
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 1 of 8)

	He was on stage again.  The bright stage lights on him faded the audience into vague shadows.  But the lights did nothing to dull the taunting sound of all the women laughing at him.  He was a baby again – just as he had been a few hours ago, on stage, for real!  In his dream world, he was reliving every humiliating taunt thrown at him, every humiliating thing done to him, every humiliating thing he was forced to do, every humiliating bottle he had to drink… everything!  Everything including being fed that one rancid bottle by some strange woman.  Horrible! And even in his dream world, he realized that he was peeing profusely from all the delicious humiliation of it. 

	Over and over again his mind relived each thing done to him.  The more humiliating things seemed to work their way into his dreams over and over again.  To be replayed and savored – and appreciated.

	And then he noticed something different, something wrong, something bothering him.  It bothered him enough to vaguely pull him into a semi-wakeful state in the real world.  It didn’t take him long to realize that his diapers were leaking.  His bedding and babydoll nightie were already somewhat wet.  But it was still dark and his alarm hadn’t gone off yet – and he was so very tired.  Besides, there wasn’t much he could do about it now anyway.  It was just another little bother and humiliation amid so many other humiliating things.  With no effort at all, he dropped soundly back into his slumber, where he once again revisited sissy humiliation after sissy humiliation.  Where he was once again oblivious to the real world around him.

	His dreams began turning over and over again to that one really lousy tasting bottle that the woman had fed him personally.  He had no idea what was really in it, but he began to imagine that it really was pee.  While he had no idea of what pee actually tasted like, he imagined that that was it. 

	And as dreams often turned strange, so did this one.  In his dream, while he was being forced to drink the horrible pee, someone undid his diaper and stuck an empty bottle over his chastity enclosed penis, to fill it with his own pee.  When the bottle of pee he was drinking was finished, the bottles were switched so that as he continued to drink one, he was continuing to fill his next one.  Over and over again.  And the humiliation of being forced to do it… to have no control over it at all, kept him on the brink of a dreamlike rapture – though his one tiny organ that once used to be so much a part of his sexual stimulation, remained as tiny and passive as ever.

	He slept soundly, his head filled with the most delightful wicked things ever done to him.  Things his imagination had never conceived of before.  Things that he knew without a doubt would never be topped.  And why shouldn’t he sleep so blissfully?  Why would he ever want to leave such a beautiful dream?

	Mel opened her eyes and stared at the blank ceiling above her.  She breathed in deeply.  She felt… great!  Rested, relaxed… satisfied.  Derek had been really nice last night.  Not earth shatteringly great, but really nice.  There was just something about him that she liked, something she felt comfortable with.  But her thoughts about Derek were interrupted by the thought of how good some coffee would be just then.  Unfortunately, to get that coffee she would have to get up out of bed and make it.  She really couldn’t wait till Sissy would be there doing it for her – every morning!  How perfect would that be? 

	Her mood suddenly darkened a bit as she remembered the one big problem facing her with Sissy.  Five minutes!  Before she could have him bringing her coffee in bed every morning, first she had to make him totally incontinent. And things weren’t looking very good right now.  There were only… what, about twelve more days to go now before his testing even started?  How could she overcome five minutes in only twelve days? 

	With an angry groan, she forced herself to get out of bed.  She threw a robe around herself and went out to make her coffee.  Five minutes!  Five damn minutes!  How was she going to do it?  With growing frustration and concern that she fixed her coffee.  Even more frustration as she had to wait while her coffee maker was working.  It wasn’t until she had taken her first sip of the freshly brewed coffee that her mind really started working properly, and when it did, she was not only frustrated with how she was going to deal with Sissy, she was frustrated with herself!  “Damn!” she exclaimed softly.  She had forgotten!

	She glanced at the clock.  It was starting to get late, and he hadn’t called yet!  But her biggest reason for berating herself was that she had told Sandy yesterday not to set his alarm clock when they got home because she was going to do it herself.  Unfortunately, she had gone to bed since they weren’t back yet and she had slept through the night!  And now it was getting later than she wanted and there was still no word from Sissy! 

	She grabbed her phone and called him.  She listened to it ringing for a long time before she hung up.  Angrily, she grabbed her keys and pulled her robe tighter around her before opening her door.  Yesterday he had been in the shower when she called.  He better be in the shower today!  She didn’t want to wait around forever for him to get ready this morning!  She had things she wanted to do today! 

	She opened his door and stepped in.  Everything was quiet.  Too quiet.  Was he here?  His purse and diaper bag were on the floor so he had to be there.  And then her nose caught the scent of something that didn’t smell very good.  The scent grew stronger the closer she got to his bedroom.  She stepped inside and his bedroom and it practically reeked of pee!  She didn’t need the light to see that he was still sound asleep, but she turned it on anyway. 

	“Sissy!” she called, but got no response.  She went over and kicked his blowup mattress.  “Sissy!” she called louder.  But as she said it, she realized that her foot had encountered something wet when she kicked it.  As she saw him startle awake she realized that his bedding was completely soaked.  All of it!  And as he quickly turned over and his blanket fell away, she saw that the baby doll nightie he was wearing was soaked too!  How could he sleep like that?

	“Mithtweth!” Chad said in his sissy voice, totally surprised to find her there. 

	“Geez!” Mel replied as she thoroughly took in how wet everything was.  “How can you sleep like that?”

	Still laying down in his wet bedding, Chad finally realized how wet everything was.  “I was sleeping,” he replied.  “I didn’t know it was this bad.”

	“Well… get up and hurry up!  We have things to do today and it’s already getting late.  And don’t forget to phone me the minute you get your one diaper on again!”  She took note of one more thing as he was getting to his feet.  There was only one partially empty baby bottle on the floor next to his bed.  Not three!  Not wanting to stay there any longer, she hurried out and went back to her own apartment – and her freshly brewed coffee.  How could he have slept and not waken up if he was that wet?  And then another question hit her, why was he so incredibly wet?  She was tempted to go back to investigate, but she decided not to.  She hurriedly gulped down her coffee and went back to her own bedroom to get dressed. 

	Everything was soaked.  Everything!  Chad hardly knew what to do with it all.  He gathered all his bedding up and stuck it all into the wet pillow case.  He pulled his soaked baby doll nightie off too and put that in with his bedding.  Then he opened a window to start airing the room out, but he had a feeling that the smell was going to be there for a while.  He finally went into his bathroom to remove his soaked and messy diapers – and to take a well needed shower.  As he usually did now, he used his pink razor on any parts of his body that needed a touch up to remove the hair.  It was becoming a routine he hardly thought about anymore. 

	When his shower was done, he grabbed another diaper as fast as he could and taped it in place.  He had to do it fast because on these weekends he never had a chance to try to hold back and there was too much chance now that he could pee on the floor again.  He was fortunate to not do that today!  The minute his diaper was in place, he found his phone and called Mel.  “I just put my diaper on,” he told her in his sissy voice.

	“Good!” Mel replied.  “Do your hair and makeup.  Then grab a clean bra, some clean sissy socks, and carry them over here!  You can go back for whatever laundry you need to clean later.  And hurry up!  We’re already later than I wanted it to be!”

	Chad was only surprised that she didn’t tell him to drink his usual three baby bottles.  In fact, Sandy had only made him drink one when he went to bed last night.  But judging by how wet everything was this morning, that had still been one bottle too many.  Of course, Sandy had also not put any plastic panties on him last night either.  That would have helped things a lot!  His stomach growled as he headed back to his bathroom.  He was hungry again.  Why didn’t Sandy feed him more last night?

	Clad in only a single diaper and nothing else, Chad picked up his purse and slung it over his shoulder.  He held his last clean bra and a pair of white lacy socks in his hand.  With his other hand he picked up his diaper bag, noting as he did so that it was a lot lighter than he had been last night!  Nervously, he opened his door and quickly made his way barefooted over to Mel’s apartment.  He noticed some people in the parking lot down below, but he did his best to ignore them.  He couldn’t do anything about them anyway and most of them had already seen him in embarrassing situations – some had seen him many times. 

	He knocked on her door, and was rewarded when she opened it only moments later.  He curtseyed as best he could with his hands full.  “Good morning, Mistress,” he greeted her as he did every morning. 

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back out of the way so he could come in.  There wasn’t much about him to look over since he was only wearing a diaper and nothing else. She waited though as he set his things down under her little table by the door.  But when he stood back up, she heard an odd sound coming from him.  “What was that?”

	“Sorry, Mistress.  That was my stomach.  I didn’t eat hardly anything last night and I’m really hungry this morning.”

	“Didn’t eat?  Why not?”

	“Sandy didn’t feed me anything before we went out.  Then she only gave me a little bit several times during the night.”

	“Why?” Mel asked.

	“I don’t know.”

	Mel had been about to say something else, when she suddenly realized that something had been missing.  And it irked her!  “And I don’t know why you can’t remember to curtsey every time you open your mouth!” she replied angrily.  “I’ve been way too lax about that!  You can be sure we’ll be working on that a lot from now on!  Now get up in your highchair.  I’ve got your breakfast almost ready.”

	Chad curtseyed this time before he hurried off to his highchair.  He was hungry.  For once, baby cereal was sounding awfully good to him!

	A few minutes later, Mel leaned back against her kitchen counter with a fresh cup of coffee to watch him shovel the cereal into his mouth as fast as he could.  He wasn’t making as much of a mess with it anymore.  Practice, she guessed.  She did feel a bit guilty about not feeding him more for breakfast since he was so hungry, but she had only cooked what she gave him.  Well, she would give him a few more jars of baby food for lunch to make up for it.  She almost laughed at the thought.  Baby food – as if that would make up for anything! 

	“Andrea will be here for dinner tonight, along with Cassie and Sandy,” she told him.  “Do you need your cookbook to figure out what groceries you’re going to need?”

	Chad paused to consider that while he swallowed.  “No,” he finally replied.  “I think I can come up with something.”

	“Good,” Mel replied as she set her cup down on the counter.  “Hurry up and finish.  I want to get to the grocery store and back as soon as possible this morning.  We have to rehearse your dance!  You’ll be performing it tonight for everyone and I want you perfect!”  She left him to finish while she went to the living room to check his diaper bag.  When she opened it, she was surprised to find that all the bottles were empty.  All of them!  And there were a lot of bottles in there.  No wonder he had leaked all over everything this morning.  She pulled all the empty bottles out and put three fresh ones in along with some fresh diapers.  She was now ready.  All she needed was for him to finish eating.

	Chad slowed down his eating now that the edge had been taken off.  He was supposed to perform his dance tonight?  Well, he supposed that the circumstances could certainly be worse.  And the odd thing that made him mind it even less, was how serious Mel had been about teaching him to do it right.  There wasn’t all that much that was humiliating about what he would be doing – other than the fact that he was a grown man who would be dancing like a little girl.  Oh yeah, and that crazy ballet outfit she had gotten him.  That was more than a bit embarrassing too!

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 2 of 8)

	When his breakfast was over, Mel cleaned him up and brought him into her bedroom to get him dressed again.  But the first thing she did with him was to take the time to reglue his breast forms back onto him again.  She actually felt better as soon as she had done it.  It was one of those little masculine things that she was denying him.  She only hated that she had to take them off of him once in a while. 

	After that, she had him put his bra and socks on while she went to the closet and pulled out the same ruffled pink and white dress she had made him wear yesterday. 

	Chad groaned with terror the moment he saw the dress.  He didn’t want to believe that she would actually make him go out in it again, but he knew perfectly well that she would.  In fact, he knew that going out in it was probably a foregone conclusion!  A few minutes later, he was once again dressed in the silly frilly dress with his pink patent high heel shoes on his feet.

