to carry, leaving everything else for Chad. As Chad picked up the bag with the shoes and his purse, he was very much aware that everyone was still looking at him. Why couldn’t Mel have let him carry the dresses? Then he would at least have something to help hide his diaper… well, partially anyway. It was hard to cover it all the way around, but even partially would help in this case. He was so glad to get back into her car again and out of sight!

	Chad got lucky – sort of. The suppository didn’t hit him till he had gotten out of her car back at the apartment project and he had started to climb the stairs. With one arm holding up all the new dresses and his other arm carrying the large bag full of the other things they had bought, he had one foot on one step and his other foot on the step above, when he suddenly felt his insides erupting. He couldn’t move. He didn’t dare move. His exposed diaper was soaked to the point where it was almost leaking, and now it was filling to overflowing from the back too. Yuck!

	Mel had gone ahead of him up the stairs, leaving him to carry everything up for her. As she reached her door, she noticed that he had stopped on the stairs and wasn’t moving. She looked over the balcony and saw the expression on his face… and a tiny bit of movement in the back of his still diaper. She laughed as she walked closer to see him better as he continued to mess himself uncontrollably right there on the stairs in front of her.

	Chad felt a tiny bit of a tickle suddenly creeping down one leg, then another one from his other leg. The added mess in his diaper had forced him to start leaking. By the time he was finished messing himself, he was seriously leaking! And all Mel did was to look down at him from up above and laugh! Once it was over – he hoped – he finally chanced moving again, but very slowly and carefully. He didn’t want any of the mess in his diaper to escape. Very gingerly he made his way up the stairs, all the way to the top where Mel waited for him.

	Mel was still laughing a bit, but the moment he got close to her she noticed something awful – the smell! With nothing but the one diaper on, there was nothing to hide the smell at all. “Pew!” she said. “You stink!”

	Chad said nothing. What was there to say? Slowly, he began heading toward her apartment.

	Mel walked alongside him for a moment till they reached his apartment. “Wait a minute,” she said as she grabbed her keys. She unlocked his door. “Go get cleaned up here,” she said as she grabbed the dresses and other things from him. “Then come back to my place when you’re ready. Wear your uniform. And don’t forget to phone me as you’re putting your next diaper on!”

	Chad was actually glad. The best way to get cleaned up now was in the shower. And a fresh diaper was sounding awfully good!

	As soon as Chad had changed, Mel took him back to Sandy’s apartment where she had him get his highchair and diaper bag and carry them back to her apartment again. Then, all afternoon, she kept him as busy as possible with laundry and cleaning. She did her best to keep him extra busy, never letting him stop so he wouldn’t have a chance to think too much because she didn’t want him thinking about what she had done with Robin earlier.

	Over an over again she ordered him to show her his diaper – not only because she wanted to drill it into him better, but it was another way to keep his mind occupied on other things. Sometimes he was quick enough, but more often he wasn’t. Since he really had no idea of how fast she wanted it done, she decided he needed a goal to strive for. She quickly decided on something that would be very difficult for him, but was also pretty much what she wanted all along. “Here’s how it’s going to work,” she told him. “From now on, when I tell you to show me your diaper, you’ve got exactly two seconds to get that skirt up high. Anything over two seconds is going to earn you an immediate punishment!” To emphasize her point, she grabbed her yardstick. “Show me your diaper!”

	As quickly as he could, Chad grabbed his skirt and pulled it up.

	“Not fast enough Sissy!” Mel came over and immediately slapped him on the leg with her stick. “I started counting as soon as I finished saying it, and I got to three before you got your skirt up. Next time, do better! Do you understand?”

	“Yes Mistress,” Chad replied in his sissy voice. But suddenly Mel was back hitting him with her stick again!

	“Curtsey when you say anything!” she ordered.

	Fear was now the only thing that Chad was feeling. He curtseyed again as he repeated “Yes Mistress.” His eyes never once leaving the stick in her hand.

	“That’s better,” Mel replied as she turned her back on him so he could get back to the laundry.

	Chad grabbed his baby bottle and took another long drink – this time, more to calm his nerves than for the liquid it contained. She was getting really serious today! He was getting hit for almost no reason at all – frequently! The result was that he was constantly on edge, worrying about whatever she would demand next.