	“Okay, Sissy,” Mel said as she quickly led the way out of the room.  “Let’s get out of here!”

	Chad followed her out to the living room where he collected his purse and diaper bag.  Then, dreading going out in his stupid dress again, he followed her out the door and down to her car where he “crushed” his dress into the front seat and belted himself in place.  Mel handed him yet another baby bottle to drink as she drove, and they were off to the grocery store. 

	Drinking a baby bottle while driving around in her car was starting to feel normal – even though he was humiliated to death by everyone who saw him.  He figured he must be a major subject of conversation all around town by now.  And if he wasn’t, then the dress he would be wearing all through the grocery store in a few minutes would certainly make him one!

	His bottle wasn’t empty by the time Mel parked the car, so she made him carry it in with him – along with his diaper bag.  The moment he stepped out of the car, Chad was once again very embarrassed by his dress.  Getting inside the grocery store didn’t make things any better.  People were staring at him and pointing at him constantly.  Well, he couldn’t really blame them.  The fact that Mel was making him finish his bottle as he pushed the cart only made things worse.  The only thing he was hoping for now, was that they would get out of there before his diaper started leaking.  Despite having to glue on his breast forms, Mel had rushed him enough so that they were ahead of their usual schedule. 

	Pushing the cart, and pulling items off the shelves was difficult to do while being forced to drink from a baby bottle, but Mel was making sure he kept drinking.  While he was horribly embarrassed about it, he took a little comfort in the fact that so far, it was only his second bottle of the morning – a major change!  While he wasn’t peeing as often as he sometimes did – nowhere near like he had last night, because of his deadline, he was still peeing fairly regularly and frequently. 

	Pushing the shopping cart in that dress was its own nightmare.  In order to just push the cart, he had to crush the front of his skirt down against the cart a bit, which gave him the impression that the back of his skirt was raising up when it happened.  Was it?  In the mass of ruffles he was wearing, he wasn’t totally sure.  It was just another one of those things for him to worry about.  Could the other customers see his diapers?  Did it matter?  Unfortunately, while the reality was that it didn’t matter, it still mattered to him.

	Because of his dress, he was very aware of every other person in the store.  Involuntarily, he noticed whether any of them were looking at him.  And the answer was almost always a big fat yes!  But then the answer to that question couldn’t be anything else because the dress he was wearing absolutely screamed for everyone to look at him! 

	They hadn’t gone very far at all in the store when they came to a section that held the first item he needed.  Unfortunately, that item was on the very top shelf.  Things he wanted were often on the top shelf and he didn’t give it a moment’s thought before he started to reach for it.  One of the things he liked about wearing high heels was that it often made reaching up for things easier, but this shelf was beyond the range where he could just stand and reach up without his heels leaving the floor – even the four inch heels he was wearing then.  But he still didn’t think about it as he approached the shelf with his eyes locked on the jar he wanted.  He took one step closer… and his crazy skirt started crushing itself against the items on the shelf at waist level.  He reached up and stood on his toes, and the extra motion that got transmitted to his skirt, made it move enough to make some of the boxes on that shelf fall off.  He quickly stepped back again, which only threw more boxes down on the floor. 

	“Be careful!” Mel warned angrily. 

	He quickly bent down to get the small boxes, but just like the day before in the ladies room, his skirt was mostly in the way.  The best way for him to do it was to stand a bit straddle legged and push his skirt down first while he picked up the boxes and stacked them back on the shelf.  With each time he bent down to get something, he was aware that he was clearly showing off the diaper he was wearing underneath, but there was little he could do about it.  He heard Mel sniggering at him a few feet away. 

	Once everything was back on the shelf again, he still had to reach the item he needed.  This time he carefully approached the shelf, pushing down on the front his skirt with one hand to get it out of the way.  But despite all the crazy ruffles, pushing down on the front of his skirt made it rise up in the back a little.  He tried pushing the skirt down a few times and letting it up, which only sent his skirt into continuous motion. 

	“Stop playing with your dress and let’s keep moving!” Mel ordered.

	Having no other choice, Chad pushed his skirt down again in order to get close enough so that he could stand on his toes to reach the top shelf.  He got the item, but in the process he realized that his skirt was just wide and obtrusive enough that he would have to push it down every time he wanted anything off of any shelf.  Once again, the darn dress was a nightmare!

	They finished the first aisle and turned down the next one, both of them continually searching the shelves for anything they thought they might need.  Sissy, of course was also trying to push the cart with one hand while he finished his baby bottle with his other.  It made pushing the cart a bit more difficult, but the cart was still mostly empty so it wasn’t too bad.  Halfway down the aisle, he started sucking air.  He quickly opened the diaper bag and stuffed it inside, then he closed the bag again so he could keep shopping. 

	“You didn’t get another bottle?” Mel asked. 

	Chad didn’t need to ask if she wanted him to get one, he knew she did.  He opened the bag and grabbed a fresh bottle.  It was only his third one of the day, and it looked like Mel wasn’t going to let him go without one in his mouth as long as they were out.

	A few more items went into his cart on that aisle, and they turned the corner again and headed up the next one.  This one was a bit more crowded with shoppers and carts going in both directions.  Sissy was forced to keep his cart close to one of the shelves so others coming from the opposite direction could get through.  He was also forced to keep a close watch on his skirt so it didn’t rub on any of the shelves and knock anything off again.

	Halfway up the aisle, one of the women coming from the opposite direction needed to pass.  Sissy had already noticed that she had rarely taken her eyes off of him since he entered the aisle.  He made sure his cart was as far to the side as possible to give her plenty of room.  As usually happened, the closer someone came to him, the more embarrassed he felt about himself.  The woman steered her cart to the far side and started to pass.  Embarrassedly, Sissy looked away from her and down at the floor, his baby bottle held low by his side.  But the woman didn’t pass completely.  Instead, she stopped right next to him.

	“I just had to tell you,” she said excitedly, “I just love your dress.”  She was giggling slightly. 

	Sissy was shocked that she would even stop to speak to him.  He looked up quickly at her, half frightened by the exchange.

	But Mel had also noted the woman’s complement.  “Thank her properly, Sissy,” she ordered quietly.

	More embarrassed than ever, Sissy curtseyed and said, “Thank you,” in his sissy voice.

	The woman giggled louder.  Then she reached out and felt some of the ruffles on several areas of his dress.  “They’re so soft,” she commented.  “Wherever did you get this?”

	Chad looked uncertainly at Mel – who was only staring at him as if daring him to make a mistake.  Before speaking, he curtseyed yet again.  “It wath a gif fwom my mithdweth,” he lisped.

	The woman thought she knew what he had said but she asked, “A gift?  From your mistress?”  Then she looked at Mel for confirmation.  Mel just nodded her head to confirm it.  “Well, I think it’s adorable!” the woman gushed to Sissy.

	Chad curtseyed before saying “Thank you,” once again.

	“Why don’t you show her your pretty fingernails,” Mel suggested.

	Chad was already uncomfortable enough that it was all he could do to keep from running, but he brought his free hand up and held out his nails that now spelled “Sissy” on them.

	“Oooh,” the woman cooed.  “I think they’re so cute!”

	“Show her your other hand too, Sissy,” Mel said.

	Chad had been holding his baby bottle down at his side with his other hand.  He had to set it in the cart before holding out both hands to show off his nails. 

	The woman laughed and looked back at Mel.  “Which one is his name… and which one is what he is?”

	Her question sent Mel into a small fit of laughter.  “Take your pick!” she finally replied.  Then to Sissy she said, “Thank the nice lady again.”

	Again, Sissy had to curtsey and thank her.

	But the woman had noticed that he curtseyed before he spoke each time.  She turned to Mel, “So polite!” she commented.  “You don’t always encounter anyone so… polite, when you’re out shopping anymore.”

	“Almost never!” Mel agreed.

	“Such a shame,” the woman replied.  Then she turned back to Sissy.  “And I really do love your dress,” she said as she reached out to touch it one more time.  She giggled as she walked past him.  “Have a nice day!”

	Chad curtseyed yet again before thanking her even though she couldn’t see him doing it.

	“You see,” Mel said teasingly, “people do appreciate little things like you curtseying all the time.”

	Yeah right!  What they appreciated was a reason to laugh at him!

	But now two more people were pushing their carts in his direction, a woman first, followed by a man.  Chad could see that the woman had a very uncertain look on her face.  He couldn’t blame her.

	Mel noticed the carts heading in their direction too and moved off to the side so they could get through.  “I think it would be very nice,” she said softly to Sissy, “if you would curtsey for each of them and say good morning.  Don’t you think they would appreciate that?”

	Chad didn’t have to answer, because the woman started to pass.  He let go of his cart handle, curtseyed to the woman and said a sissy good morning to her.  The woman looked startled, if not a bit scared, but she smiled and returned a cautious good morning back before hurrying ahead.  The man following her saw what happened and tried not to slow down as he passed, but Chad’s curtsey and greeting made him pause slightly.  He nodded his head and smiled before quickly continuing past.  Neither of the shoppers stopped till they were gone from the aisle and out of sight.

	“There, did you see?” Mel said.  “You brought a smile to both of them.  People don’t have enough to smile about these days,” she added.  “Wouldn’t it be awfully nice if you tried to brighten up everyone’s day that you meet here?  I think you would be doing so much good for everyone.  And I’m sure that it would make you feel simply great to know how happy you’ve made so many people.  In fact, maybe you should also ask each of them if they would like to see your pretty fingernails too.  I’m sure a lot of people will absolutely love seeing them!”  Without another look, Mel walked on ahead.

	Chad just stood and stared at Mel’s back in disbelief for a few moments before he followed her.  She actually wanted him to curtsey and greet everyone in the store?  He wasn’t sure if this was worse than getting his diaper changed here last week or not.  In some ways, it was definitely worse!  Last week she had partially hid him behind the shopping cart when she changed him, but there would be no hiding if he was supposed to be greeting everyone today.  In fact, it would be just the opposite.  He would be going out of his way to be more noticed!  As if his stupid dress wasn’t enough!

	It wasn’t long before more shoppers turned onto the aisle they were in, which meant that it wasn’t long before Sissy was dropping another curtsey as the first man passed by.  “Would you like to see my fingernails?” he asked the first man.

	“Uh…  No thanks,” the man replied uncertainly.  It was obvious he just want to get past and away from Sissy.

	But Mel wasn’t quite satisfied with the way Sissy had asked about his nails.  “Make sure you ask if they want to see your ‘pretty’ fingernails,” Mel told him.  “Try it again on this next woman.

	As the woman passed, Chad dropped his curtsey and said his sissy good morning.  Then he asked if she would like to see his ‘pretty’ fingernails. 

	The woman was startled and uncertain.  But half of it was because of his silly lisping voice.  But she was now curious.  “Sure, I guess,” she replied. 

	Chad was forced to hold out his hands so she could examine his nails. 

	The woman actually held his fingertips with her own hands as she examined them.  “How… appropriate!” she finally said as she dropped his hands.  “Thank you.”  And then she moved on quickly.  She had decided to move to another aisle to shop.  She would come back to this one later – after the weirdo was gone!

	“See how nice that was!” Mel commented.  “Now I just know she really appreciated that.  You probably made her day!”

	That much Chad was sure of.  Yes, he had made her day, and she would probably be spreading the word about it to everyone she met – for months!  He remembered that odd little though he had earlier about being the talk of the town.  There was no doubt about it now!

	“Don’t forget the nice people who are following behind us too,” Mel noted.  “If you can see them, then I’m sure they can see you too.  And I just know they don’t want to be left out!”

	They could see him too?  Of course they could see him.  His crazy dress was practically a big neon sign drawing their attention! 

	As much as Mel was trying to hurry earlier, their shopping slowed down to a crawl as they had to wait while Sissy curtseyed, said good morning, and asked everyone if they wanted to see his fingernails.  Sometimes he wound up doing it to the same person two or three times as they passed in different parts of the store.  And when he wasn’t curtseying, Mel made sure he was still drinking his bottles!  And through all that, Chad still had to get the grocery items he needed!

	“Are you leaking yet?” Mel asked as they reached the half-way point through the store. 

	Chad was getting tired of curtseying constantly, but he had to do it yet again just to talk to Mel.  “No, Mistress,” he replied.  “There’s should still be plenty of time though.”

	Mel’s only reply was to look at her watch and then back at him again as she raised her eyebrows. 

	Chad suddenly had to wonder, how much time was really left?  He wasn’t wearing his watch today so he had no idea at all!  There had been plenty of time when they started, but grocery shopping was now taking longer and longer!  He started sucking on his latest bottle with renewed vigor! 

	A while later, they were coming to the end of the second to last aisle.  Sissy was working on his the last full bottle from his diaper bag.  Just before they turned the corner, he felt the first telltale tickle of a leak.  “Mistress,” he said excitedly, “I’m leaking!”  He was glad that he had made it on time – he hoped.  At least Mel hadn’t indicated that his deadline was past.  His worry now was if she would change him in the store again like she did last week.

	Mel looked at her watch, then up at Sissy.  “That was certainly close!” she said.  “But now we have to figure out how to change you.”  She looked around.  The store had become a lot more crowded since they had entered – something she had already noted by the frequency that Sissy was having to greet everybody.  She walked out of the aisle and glanced in both directions, the final aisle at the end of the store was much busier than anywhere else.  And not far from it was a tall bread rack that some worker had left out.  And it was still full!  Perfect!  She could hide him behind the bread rack and the cart both while she changed him.  Just as she was about to tell Sissy what she planned on doing, another thought hit her – and it ruined all he plans!  Darn it!  She turned to him.  “Sorry Sissy.  You’re just going to have to keep leaking till we get out to the parking lot.  If I take that diaper off of you in the store, then you’re all too likely to pee all over their floor!  And I know that nobody would like it!”

	Chad was surprised that she would say that.  Unfortunately, he knew it was also all too possible.  And… he was glad she wouldn’t be changing his diaper in the store – in front of anyone else!

	By the time Sissy had curtseyed and talked to everybody he saw in the final aisle, showing about half of them his fingernails that said “Sissy” on them, the leaking pee was running down both legs and the tops of his sissy socks were starting to get awfully wet.  His biggest worry was while they were standing in the checkout line waiting for the cashier to ring them up.  He worried that he would be making a mess on the floor if too much of it dripped past his socks and shoes.  Fortunately, the cashier only looked at his fingernails very briefly since she was busy, and he and Mel were back out in the parking lot before too long.  Once the groceries were out of the cart and the cart was put in the rack with the other empty carts, Mel stripped his soaked diaper off of him while he stood between her car and another one.  And a minute later, he was once again in a dry fresh diaper – with a fresh time limit to be leaking again!  He was more than ready to get home!

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 3 of 8)

	Chad had to carry bag after bag of groceries up the steps while wearing his silly dress and four inch heels.  And whenever Mel noticed anyone in the parking lot looking at him, she made him curtsey for them too.  None of them were ever close enough for him to show them his pretty fingernails though. 

	As soon as the groceries were all into her apartment, Mel had Chad remove his silly dress.  “Hang it up and make sure it’s ready for later,” she told him.  “We need to go to the mall this afternoon and I know you’ll want to wear it.”

	Wear it?  To the mall?  She had to be kidding!  But somehow he knew she wasn’t.  After this morning’s little romp through the grocery store, Chad wasn’t at all sure he was ready for that!  He could just see himself curtseying non-stop for everyone in sight.  And the mall would be much more crowded and busy than the grocery store had been.  He had no doubt that he was in for a miserable trip for sure!

	As soon as all the groceries were put away, Mel let him get his laundry from his apartment and get started on it since he had so much that absolutely had to get done right away, including his now wet sissy socks that he had worn while grocery shopping.  So clad in just his bra holding up his glued-on falsies, one diaper, and his pink high heels, he got busy again. 

	He was actually glad to be home now and doing something… useful.  He was especially glad to not be out in public anymore.  After last night and now this morning, he had way too much of public exposure!  And now Mel wanted to go to the mall later too?  And she wanted him to wear that silly dress again?  He really would be the talk of the town soon!  What would be next, putting him on TV?

	Since it needed to be done, Mel let him work while she started making more batches of tea.  At the rate he was drinking now, it was starting to look like she would be doing this every day!  But she would gladly do that as long as he kept wetting like she needed him to. 

	It was later in the morning when Mel’s phone rang.  She had just been contemplating starting in on the dress rehearsal for his little ballet tonight.  She grabbed her phone to answer it first.  “Hello?”

	“I have pictures…” Sandy’s delighted voice spoke back.  “Lots of them!  And you don’t want to miss them!”

	Mel laughed.  “So I take it things went well last night?”

	“Real well!  Not quite what I had in mind, but it was certainly interesting!  And Cassie and I took pictures all night so you could see what happened.”

	“I can’t wait!  Do you want to bring them over now?”

	“That’s why I’m calling.  I can be there in a few minutes.”

	“Sounds good to me.  See you in then.”  Mel turned to Sissy.  “Sandy is on her way over.  I’m going to change into something better for dance practice.  Let her in when she gets here.”

	Chad curtseyed and said, “Yes, Mistress.”  He was betting that Sandy was coming over just to tell Mel all about last night.  Last night!  What a night!  In some ways, he wanted to forget it – forever!  But in other ways… it had been without a doubt the strangest and most humiliating experience he had ever had!

	It was actually a few minutes later when the knock came at the door.  “Tell Sandy I’ll be right out!” Mel called from her bedroom.

	Chad was just glad that it was Sandy who was coming over, because dressed the way he was in only a very wet diaper, his bra, and his pink high heels, he would be even more embarrassed than he already was.  He opened the door and started to curtsey his greeting for Sandy, but he stopped in total shock!  He couldn’t move!

	“What the hell!”

	Still frozen in place.  Chad couldn’t move or answer.

	“Sissy!  Let her in!” Mel called as she walked out of the bedroom.  Then she too stopped dead in shock.  “Derek!  What are you doing here?”

	Unable to take his eyes off of Sissy, Derek replied.  “Maybe I should be asking you that question!” he asked angrily.  “I just stopped by to see if you wanted to go out for a bit of a snack, but I can see that it was a big mistake to come here!  What the hell is going on?”

	Mel pulled Sissy back out of the way and moved between him and Sissy.  “Come on in,” she invited as she held the door wider for him.  “I’ll explain it all.”

	Derek stepped inside, but he was still looking angry – mostly at Sissy. 

	As Mel was closing the door, she spotted Sandy outside, hanging back a bit from the doorway.  She looked shocked.  Sandy just pointed back towards her own apartment.  Mel nodded.  She would see Sandy later.

	Once the door was closed, Mel was quick to realize that Derek had not only seen Sissy, but he had probably already guessed the worst.  And since he had, she needed to keep Sissy on the straight and narrow!  “Sissy!  Greet our guest – properly!”

	Chad was horrified.  Curtsey to Derek?  He looked at Mel, not believing what she had just said.

	“I know you heard me! Now do it!  The way you’re supposed to!”

	Shaking a bit with fear, Chad finally dropped a proper curtsey for Derek, but his eyes were downcast at the floor as he said, “Hewwo Dewek.”  He couldn’t remove his eyes from the floor if he tried.

	Derek looked back and forth between Mel and Sissy several times.  Angrily, he shouted, “What the hell is this?” 

	Mel could see how angry and confused Derek was.  The other thing she noticed was his balled fists!  She knew she had to take charge of everything – and fast!  It was the lawyer in her that took over.  She turned first to Sissy to get him out of the way.  “You!” she said.  “Go stand on your perch.  And take a fresh bottle with you.  We’re going to be busy for a while.  And if you start leaking, keep quiet about it.  I don’t have time right now.”  Then she turned to Derek.  “And you…” she pointed at the couch.  “Sit!”

	But Derek was too angry to be ordered around.  “What the…”

	“I said sit!” she shouted as she pointed at the couch again.  “I’ll explain all of it, but not till you’re sitting down!”

	Derek headed slowly and almost warily toward the couch.  But he looked back and forth still between Sissy and Mel.  He sat, but it was reluctantly. 

	“Good!” Mel declared.  But she couldn’t help but notice the tension still in Derek’s body.  He was a ticking time-bomb that had to be defused!  She turned toward Sissy who seemed to be barely moving.  “Hurry up!” she ordered.

	Chad grabbed a fresh bottle and ran to his corner where he climbed up onto his perch and… reluctantly… put the bottle to his mouth to start drinking it.  Derek had seen him!  Derek… his friend!  Or was it former friend now.  Most likely, former friend.  And now, Derek knew everything… or soon would.  And there was nothing he could do about it.  He leaned as far into the corner as possible while still drinking his bottle.  If he could have gone through the corner, he would have.

	“Now what’s…” Derek started to ask, but Mel held up her hand to silence him. 

	“I told you I would tell you, and I will.  All of it!  But you’re going to listen to it calmly and rationally!  You’ve already seen him.  You already know some… or you think you do.  But there’s more, and there’s a reason!”

	Derek looked dubiously at her.  “More?  And a reason?  This I gotta’ hear!”

	Mel knew he clearly didn’t believe there could be more… or a reason.  And maybe he was right – to a point.  But just as she had done with Robin, she decided she needed to start at the beginning.  She went to her desk and found her framed contract of the bet and carried it back over near the couch where she sat in a chair close to Derek.  “The day… Chad… moved in here, I accidentally found out some things about him that he never meant for anyone to ever find out.”

	“Yeah!  I can pretty much see what those things are!”

	Mel shook her head.  “Maybe, but you don’t know all of it.”

	“If there’s more, then I don’t think I want to know all of it!”

	“Yes you do!  Trust me!  For everyone’s sake!”

	Derek just glared at her.  “I’m listening.”

	“As I said, they were things he never meant for anyone to find out.  But I did.  And because of me, things have… well… escalated.”

	“Escalated?”

	“Let me continue!”

	Derek shut up, but he wasn’t sure if his curiosity was peeked, or if he just wanted to get out of there. 

	“That first day,” Mel continued, “I’m afraid I got him a little… drunk.  Well, we both got blitzed to tell the truth.”

	“I thought he didn’t drink?”

	“He doesn’t.   That was my fault for insisting.  But the result was that we wound up making a bet.  A very unusual bet, but a bet all the same.”

	“A bet?  This is all part of some kind of bet?”  Derek clearly didn’t believe it.

	“Yes and no!”  Mel took a deep breath before continuing.  “As I said, we got drunk that first day, but the ideas we talked about struck a chord in both of us, so the next day, we actually did made the bet between us.  And since I’m a lawyer, and contracts are the kind of thing I like to do the most, we… formalized it.”  She held out the framed copy of the bet for him to take.  “This is what it’s all really about.  As you can see at the bottom, we both signed it and had it notarized.”

	Derek looked at the bottom of the framed document and saw the raised seal and the signatures.  “Notarized?  For a bet?”

	Mel shrugged her shoulders.  “It’s what I do.”

	“So this thing is legal?”

	That was a really tricky question, the answer to which leaned more towards no, but that wasn’t anything she would tell Derek.  “Mostly,” she replied. 

	Derek rolled his eyes.  “I don’t believe it,” he muttered to himself as he looked back at the document, now bringing his eyes to the top of it to begin reading.  “What the hell is all this legal mumbo jumbo?” he asked as he tried to figure out the beginning of it.