	All afternoon and into the evening Mel kept her stick either nearby or actually in her hand, forcing him to start curtseying every time he opened his mouth. That part at least he seemed to pick up on quickly. And after a little while he was curtseying for no reason at all – which she loved! He had more difficulty though every time he had to raise his skirt to show his diaper. Two seconds wasn’t very much time, but she wanted him to get to where he wouldn’t be able to think about anything but doing it quickly – no matter what the situation. He was getting there, but the going was still slow. But since she wanted to make sure he had other things to occupy his mind than worrying about Robin, maybe that was a good thing.

	One thing that he didn’t seem to have any more problem with today, was getting his diaper to leak on time. It was often very close, but she never had to punish him even once for it. Of course, she made sure he never stopped drinking his bottles either – which resulted in her realizing that she was going to have to make a lot more tea tomorrow. Well, that was no problem.

	Later that evening, before she sent him home for the night. She removed his chastity device and cleaned it thoroughly. According to her schedule, she usually did that on Sunday night, but since they had dates for then she got it out of the way now. Then, before she pinned him into four huge cloth diapers for the night, she shoved another suppository up inside of him. She had faked it earlier and he had still messed himself uncontrollably later. The question that would be looming soon was… what would happen when she started leaving even more of them out. That situation was fast approaching.

	With one more apology from her for what she had done with Robin earlier, she sent him home for the night. If he wanted to cry over it anymore, then he could do it there, before he fell asleep. Tomorrow would be another day. Another day when she would have to keep him busy again.

	And tomorrow night… their date! She thought again about Ray and Derek. Both were unusually handsome. But there was something about Ray that turned her stomach a bit. She knew that it was just her reaction to what kind of man he really was. And then there was Derek. Sissy’s date – and friend. Seemingly the perfect man. Sissy didn’t want to be dating - or kissing – his friend. If he had to – which he really had no choice about – he’d rather be out with Ray for that. Ray wasn’t as close a friend to him like Derek was. Ray wouldn’t make him feel like he was violating their friendship. And her? She would rather be with Derek just because… well, just because he seemed so perfect.

	They were both going with the wrong guy. The luck of the cards. Oh well. Darn!

	Late that night… later than usual… Mel crept into his apartment like she always did. She peeked into his room. As usual, he was sound asleep. It was amazing how soundly the guy slept! Softly, she approached him and looked down on him. He was laying on his back this time. The pacifier in his mouth seemed so out of place somehow, yet she loved seeing it there. He always sucked on it now while he slept. She counted three empty baby bottles on the floor nearby. Just as there should be!

	Quietly, she went out to his kitchen and left him his note for tomorrow. On a whim, she opened his refrigerator and grabbed one of the baby bottles full of her tea out of it. It was cool now, but not overly so. She went back to his bedroom. Did she dare try this? Why not?

	She had to move the empty bottles out of her way so she could sit down on the floor next to him. Carefully, she reached over and pulled ever so slightly on his pacifier. It was firmly rooted in his mouth. She kept pulling till all of a sudden it popped out. He stirred unhappily and she saw his mouth moving to find it. His arm started moving now too to find the lost pacifier. Quickly she inserted the full baby bottle into his mouth and she actually felt him sucking the nipple in. His arm went back to where it was before and his face looked relaxed again. She almost giggled out loud. He was doing it again… drinking from a baby bottle while he was still asleep. Amazing!

	He didn’t seem to drink as quickly in his sleep as he did when he was awake. She had to switch arms holding the bottle for him when she got tired. Last night, he had been laying on his side instead of his back so she could prop it up for him. But tonight was different. And tonight she was kind of getting a real kick out of doing this. She briefly wondered what he thought about it, but then she wasn’t sure he even realized what had happened last night. Would he realize it tomorrow morning when he saw the extra bottle?

	When at last the bottle was empty, he still continued to suck on it, but she wasn’t the least surprised by that… the guy did suck on a pacifier all night. She held his pacifier ready in one hand while she pulled the bottle out of his mouth with the other. The moment the bottle was free, she inserted his pacifier again. He continued to sleep soundly. Whew!

	She quietly got to her feet and left the empty bottle with the others. She checked to make sure the alarm on his clock was set for the time she wanted it to be and she also checked to make sure the volume control was turned all the way up.

	She looked down on him one more time. She had done wrong today, very wrong. But that couldn’t be helped now. Somehow, she would have to fix things. She just didn’t know how yet. He looked so peaceful in his sleep. She envied him that. She didn’t sleep nearly as soundly every night as he did.

	“Goodnight baby. Sleep tight.”
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