	“I’m a lawyer.  It’s a legal document.  That’s how it’s done.”

	“Well I’m not a lawyer!” Derek replied as he handed the document back to Mel.  “You’ll have to explain it to me…  In English!”

	Mel took the document with a sigh.  Then, to the best of her ability, she started again at the beginning again, telling him all about Chad’s hidden quirky side, and all about the conditions of the bet.  And then she tried her best to explain to him how the bet had become so much more to both of them.  While she couldn’t really speak for Chad, she was pretty sure he felt the same way she did, that the bet had become their whole life.  That it meant so much for the future – for each of them. 

	Derek remained silent the whole time she was speaking. And when she was done, he continued to just stare at her for a bit… dubiously.  “So you’re telling me, he was pretty messed up in the head before all this started, and now things are ten times worse!”

	“That’s not exactly…  But… I guess it’s one way to look at it,” Mel agreed.

	Derek got up from the couch fast.  Mel noticed his balled fists again as he headed directly toward Sissy in the corner. 

	“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t just shove my fist down your throat!” he roared at Sissy as he headed directly toward him.

	Mel stood quickly.  “No!  Don’t you dare!”

	Derek only looked back at her angrily as he stopped right next to Chad – still standing on his perch in his corner, holding an empty baby bottle by his side, cowering in fear, and now sobbing audibly.  Derek didn’t hit him, but he wanted to.  “You moron!” he yelled angrily at Sissy. 

	Mel watched carefully, but she didn’t approach.  She had hoped she had explained things well enough, but it wasn’t looking like she had.  At least Derek didn’t hit Chad… yet.  But her lawyer’s experience also told her that this confrontation had to happen between the two of them.  And for Sissy’s sake, it was probably better if he remained in just the position he was in… submissive, and silent!  Because otherwise, Derek really might shove his fist down his throat!

	Derek looked Sissy over.  He was wearing nothing but a diaper – an obviously very wet diaper!  But Mel had said this whole thing was over making him incontinent.  And hadn’t she said something earlier to him about leaking?  He saw the realistic looking breast forms inside of Sissy’s bra.  He could see how the weight of them pulled at his bra straps.  And the idiot liked that?  Then he looked down at Sissy’s feet – adorned in very high pink patent high heel shoes.  But Sissy was standing on some kind of bar that kept even those high heels off the floor.  It looked like it would be torture on his toes.  “Is that thing you’re standing on… comfortable?” he asked Sissy, his voice soft but dripping with threat.

	“He’s not allowed to speak when he’s up there,” Mel replied quickly.  While it wasn’t completely true, the last thing she needed was for Chad to say anything that might make things worse.  Chad’s only response was another audible sob as he tried to push himself even harder into the corner.

	Derek looked back at Mel, but only for a moment.  Then he turned to Sissy once again.  “So this is the kind of life you want?” he asked a bit softer, but it still held more than a hint of threat.

	Chad cautiously turned his head a little toward Derek.  How was he supposed to answer that question?  Not because he wasn’t supposed to speak, but because he didn’t know what to say. 

	But Derek didn’t really want an answer.  “Stick your face back in that corner, moron!” he yelled angrily.

	Chad buried his face fully back into the corner as fast as he could, even as more sobs started to escape him.

	“You want this kind of life?” Derek yelled angrily.  “Then you deserve this kind of life!  This and more!  You idiot!”  In disgust, Derek turned away from him.

	Chad was just glad it was over.  He hoped Derek would leave now – quickly.

	But Derek was just getting warmed up.  He turned right back to Chad again.  “I used to regard you pretty highly,” he said menacingly.  “You were my friend… at least I thought you were.  And then when you started showing up at work in dresses, my regard for you went way down.  Way down!  But now…  Now…  Now my regard for you has dropped a thousand percent!  I have no regard for you anymore!  My regard is less than zero.  It borders on total disgust!”

	Chad was sobbing uncontrollably now, almost as loudly at times as Derek’s voice.

	“You want this kind of life?” Derek continued.  “Then I hope you get everything you deserve!  Everything!  I’d still really like to ram my fist down your throat.  But I won’t.  I won’t because I can see that it would be nothing... nothing at all… nothing, next to what I sincerely hope you get out of this kind of life.  And I really hope you get it!”

	He turned away from Sissy in disgust.  He had meant every single word of what he had said.  He looked at Mel.  “I came here this morning because I thought we had made a connection last night.  I thought there might be something interesting between us.  I don’t know about you, but I had a good time last night.  A real good time.  I was going to see if you wanted to go out for lunch somewhere this afternoon.  But I can see that it was just a big mistake.  I’m sorry I came.”

	Mel watched as he stared toward the door.  But she stopped him quickly.  “Wait!”  She waited till he had turned to look at her again.  “I had a good time too.  A real good time.  And I thought we had a connection too.  I was… comfortable with you.  I didn’t want you to find out about… all this.  I’m sorry, but there’s nothing I can do about it now.  You know, and that’s all there is to it.  I was just hoping you would understand.”  She paused, but only for a moment.  “And…  And I’d really like to go out with you this afternoon.  If we can.”

	Derek stood there and stared at her.  Was she serious?  But he did still like her.  As much as he hated to admit it, he still liked her.  Last night he had liked her a lot!  “You want lunch?” he finally asked.

	She nodded.  “Yes…  But…  But you have to understand.  Sissy has to come with us too.  I can’t let him out of my sight right now.”

	Derek shook his head.  “Forget it!”  He turned to leave again.

	“Please!” Mel pleaded quickly.

	Derek stopped.  “I’m not buying him lunch!  I really don’t want him anywhere around!”

	“You don’t have to buy him lunch!  Me either!  Maybe we can just go somewhere where he can stay nearby.”

	Derek wasn’t too sure about that though.  “Like where?”

	Mel shook her head.  But then she remembered something.  “The mall!  I have to go to the mall this afternoon.  We could go there.  And Sissy can just… stay where I can keep an eye on him.”

	Derek wasn’t sure about it though.  “Why can’t he just stay here?”

	“Because I’m… doing things with him.  And because I don’t want to lose this bet!”

	“Doing things?  What’s that supposed to mean?”

	Mel’s face changed to a wicked smile.  “Take me to the mall and find out!”

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 4 of 8)

	Chad stared at his reflection in the full length mirror hung on the back of his closet door.  Derek knew!  He knew… everything!  And it wasn’t good.  And now they were going out to the mall.  Everyone.  Together.  The only good thing that Chad could find was that Mel hadn’t made him wear his crazy silly sissy dress.  Instead she had sent him home to change into something more… suitable.  And not his maids dress either – fortunately.

	But she had sent him home to change – after she had changed his leaking diaper, right in front of Derek!  The thought still sent chills down his spine.  And of course Derek had seen his damn chastity device.  But when Mel had asked him if he wanted to touch it or see it closer, he had backed away and declined.  Fortunately.  Things were bad enough as they were. 

	So now here he was, dressed like he would be for work, and ready to go shopping again.  Well, sort of like he would be for work. He was still wearing only one diaper with a time limit to get it leaking, and while he was wearing his waist cincher again, he wasn’t wearing his all-in-one girdle.  So it was really like she had him dress after work now, when they were going out.  And they were going out again, only this time Derek would be there too.  Would Mel make him curtsey to everyone and show off his humiliating fingernails like she had at the grocery store?  He hoped not.  But he could still see it happening.  What would Derek think when he saw him doing that?  But he was fairly sure that it wasn’t possible for Derek to think any less of him now than he already did, so what did it matter?  But at least he didn’t have to wear his silly sissy dress!

	He tore his gaze off of his reflection and walked away toward his door, stopping only long enough to pick up his purse.  This wasn’t going to be good and he knew it.  He opened his door and walked out.

	Sissy sat in the backseat of Derek’s SUV sucking on his baby bottle.  As far as he could tell, he was being ignored by both Mel and Derek in the front seat – and he was glad.  He was also glad that Derek’s SUV had heavily tinted windows.  He didn’t think anyone could see him drinking his bottle through those windows.  Well, maybe they could.  But he felt a little safer anyway. 

	As far as he could tell, Mel wasn’t going to hide anything from Derek, that’s why she had insisted he keep drinking from his bottles while they travelled to the mall.  He only hoped she wouldn’t keep pressing them at him while they were in the mall.  Unfortunately, he had noticed that his diaper bag was heavier than usual again when he carried it down to the car.  No doubt it was loaded down with extra bottles.  Thoughts of what he had gone through last night ran briefly through his head, but they were quickly drowned out by his worry over what was about to happen at the mall.

	Mel tried to reach for that comfortable feeling she had had with Derek last night, but it wasn’t there.  She missed it.  All the way to the mall, they each made bits of small talk, as if each of them were trying to get past the big obstacle between them, the obstacle that was embodied by Sissy sitting silently in the back seat.  But as far as Mel could tell, reaching that feeling of comfort again wasn’t happening for either of them.  Still, she appreciated that Derek seemed to be at least trying.  A few times, Derek asked little questions about Sissy and she did her best to explain, especially about how he craved the humiliation and that this whole side of his personality was like a drug, one he could never break free of and one he could never get enough of.  She could tell by Derek’s short answers that he didn’t believe a word of it.

	When they got to the mall, she let Sissy put his bottle away for now.  But she had him carry his diaper in bag with him.  “What if he leaks while we’re in there?” she explained to Derek.  “His time limit isn’t all that far off.”  Derek had said nothing.  She linked her arm thorough Derek’s as she had done at the art gallery the night before, trying again to find that level of comfort with him.  He let stay that way and she was glad.  Then, with Sissy following closely behind, they all walked into the mall together. 

	The mall was crowded as it usually was on Sundays around lunchtime.  People seemed to be everywhere.  But with her arm still linked in his, Mel realized that Derek seemed to be purposely setting a slower than usual pace, as if he too were trying to recapture the cozy feeling they had enjoyed together last night.  Purposely, she leaned in closer to him.  He responded by momentarily tightening his arm around hers.

	They sauntered like that for a few minutes before Derek looked back toward Sissy as if he were bothered by something.  Mel said nothing since Derek had only turned to look back briefly. 

	But a few minutes later, Derek turned to look back at Sissy again. 

	“He’s still there, isn’t he?” she asked. 

	“Oh yeah,” Derek replied softly, as if he were dissatisfied by it.

	Then, a few minutes later, he looked back again.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel asked.

	“I don’t like him following me.  I feel like I’m being stalked.  Isn’t there somewhere else he can walk?”

	“I guess he can walk in front of us instead,” she replied.  “Just as long as he stays within earshot so we can tell him where to go.”

	“I think I’d like that better.  It gives me the creeps to have someone like that following right behind me where I can’t see him.”

	A minute later, Chad was leading the way through the mall.  He felt much more exposed and on display now, and much more like he was at the mall on his own, which he wasn’t.  But that illusion was hampered by Mel continually telling him to walk slower so he wouldn’t get too far ahead.  Chad finally slowed down till he felt like he was barely moving. 

	Every time he looked back, he could see Mel with her arm linked through Derek’s arm, walking ever so casually as if they didn’t have a care in the world.  But then, they didn’t.  They had no need to hurry anywhere, which didn’t do him any good.  The slower he went, the more time it gave for people to look at him, and the more he noticed the other people in the mall giving him more than a casual glance.  It was much better when he could hide behind them.  He didn’t like leading the way at all.  And he didn’t even know where they were going!

	The comfortable feeling was starting to sink in once again.  Somewhat anyway.  Mel felt good walking through the mall with Derek.  A big strong handsome man on her arm was something she found she really liked.  And since Sissy was now in front where she could keep an eye on him, she felt more comfortable than ever.   

	Derek was enjoying being with Mel again, but he still couldn’t fathom Sissy.  He was still bothered by what he had found out earlier… but the more he watched Sissy as he walked in front of them, the more Derek started to wonder about something else.  “I just don’t get it,” he finally commented.  “Why do you dress him like that when you go out?”

	“Like that?  Like a woman?  I’ve been kind of systematically trying to remove… or deny him, every single male trait that I can.  So I keep him in women’s clothes all the time.”

	“No, I guess I get that.  But that’s not quite what I meant.  I mean… he’s supposed to be a sissy, right?”

	“And he is,” she assured him.  “A big one.”

	“Yeah, I have to agree.  You can imagine my shock.  I still can’t get over it!  But still, if I’m reading this situation right, then I would think you would want to flaunt that a bit more.  Make people realize what he is the moment they see him.  Right now, I don’t think anybody is paying all that much attention to him.”

	Mel watched Sissy for a few moments as well as the people around him.  There were one or two who gave him an odd look, but all too many just passed him by as if they didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary at all.  “You should have seen what I had him wear to the grocery store today.  Yesterday too.”  She laughed.  “You wouldn’t say that if you had seen it.  I was actually planning on having him wear it again to the mall today, but since you were with us, I decided maybe I better tone things down a bit.”

	“Thanks,” Derek replied.  “I appreciate it.”  They continued on for just a minute more before he added, “But I still would have thought you would do something more to make him… stand out.”

	“I don’t know what else I can do,” she replied.  “I don’t want to get arrested.  You have something in mind?”

	“I don’t know, I just thought you’d dress him more… different.  That’s all.”

	“Different?  Like what?”

	Derek watched Sissy for a few moments as they walked.  I don’t know.  Maybe dress him more… sexy or something”

	“Sexy?  Like I did for the poker game?”

	“You could, although to tell the truth, I didn’t find him all that sexy looking.”

	Mel stared up at him for a moment as they walked.  “But you have something else in mind, don’t you.”

	Derek thought about it.  “Not really.  I really don’t have a clue.”

	A short distance away, Mel spotted another woman – an obviously well dressed, beautiful woman that she was sure would turn most men’s heads.  “How about like her?” she asked.  She didn’t even bother pointing because she was sure Derek would notice her.  She wasn’t wrong.

	Derek shook his head.  “You’d never get Sissy to look like that!”

	Mel didn’t know if she should agree, or laugh, or feel slighted about the way he had obviously noticed the other woman when he was out with her.  “Then what?” she asked. 

	Derek looked around again.  “I don’t know,” he repeated.  He spotted a group of teenage girls up ahead, staring at one of the window displays.  “How about like them?”

	Mel looked.  “Them?  Girls?”

	“Yeah.  Maybe anyway.  Like I said, I really don’t know.”

	Mel looked at the girls closer.  While most of them wore jeans, several of them were wearing skirts so short they were positively sinful.  She looked from the girls back to Derek and punched his arm playfully.  “You would go for something like that!”

	Derek laughed, but it was a strained laugh.  “It was just a suggestion.  That’s all.”

	Mel looked at the girls again.  A moment later she figured that Derek could be right.  “It might work,” she mused. 

	Derek nodded, “Maybe.”  A moment later he asked, “So where do you find clothes like that?”

	“You mean… right now?  Buy him an outfit like that… today?”

	“Why not?  We’re not doing much of anything else.”

	Mel could only agree.  “Why not?”

	“So like I said, where do you find clothes like that?”

	Mel stopped and looked around.  “All over this place!  Most stores in the mall cater to girls that age.”

	 “Okay, so pick one?”

	Mel looked around and spotted a perfect choice up ahead.  “Sissy,” she called ahead as she pointed to where she wanted to go, “head for that store over there!”

	Once he got inside, Chad was glad that he was out of the main stream of traffic and no longer where so many people would see him.  But now, in this store, he felt very out of place as he stared at the youngish style of clothes on all the manikins.  Nothing looked like Mel’s style at all, but then, he didn’t really know what Mel would be looking for.  Since he didn’t know where to go once they were all inside, he felt safe following them around again.

	Mel glanced around the store as soon as she walked in.  Where to go?  The entire store catered to the wild teen styles.  Things she would never consider wearing.  She wasn’t even sure she would have considered wearing some of them when she was a teenager herself.  Okay, yes she would – in fact, she did.  But that was a long time ago.

	She wandered back through the store with Derek behind her… and Sissy somewhere behind him.  She started looking more closely at the racks of clothes.

	“Can I help you with anything?” a young salesgirl asked as she seemed to pop out of nowhere.

	“No thanks,” Mel replied.  “We’re just looking.”  The girl moved away, but not before giving both Derek and especially Sissy a long look-over.

	As Mel pawed through the clothes, she noticed Derek just standing back in the aisle watching her.  “Don’t be afraid to look,” she suggested.

	Derek just held up his arms.  “Not me,” he replied.  “I don’t know the first thing about this stuff.”

	Mel smiled to herself.  She should have known!  She could have Sissy looking through the clothes too, but for once, she didn’t want him to know what she was looking for.  Two racks over, she found a selection of very short skirts.  One of them was a pleated style in a blue, black, and white plaid. She pulled it out to look at it more closely.  She glanced up at Sissy so she could get a better idea of how she thought it might look on him.  He was just sanding and looking around, not paying much attention to what she was doing. 

	Keeping that skirt in her hand, she found another pleated skirt not far away.  This one was more of a green, red, and white plaid.  She actually liked it better because it was more colorful, but when she looked at the size, she was afraid it would be too small.  She tried to find another one like it in a larger size, but that one skirt seemed to be all they had.  She was about to put it back, but she thought better of the idea.  He was still losing weight, maybe he could wear it.  She held one skirt in each hand and compared them.  She really liked them both.  So if one didn’t fit, the other probably would.

	She looked back at Sissy again.  He was still looking around at the teen styles without moving from where he had been standing.  She was fairly sure he would really like to look closer – and probably try them on.  Well, he was going to get his chance.  But first… 

	She didn’t have to look far to find the salesgirl.  She had only moved a few racks away and was still keeping a close eye on things.  “Can you open a changing room for us?” she asked.

	The girl was surprised that Mel would want a changing room.  She didn’t look at all like the kind of women – mostly girls – who usually tried things on in the store.  But with a smile she said, “Sure.  Right this way.”

	But Mel didn’t move.  Instead she turned to Sissy.  “Sissy!  Follow her to one of the changing rooms.  Take that blouse and skirt off.  I’ll be in shortly with some things for you to try on.  In the meantime, get working on another bottle!”

	The salesgirl was shocked.  Not only because it was going to be the idiot guy in drag that would be going in to change, but also because the woman had ordered him to do it.  And she had called him Sissy?  But what worried her the most was the part about working on another bottle.  “Um…” she started to say to Mel.  “The management doesn’t allow alcoholic beverages in the store.”

	Mel was confused, but only for a moment.  “Trust me,” she replied.  “We don’t have anything like that.  His bottles are… something else.”

	“Oh,” the salesgirl said, not at all sure she understood.  “Um…  The rooms are back this way.”

	Chad followed the girl toward the back of the store with a growing sense of unease.  Him?  In the changing room?  He wasn’t sure if he should be surprised or not that Mel was looking at things for him to wear instead of herself.  He was mostly surprised because Derek was there.  Once again, he realized that she didn’t appear to be holding anything back from him.

	In the changing room, Chad did as he had been told.  He removed his skirt and blouse and pulled his latest baby bottle out of his diaper bag and put it to his mouth.  Maybe it was a good thing that he could sit here and drink from his bottle.  Since Mel didn’t seem to be requiring him to drink them openly in the mall today, he needed all the drinking time he could get to meet his leaking diaper requirement.  And the best part was that nobody could see him drinking from it in the little closed room.

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 5 of 8)

	Mel looked at the skirts again.  Now she needed some kind of top to go with them.  She started looking at the racks again, but when she reached the end of one of the rows, she saw a sale table not far away.  And the sale looked like a very good one.  She wandered over to check it out.  Unfortunately, the table appeared to be all clothes that didn’t sell last winter.  But one of the sweaters caught her eye.  She picked it up to look closer.  It was a short white angora wool sweater with a cute little pink bow in the middle of the neckline.  It was really too warm to wear now, but it was still pretty.  And even though she didn’t usually worry about the price, the sale made it all that much more attractive.  The fact that it was in his size and he could wear it with either skirt pretty much sealed the deal.  She carried both skirts and the sweater back to the changing rooms.

	Sissy was almost done with his bottle when the door suddenly opened and Mel came in.  He could see immediately that the skirts she had in her hand were short – very short. 

	“Okay Sissy,” Mel said as she held the blue check skirt out for him.  “Try this on.”

	Chad took the skirt and held it up briefly.  The thing really was short!  Sinfully short!  But with a feeling of excitement, he pulled it on and zipped up the tiny zipper in the back.  He turned toward the mirror.  Damn the thing was short – but exciting to wear.  Just as long as he didn’t have to actually wear it anywhere!

	“Here,” Mel said next as she held out the sweater.  “Try this on with it.”

	Chad was surprised at how thick the sweater was.  It looked more like something for winter.  But he pulled it on.  The sweater was fairly short too.  It didn’t even quite reach the top of his skirt.  A little bit of the waist cincher he was wearing underneath showed through.  And the darn thing itched… everywhere it touched his bare skin!  He was suddenly thankful for his waist cincher.  “It itches,” he complained.

	“Tough!” Mel replied as she looked him over.  She opened the changing room door.  “Go out and show Derek.”

	What?  Show Derek?  That wasn’t at all what he wanted to do – especially not in that outfit.  But Mel was holding the door wide open for him.  Sheepishly he went out.  Derek was standing a few feet away.  The salesgirl was a few feet further behind him.  The loud snort of laughter he heard came from the salesgirl.

	“Curtsey,” Mel ordered softly from the door to the changing room.

	Chad curtseyed to Derek, and once again he was too embarrassed to pull his eyes from the floor.

	“What do you think?” Mel asked Derek.

	Derek smiled.  “I think it will certainly up the attention he’s been getting.”

	Chad was amazed and horrified that Derek should say such a thing.

	“I want to try the other skirt on him too,” Mel told Derek.  “I’m not sure it will fit though.”

	A minute later, Chad was pulling off the blue plaid skirt and replacing it with the green and red plaid one.  This one was much tighter on his waist, but he did zip it up without too much trouble.  And he wasn’t sure, but he thought the thing was actually shorter than the first one.  He turned to Mel and curtseyed.  “I think it’s too small.”

	“I don’t know,” Mel replied.  “You didn’t have much trouble getting it on.  Go show Derek.  Let’s see what he thinks.”

	Once again, Chad sheepishly went out of the changing room to show Derek the outfit.  And once again, he curtseyed for him.  There was no snort of laughter from the salesgirl this time, but when he embarrassedly looked up a little, he could just see how wide-eyed with amazement she was.

	“What do you think?” Mel asked.  “I like the color on him better than the other one.”

	Derek nodded.  “I don’t know much about color,” he replied.  “But it looks to me like that one is even shorter than the other one.  He’ll certainly get even more attention with that one.  And maybe you’re right about the color.  It is brighter so I guess it will be noticed more.”

	Nothing Derek had said was anything that Chad wanted to hear!

	Mel turned to the salesgirl.  “We’ll take them.  And he’ll be wearing them now.  We just need some scissors to cut the tags off.”

	That also wasn’t something that Chad wanted to hear!  Not at all!

	Mel sent him back into the changing room to put his shoes back on and to get his clothes.  But when he came back out, she stopped him so she could take another good look at him.  She turned to Derek.  “Those shoes don’t go with that outfit at all.”

	Derek looked at Sissy’s tan high heels.  “I guess they don’t,” he replied.  “What do you suggest?”

	Mel looked at the Sissy in the outfit again.  “It’s kind of a schoolgirl outfit,” I guess.  “Isn’t that what you guys fantasize about?”

	Derek only raised his eyebrows in surprise.  He wasn’t about to answer the question out loud though. 

	The salesgirl returned with the scissors.  Mel turned to her.  “You wouldn’t happen to have any knees socks, would you?”

	The girl only smiled.  “Of course.  Right this way.”

	“Sissy, go take those shoes off again,” Mel told him.  “I’ll be right back.”

	Mel followed the salesgirl to the other side of the store where she was shown a selection of socks – all kinds of socks. 

	“We have a few more in here,” the girl said as she pulled open a drawer.  “But these may be too heavy to wear now.”

	Mel glanced into the drawer to see what the girl was talking about and immediately noticed how much thicker those socks in the drawer were.  But something red immediately caught her eye.  She reached into the drawer and grabbed them.  They were a pair of bright red woolen knee socks… and they would go perfectly with his skirt and his angora wool top!  “These will work nicely,” she declared.  She immediately turned and carried the socks back toward the changing room.

	Since he seemed to have time, Chad had just dug another baby bottle out of his diaper bag again.  But he barely started drinking it when Mel came in with some socks.  Red socks.  And they were knees socks!  And as soon as he pulled the first one on, he felt it itching his leg.  Wool socks!  Ugh!  With the heavy socks on though, he had a lot of trouble getting his heels back on.  And between them and his sweater, he wanted to claw at his skin all over.

	Once his shoes were back on, Chad thought he was ready to go – as embarrassing as his outfit was, but Mel had noticed something else she didn’t like.  “Take that waist cincher off,” she told him.  “It shows under your sweater.”

	Take it off?  The waist cincher was the only thing that was keeping the sweater from being unendurable!  But he removed the sweater, and then had to remove his skirt too to get the waist cincher off.  While he was removing his waist cincher, Mel removed the tags from his new clothes.  Then he got dressed again.  Only now he noticed how short the sweater really was.  When he bent or moved at all, the skin at his waist was definitely exposed between the sweater and his skirt.  And without the waist cincher, since the skirt was so tight at the waist, he had to move it up a bit higher on his waist to fasten it so that the top of his diapers wouldn’t be in the way.  Short skirt, short sweater… long socks.

	“Much better,” Mel declared happily. 

	Better?  As far as Chad was concerned things were much worse!  The sweater was really bothering him now.  As were the wool socks.  And he was suddenly much more aware of how warm everything was – well, maybe not the skirt.  But of course, part of that warmth could be from how frightened he was about having to wear them – out in the mall! 

	Mel led the way out toward the cash register so she could pay for the clothes.  Chad followed her carrying his diaper bag.  As he walked, he kept twisting his body, trying to do something about the horrible itching from his sweater.  But the darn thing clung so tightly that all his movement had no affect at all. 

	Derek brought up the rear as they headed over to where they could pay for everything.  As they walked, he noticed how Sissy kept jerking around a bit as if he was very uncomfortable.  He noticed something else too!

	Chad was glad that Mel had decided to pay for his things instead of having him pay for them himself, but as Mel was paying, he kept glancing out into the busy mall area again.  In just a minute he would have to go out there wearing… this!  The thought was horrifying, and humiliating… and exciting! 

	As soon as Mel had finished paying for everything, Mel ordered Sissy to lead the way again – and to make sure he went slowly, just like before!  Chad started walking from the cash register out toward the entrance to the store. 

	“You know,” Derek commented to Mel, who was again at his side.  “That skirt he’s wearing is so short that every time he moves or twitches too much, you can see a tiny bit of the white underneath from the diaper he’s wearing.  It’s a good thing that diaper isn’t any thicker!”

	Just then, Sissy twitched strongly again from the itching and Mel noticed the tiny little flash of white beneath it.  She stopped dead which stopped Derek too.  Sissy, not knowing they had stopped, kept going slowly out toward the mall.  He twitched again at the itching and again Mel saw the flash of white. 

	“Sissy!” Mel called.  “Stop right there!”

	Chad heard her and turned around.  They were just standing there looking at him.  Why?  Okay, he knew he looked ridiculous, but they already knew that.

	Mel, still staring at Sissy, said to Derek.  “You said that if his diapers were any thicker…”

	“What of it?”

	Mel shook her head.  “Darn you!  Okay I guess.  Just this once!”  She yelled to Sissy.  “Sissy, get back here!”

	“What did I do?” Derek asked. 

	“I didn’t really want to do this with him,” Mel explained.  “Not now since I’m trying to keep him on a time limit.  But…”  She looked up at him with a devilish look in her eye.  “I’m afraid I just can’t resist!”  She turned and led the way back to the changing room again. 

	Chad was very surprised to be going back to the changing room again.  Now what?  Maybe they decided his skirt was too short after all.  Or maybe they were going to take pity on him and find him something to wear other than the miserably itchy wool sweater he was wearing.  He could only hope. 

	Chad was surprised when Mel had him take his skirt off again and lay down on the floor.  She opened his diaper bag and pulled out a fresh baby bottle for him.  “You can start working on this,” she told him without telling him anything else.  He put the bottle to his mouth and started drinking.  He did have that leaking deadline!

	But then Mel did something that really surprised him.  She started cutting slits all over the diaper he was wearing.  And then she began preparing more of them.  A few minutes later, Chad was very surprised to find himself wearing not one, not two, and not three… but four layers of disposable diapers!  And then Mel pulled out a pair of his plastic panties and slipped them on top of everything else!

	“Those diapers had better be absolutely soaked by the time we get home!” Mel warned.  “Or so help me, I’ll have Derek beat you black and blue!”

	The threat of Derek beating him sunk home immediately.  Chad was allowed to get up and put his skirt back on.  But when he did, he immediately noticed two things.  First, as he moved, the plastic panties he was wearing made an awful lot of noise.  Whenever he wore plastic panties, they were usually covered up by his all-in-one girdle so they didn’t make any noise at all.  But now, nothing covered them.  And that was the second thing he noticed.  His skirt was so short that when he looked in the mirror, even he could just see the childish pattern on his plastic panties sticking out below the bottom of his too short skirt.  Mel intended on making him walk through the mall in not just this schoolgirl outfit, but showing off that he was diapered underneath too!

	“Much better!” Mel proclaimed as she looked him over.

	Much better?  Chad was totally horrified!  A few minutes later, he was again heading through the store out towards the mall area.  He wasn’t having to try so hard to walk slower this time because the four diapers he was wearing were making him waddle more than walk! 

	As he reached the store’s entrance and was about to take his first step out into the mall area, he paused to look back, both Mel and Derek were watching him closely.  Too closely!  And in a few moments, everybody else in the mall would be watching him too closely too. 

	Not having any other choice, he took that first step out into the mall… and kept going… waddling… slowly.  He felt so exposed!  More so than ever before!  The crazy skirt he was wearing was so short that he felt like his legs were totally exposed – which they really were.  And the knee socks only seemed to make things feel that much worse!  And then there was the fact that everybody could see the plastic panties.  That alone was horribly humiliating!  And on top of all that, the damn sweater and socks he was wearing itched horribly!  He wanted to scream!  And he couldn’t do anything about it!

	He immediately noticed how everyone he passed now looked him over – very closely.  So many of them now pointed at him.  So many of them actually laughed!  He couldn’t blame any of them one little bit.  He would have laughed too – if he were in their position.

	“I’d say he’s a lot more noticeable now,” Derek noted.  “Not to mention I’ll bet the little shit it embarrassed as hell!”

	Mel only smiled.  “We’re not done yet!”

	“Not done?”

	“Nope!  He still needs shoes to go with that outfit, and I think… a few accessories too.”

	“So where to now?” Derek asked. 

	Instead of answering him, Mel called ahead to Sissy.  “Sissy, there’s a big shoe store up ahead.  We’re going there!”

	Chad wanted to hurry into the shoe store – just to get out of the main mall area where there were all too many people.  But every time he tried to move any faster, Mel slowed him back down.  It was infuriating – like the miserable itching from his sweater and socks!

	The shoe store was big, and there were a lot of people in it, men and women – and kids.  Sissy instantly turned heads the moment he entered.  But still, there were a lot less people in the store than out of it!  Once Mel and Derek got to the store, Sissy again followed them around – closely.  Now that he was away from the main area of the mall again, things were quiet enough for him to once again hear the crinkling of his plastic panties.  There was just no getting away from all the little humiliations he had to endure.  Not to mention getting away from the horrible itching from his sweater and knee socks!  He figured it was a good thing he had his diaper bag and was carrying the bag that now held the clothes he arrived in, because they gave him something to grab and keep his hands busy.  Otherwise, he’d be clawing like crazy at his body under his sweater.

	“There!” Mel said after spotting what she wanted.

	Chad looked at the shoes she was heading for.  Black and white saddle shoes!  Mel handed him the display shoe and he was sent off to find a salesperson to get him the shoes in his size.  “And don’t forget to curtsey every time you open you open your mouth!” Mel called after him.  Ugh!  And worse, Chad had no doubt that both Mel and Derek would be watching him!

	Since the store was fairly busy, so were all the salespeople.  Chad had to wait up by the registers where they all seemed to be helping other customers.  But fortunately, the outfit he was wearing seemed to scream for attention and it wasn’t long before one of the salesmen came out to help him.  Chad forced himself to curtsey before he handed the guy the saddle shoe and told him his foot size.

	The guy looked dubiously at Chad for a moment before saying, “Of course!” as if he would have expected Chad to be wanting that particular shoe.  Chad followed him toward the store room just because it was further away from so many people.  A few minutes later, the man came out and handed Chad a box of shoes.  Chad carried them over to Mel and Derek where he was made to sit down and try them on.  Since they tied instead of buckled, they were a bit tight over the thick wool socks he was wearing, but not bad at all.  And as much as he liked heels, they were a lot more comfortable than the shoes he had just taken off.  In fact, as bright and noticeable as they were, they were the least humiliating thing he was wearing!

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 6 of 8)

	Ten minutes later, he was again waddling slowly through the mall with Mel and Derek a little way behind him.  Only now he was sporting black and white saddle shoes to go with his outfit.  And it wasn’t long before he heard Mel again point him toward one of the stores – this time, one that sold accessories for women and girls.

	This store was much smaller and the shelves and racks had very little room between them.  Since the store was so tight, and Chad was carrying his big diaper bag, Mel stationed him just outside the store but very close to the entrance to wait while she and Derek shopped.  Well, she shopped, Derek just halfheartedly followed – mostly because he didn’t want to be seen standing and waiting anywhere near Sissy.

	Since Chad was standing in plain view and not moving, he soon became the target for not only people looking and laughing at him, but a group of three teenage girls who had been heading into the store. 

	After their initial laughing, one of them asked him directly, “What are you supposed to be?”

	Unfortunately, before Chad could answer, he caught sight of Mel inside the store watching him intently.  Since he knew Mel was paying so close attention, he curtseyed before answering, “A thithy,” he replied in his sissy voice, trying to tell them that he was a sissy.  His answer sent them all into peals of laughter.

	“I think he’s doing a pretty good job of it,” one of them commented.

	Another of the girls was bold enough to reach out and grab his skirt and pull it up, putting the childish pattern on his plastic panties fully on display.  “Ooh!  How cute!” she laughed.  She continued to hold his skirt up while they all laughed.

	“Aw,” another of them teased.  “Is the widdle baby wet?”

	Chad had to curtsey yet again.  “Yeth,” he admitted softly.  His answer though sent the girls into further hysterical laughter.  But at least the one holding up his skirt finally dropped it.

	“What are you doing out here?” the third girl asked.

	Chad had to curtsey again.  “Waiding fow my Mithdweth,” Chad replied in his sissy voice, fervently wishing these girls would go away and leave him alone.  He could still see Mel inside the store watching, but of course she wasn’t doing anything at all to help.

	“Your Mistress?” one of them repeated laughingly.  “She’s inside?”

	Chad had to curtsey again.  “Yeth,” he answered.

	“This I gotta see!” the girl replied.  Laughingly, they all headed into the store to try to figure out who inside was the jerk’s mistress. 

	Chad was just glad to see them go!  He noticed Derek moving closer to Mel inside the store, and since he was obviously with Mel, the girls passed them by.  How lucky can you get?

	Mel and Derek finally came out a few minutes later, Mel had a small bag in her hand.  “We got you a few things,” Mel said happily as she reached into the bag.  The first thing she pulled out was a two hair bows.  Both of them fairly large.  One was all multicolored ribbons, the other was a big white bow.  She held them up near Sissy’s head to choose which one she wanted.  The multicolored one went back into the bag.  A minute later, Chad had a big white bow proudly displayed at the back top of his head.

	Then Mel reached into the bag again and brought out a gold necklace with a big cutout of a heart.  She tore the tag off of it and put it over Sissy’s head.  The necklace dangled down between Sissy’s breasts. 

	Mel reached into the bag one more time and held up a pair of dangly earrings that matched the necklace, including in size.  She removed the clear studs Sissy had been wearing in his ears and replaced them with the matching heart earrings.  Then she stood back to check her handiwork.  “Much better!” she exclaimed.  She turned to Derek.  See the difference some accessories can make?”

	Derek didn’t reply.

	As Mel stepped back though, Chad could see all three of the girls who had accosted him earlier just inside the entrance to the store watching intently.  They were now all giggling.  At least they weren’t out pulling up his skirt again.

	“I’m getting awfully hungry,” Derek said as he realized Mel was finished.  “Can we eat yet?”

	“Head for the food court, Sissy,” Mel said.  “And remember, slowly!”

	Once again, Chad headed out into the heavy traffic of the mall, which seemed even heavier now than it did earlier.  But now with the new items that Mel had added, he somehow felt more complete… not to mention he felt like even more of a sissy.  People stared in disbelief, people pointed, people laughed, and many tossed comments like, “Love your outfit!” or “How sweet!”  Chad couldn’t conceive of things getting any worse.  And of course that’s when Mel called out, “Sissy, wait a minute.  I want to run into that toy store!”

	“Can’t we come back later?” Derek complained.  “I’m hungry!”

	“This will only take a minute,” Mel replied.  “Besides, we’re here.”  Once in the store, she led the way quickly through the aisles till she found the section of little girl toys.  Then she slowed down to look carefully. 

	“There are dolls over here,” Derek told her as he spotted a whole aisle of them on the next row over.

	“I’m not looking for dolls,” Mel told him.  She kept looking.  She paused when she came to a collection of princess costumes and accessories.  There she looked really carefully… and practically pounced on a tiara.  She held it up in delight.  “This is what I wanted!  This will be perfect!”

	“You’re going to put that on him now?” Derek asked.

	Mel actually considered it.  “I wasn’t going to,” she replied.  “I need it for tonight.  But now that you mention it…  She looked at Sissy whose face was registering something close to horror – she thought.  “No, I think I’ll wait.  He looks pretty good just as he is.”

	“Good!” Derek replied.  “Now can we eat?”

	“You’re so impatient!” Mel teased as she walked past him with the tiara in her hand.  “Just like him!”

	“I’m nothing at all like he is!” Derek replied.

	Mel was on her way to pay for the tiara, but something else caught her eye.  Something that she absolutely had to look at.  Something that triggered a thought about another tiny little reminder. 

	“Now what?” Derek asked.

	Mel didn’t answer.  Instead she looked over several different selections in front of her.  She picked one up.  It would be good.  Very good, but not perfect.  So she kept looking.  Another one caught her eye and she picked it up.  Yes, it was also very good.  In fact better than the other one she had selected.  So was this the one?  Making the big decision, she told herself – “Yes!”  The little girl purse with the Barbie pictures all over it went back on the shelf.  She kept the more brightly colored one with flowers and ponies that said, “Kissably Cute” down in the corner on both sides.  There was just something too grown up looking about the Barbie purse.  This one had more pink tones in it and looked much more suitable for a little girl’s first purse.

	Her items were paid for quickly.  Then before she let them step out into the mall again, she took the new child’s plastic purse and made Sissy transfer his wallet and cell phone into it.  She didn’t have him add anything else because there wasn’t a whole lot of room left over.  His old purse went into the paper bag full of purchases where it would be out of sight.

	Chad held up his new purse to look at it.  Darn!  The stupid thing was so obviously a purse for a very little girl!  And it only had a very small handle.  No strap that he could sling over his shoulder.  He tried to stick his hand through the handle and bring it up his arm.  But the handle was so small that he was forced to only hold it in his hand – where it would be in the way – where it would be all too visible – all the time. 

	“Now we’re ready!” Mel declared as she looked Sissy over again.  Somehow, the more sissyish purse seemed to correct that one little thing that had been nagging at her. 

	“Ready for lunch, I hope,” Derek replied.

	“Lead on, Sissy,” Mel said.  “And this time, you can go a bit faster before Derek here fades away to nothing!”

	The food court was packed!  Really packed!  There were long lines of people in front of all the food places and not a single empty table to be seen.  “This doesn’t look good,” Derek noted. 

	“No,” Mel agreed.  “But on the other hand, it’s perfect!”

	“Perfect?”

	Mel just nodded in Sissy’s direction.

	“We will get to eat, won’t we?” Derek asked, just to make sure.

	“Just as soon as we can get through one of those lines,” Mel confirmed. 

	“So what do you want?” Derek asked.

	Mel considered the choices.  But as she was looking, she noticed some people vacating a table out near the center of the eating area.  “Sissy!” she said quickly.  “Grab that table!”

	Sissy saw the table and quickly headed straight for it.  The people who had just left it gave him very strange looks as he past them, but then so did everybody else.  He set his diaper bag down on top of it and started collecting the trash that had been left behind.  Mel and Derek arrived a minute later.  “That was lucky,” Mel said. 

	“So what would you like to eat,” Derek asked.

	Mel smiled wickedly at him and sat down.  “No, what would you like to eat?” she asked.  “You’re the one who’s dying of hunger.”

	“Me?  Ladies choice, I’m buying.”  He looked briefly at Sissy, then back to Mel.  “For you anyway.”

	Mel shook her head.  “No, I’m buying this time so sit down and pick something.  And Sissy here is going to get it for us.”

	Derek looked briefly at Sissy again… and then back at the long lines of people.  With a smile, he sat.  After only a moment of consideration, he pointed at one of the food stalls.  “Three large slices of their meat lover’s pizza and a large coke.”

	Mel pulled some money out of her purse and handed it to Sissy.  “Put this in your pretty little purse,” she told him.  “And I’ll just have one slice of peperoni and a coke.”

	Chad unzipped his purse and stuck the money inside, then he zipped it up again. 

	“You heard what we want, now go get it.  And we’ll be watching to make sure you curtsey every time you speak!”

	Chad curtseyed again before leaving, but he noticed that the action caught just as much attention from everyone nearby as did his outfit.  Carrying just his little girl purse now, he made his way through the sea of tables toward the bigger sea of bodies waiting to get food.  He actually felt more naked and visible now without his diaper bag.  As humiliating as the diaper bag was to carry, it did hide him a little bit.  And now carrying this stupid little girl purse, he felt even more embarrassed. 

	He joined the long line for the pizza place.  Heads certainly turned all around him.  He saw one person bending down for a better look at the colorful pattern on his plastic panties.  The man pointed and said something to someone else, which caused more people to bend over to look.  And through it all, Chad had to stand there and endure it.  And the line was moving horribly slow!

	“Do you do this with him often?” Derek asked as they watched Sissy being the center of attention in the food line. 

	“Not this exactly, but I’m always trying to come up with new ways to humiliate him.  I’ve had some fun with him here at the mall before, but nothing quite like this.”  She paused for a moment before continuing.  “I seem to be getting a lot bolder lately in what I make him do.”

	Derek grunted.  There was more than a hint of steel in his voice as he said, “As far as I’m concerned, the little shit is getting just what he deserves!”

	A minute later, they could no longer see Sissy very well since he had moved a bit forward in line and other people joined the crowd behind him.

	Chad wasn’t sure if he was glad that he had finally reached the front of the line or not.  Everyone around him had already spent too much time checking him out, and he had noticed that even the workers in the nearby stalls had spent some time looking at him.  His problem now was that he was going to have to curtsey and open his mouth to order the food.  Fortunately, he realized that while Mel could see him curtsey, she couldn’t hear his voice.  So when the time finally came, he did curtsey, which surprisingly didn’t bring much of a reaction from anyone – that he noticed, and he used his old girly voice to place the order.  He had to dig the money out of his silly little girl purse and then put the change back in again.  And then he had to wait.  Fortunately, he didn’t have to wait very long, so shortly, he was carrying a tray loaded with pizza and coke back out to the table.

	As Mel and Derek started eating, Chad wasn’t sure if he should stand or sit.  So he stood nearby.  How about his lunch?  He was hungry too!  It seemed like lately people weren’t thinking about the fact that he had to eat just like everyone else.

	Derek looked up at Sissy with a mouthful of pizza.  “Does he have to stand there and stare while we’re trying to eat?” he asked Mel.  “It bothers me!”

	Mel smiled.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll get rid of him for a while.”  She looked up at Sissy.  “Sissy, there’s a lot of tables in here with a lot of people who seem to be very interested in you.  While we’re eating, why don’t you start going around to all of them and ask everyone if they would like to see your pretty fingernails?”

	Chad was shocked!  Shocked enough that his knees almost buckled!  But the wicked smile on Mel’s face coupled with the determined look from Derek’s face, forced him to move.  The tables were fairly close together, so he started with the one right behind him.  He turned around and took only a step toward the table.  That’s all he had to do to get the attention of the man and woman there.  He curtseyed for them.  Then since he was close enough that Mel might hear him, he used his sissy voice to ask if they would like to see his pretty fingernails.

	“Your fingernails?” the woman asked. 

	Instead of replying again which would have required him to curtsey again, Chad simply held out his hands to show her his nails.  His new purse dangled from his left wrist since it wouldn’t go much further up his arm. 

	“Lovely,” the woman replied.

	Chad curtseyed and moved on to the next table.  Two guys were there.  They both looked bothered to see him and told him to get lost.  Chad was more than glad to move on.  The next table was crowded with two women and three kids.  He hated being like this in front of kids.  He curtseyed, but as he did, one of the kids said, “Look Mom, it’s the funny person.”  Chad couldn’t have agreed more.  He asked his question about his nails.

	“Your fingernails?” one of the women asked.  She turned and looked briefly at her friend.  “Sure, I guess.”  Chad held out his hands so she could see them.  But the woman lightly grabbed one of his hands and held it while she examined them.  Her friend leaned over to look closer too as did two of the kids.  “Sissy!” the woman exclaimed as she read his nails.  “Well, I guess you certainly are.”

	But just as she said it, Chad felt someone pulling up his skirt. 

	“Momma!” one of the girls at the table exclaimed, “he’s wearing diapers!”

	“Yes, I can see that,” the woman replied.  “Drop his skirt now dear, you know it’s not nice to do that.”

	Chad was relieved when the kid finally let go of his skirt.  Only then did the woman let go of his hands.  He moved away quickly, but as he left he heard the other woman mutter, “Sick!”

	Derek almost spit out his pizza when he saw the girl lift Sissy’s skirt.  “That’s got to be embarrassing!”

	“Oh yeah!” Mel replied.  “No doubt!”

	“I hope it’s eating him alive!  How long are you going to keep him at it?”

	“I don’t know.  Till I get tired of sitting here I guess.  I do still have to feed him something too.”

	“Why don’t you have him get his lunch now, while we’re eating?  It’s going to take some time for him to get through that line again.”

	Mel looked at Derek and raised her eyebrows.  “He’s not eating any of this!  Especially not on the weekends!”

	“Then where…”

	“Don’t worry about it.  I have it all under control.”

	Derek made no reply.  He only laughed as someone else lifted Sissy’s skirt while he was made to walk around individually to everyone at a crowded table to show off his fingernails.

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 7 of 8)

	Sissy had covered less than half the tables in the crowded area when Mel finally called him back to their table.  Chad was ever so glad that they had finally finished eating.  Forget him having lunch, he just wanted to get out of there!  Unfortunately, as soon as he got back to the table, Mel had him sit down – and then she pulled open his diaper bag and removed his bib.  Once again, shock and horror ran all through Chad.

	“You’re kidding, right?” Derek asked as he saw Mel tie the bib around Sissy’s neck and then start removing jars of baby food from the diaper bag.

	“Of course not,” Mel replied as if she were completely surprised by his question.

	Derek was trying to figure out if he wanted to stick around so close to what was about to happen or not.  He wasn’t at all sure he wanted to be seen as having any part in it.  But after a moment’s reflection, he realized that most people around had already seen him with the little shit.  So he would stick around – or at least he wouldn’t go very far.  And he’d watch as Sissy got all the humiliation Mel could dish out.  And it looked like Mel was very good at dishing out humiliation to him.  As far as he was concerned, Sissy still deserved everything he would get!

	As Mel pulled the first tiny spoonful of green baby food out of the jar, she thought again about how much bolder she was getting lately.  And with Derek here now, it was like she felt obligated to push things even harder.  Fortunately, she wasn’t sure just how much harder she could push.  But as she moved the spoon toward Sissy’s mouth and she watched as he opened his mouth and took it, a little spark of sexual thrill ran through her.  Oh, she really loved this power.  She really enjoyed humiliating Sissy.  And it was just a good thing that Sissy loved it too.  At least, she was fairly sure he did – on some level.

	Chad opened his mouth and let Mel shove another spoonful of mashed up peas into his mouth.  At least he was fairly sure that’s what she was feeding him.  The stuff was green anyway.  As she fed him, he could easily see people all around him pointing and looking at him and talking about him.  As if all the humiliating things he had just done weren’t enough!  He was hungry, but the way things were going just then, he wasn’t nearly hungry enough to enjoy eating anything, let alone baby food. 

	Over and over again, he had been forced into the most unbelievable situations – most of which even he couldn’t imagine.  And now here he was again in the middle of another one!  When would it end?  And just as importantly, how far was Mel going to push him?  The answer to the first question was easy enough.  If he won the bet, then it would all end right then and there.  But if he didn’t win…”  He didn’t want to think any more about that one at all!  And as to how far Mel was going to push the humiliation, he was amazed at how far she had gone already.  She certainly couldn’t do much more!  Could she?

	And then there was the other major question on his mind.  When could he finally take off the hot, miserable, itchy sweater he had on?  The socks too!  He wanted so badly to claw at his body.  You’d think that the breast forms he was wearing would tent the damn sweater enough so that it wouldn’t touch him everywhere.  But the damn sweater was simply too clingy.  There was just no getting away from it.  It was a wonder he could manage to eat anything at all!

	Spoonful after spoonful, jar after jar, Chad was forced to endure being fed baby food like… a baby… in front of the biggest crowd he could imagine.  And he had thought that what he had endured last night was bad!  That was nothing compared to this!  He was out in a much more public place here!  In broad daylight!  This was a place where anybody could come!  How much worse could it get?  He was so glad when Mel finally put everything away and removed his bib.  Now could they please go home?  If for no other reason than to get rid of his stupid itchy sweater!

	“Can we go now?” Derek asked.

	“Absolutely,” Mel replied.

	Chad was jubilant!  They were going home! 

	“Do you need to go home,” Mel asked Derek, “or can we look through a few more stores first?”

	“I’m in no hurry,” Derek replied.  “I was just hungry earlier.”

	Chad’s hopes dissolved into nothing.  He grabbed his new little-girl purse, his diaper bag and the bags from the stores they had visited earlier.  At least he had that much to cover up his embarrassing outfit.  Unfortunately, Mel stopped just outside the food court.

	With a wink at Derek that Sissy couldn’t see, Mel said to Sissy, “All those things look awfully heavy and cumbersome.”  She turned to Derek, “Can he have your car keys so he can take everything back to your car?”

	Derek raised his eyebrows, but he reluctantly turned his keys over to Sissy.

	“Take everything back to the car,” Mel told him.  “Just keep your pretty new purse when you come back.  Come find us as soon as you can.  Oh!  And while you’re out there, make sure you drink another full bottle before you come back!”

	“And don’t take all day with it!” Derek added.  “I want those keys back!”

	Chad curtseyed and hurried off in the direction of the car, which meant that he had to walk through most of the mall to get there. 

	“Are you going to wait for him right here?” Derek asked.

	“Absolutely not,” Mel replied with another of her wicked smiles.  “Let him try to find us.”  With that, she linked her arm through his again and set off at a leisurely pace through the mall. 

	Derek was just glad to be rid of Sissy for a while!  Now that it was just the two of them, he could relax and enjoy Mel’s company so much more.  If it wasn’t for the fact that he no longer trusted Sissy with his truck keys, Sissy could stay away for the rest of the day!

	Chad hurried off through the crowded mall as fast as his soaking wet, overly bulky diapers would allow him to go.  He was actually grateful for the heavy diaper bag he was carrying because the straps seemed to press and scratch at his shoulder and back.  At least those few places were getting some attention for the never ending itching from his sweater.  But the pace he was setting with everything he was carrying was starting to tire him out… and worse, the wool sweater and socks he was wearing was starting to make him sweat – which only increased his discomfort that much more!  Ugh!  And the total lack of skirt he was wearing didn’t seem to do a thing to relieve how hot he was getting.  He was forced to slow down despite his wish to get out of the mall faster. 

	When he finally got back to Derek’s truck he unlocked it quickly and climbed into the back seat and closed the door.  Safe!  Finally!  At least for a little while.  Once again he thanked the truck manufacturer for the tinted windows. 

	But the truck was hot inside since it was sitting out in the sun, and his wool sweater and socks weren’t helping matters any.  With a grunt, he grabbed his new sweater and pulled it up and totally off!  He clawed at his body for a minute to relieve the itching.  Why did wool have to itch so bad?  He thought about removing the wool socks too, but thought better of the idea.  The sweater he could slip on easily, but it would be too much trouble to have to put the socks back on again when he had to go back into the mall.  Instead, he pushed the socks down toward his ankles as far as they could go.   Relief!  Mostly.  The socks did still itch his ankles.

	In the growing heat of the car, he dug another baby bottle out of his diaper bag and started drinking.  As hot and thirsty as he had gotten hurrying back to the truck, the relatively cool liquid from the bottle felt good going down.  He drank it greedily as he relaxed against the big back seat of Derek’s SUV.  He felt himself peeing again, but he didn’t care.  He did that so often now that feeling it was rarer then when he didn’t feel it. 

	Safe!  Relaxed!  With a bottle of semi-cool tea to drink.  The tea could have tasted better, but at least it was a lot cooler than Derek’s truck!  By the time he got half way through the bottle, he was thinking seriously about opening a window, which he didn’t want to do because then anyone walking by would see him drinking from the bottle.  But a few minutes later, as he wiped sweat off of his brow, he started looking at the window controls more seriously.  Unfortunately, to open the windows, he would have to turn the engine on.  And he didn’t want to get out of the truck to do that.  So he stayed put and suffered in the growing heat as he drank. 

	When he finished his bottle, he was seriously torn about what he should do.  The truck was hot and getting unbearable, but when he got out, he would have to go back into the mall again dressed as crazily as he was.  He was seriously thinking about drinking a second bottle, but he finally ruled against it.  The truck was too hot to begin with, and he did still have to go back inside.  And Mel and Derek were probably sitting there waiting for him to return.  Derek had seemed anxious to get his keys back again.

	Reluctantly, he pulled up his socks and pulled the itchy wool sweater back on again over his now sweaty body.  The unrelenting itching began immediately.  He had to wonder what they made the wool with.  Itching powder?  Ugh!  Nearly driven mad by the sweater and the heat, Chad got back out of the truck, this time carrying just his new little sissy purse.  It was cooler outside of the truck, but the only place on his body that he could really tell was his face and the small area of his legs between his diaper and his knee socks.   He locked the SUV and headed back into the mall.  But he didn’t hurry as much this time.  He was too hot!

	He immediately became the center of all too many unbelieving stares as he made his way back through the mall, waddling even more than he did earlier since his diapers were so much wetter now.  Without his diaper bag or the other bags to carry, he felt even more unprotected and on display.  The tiny little silly purse he was carrying certainly couldn’t hide anything!  It probably only attracted more attention!  And why did wool have to be so hot and itchy?  You’d think that as much as he was sweating, it would insulate him at least a little bit from the never ending itchiness of the wool!  But unfortunately, he felt more uncomfortable now than he had earlier. 

	Finally, the food court came in sight!  Now, where was Mel?  He looked all around the entrance – no Mel or Derek.  He even chanced going into the food court and looking all around – again no Mel.  Where had she gone?  Okay, he had been gone a while.  Maybe she was looking in one of the nearby stores?  He quickly checked several stores in the area – no Mel!  He didn’t remember her saying anything about wanting to shop in any particular place or for any particular thing.  Where was she?  Had she gotten tired of waiting for him to come back?  Had she and Derek gone back to the truck and he had somehow missed them?

	He started making his way one more time back out to the truck, this time, keeping a closer watch on all the people around him.  But having to look closer at everyone else made him realize so much more how much people were noticing him – the fear of which only added to how hot and miserable he already was.

	At the very far end of the mall, Mel and Derek were just leaving the big department store there.  “This is where I brought Sissy on one of our more memorable trips here,” Mel told Derek.  “I had him wearing the most darling sissy dress and I made him stand right over there and perform for everybody passing by.”

	Derek, who had been enjoying forgetting about Sissy for a change, was forced to ask, “Are you planning on making him perform again today?”

	“No, not today.  At least not here.  Not till later tonight.  But that reminds me.  I’m having a little get together at my place tonight, and if you like you’re certainly invited.  Sissy will be cooking – and trust me, he’s a wonderful cook!”

	“I’m not sure if I’m glad he’s wonderful at anything,” Derek replied.  “Who’s going to be there?”

	“Just a few of my girlfriends.”

	“No thank you then,” Derek replied.  “It sounds too much like a hen party to me.  I’ll pass.”

	Mel chuckled softly.  “You may be right about the hen party.”  She got more serious.  “But since I am having people over later, I guess we better think about going home soon.  Sissy does still have to cook.”

	“The truck is at the other side of the mall.  The only way to go is that direction.”

	But just then, Mel noticed someone she recognized.  “Wait a second,” she said quickly.  “I’ll be right back.”  She hurried over to one of the benches and sat down next to the elderly gentleman there.  “Do you remember me?” she asked.

	“How could I forget that pretty face,” the man replied.  “Did you bring your… friend back today?”

	“Yes, but he’s somewhere else in the mall and I have to get him home soon.”  Mel continued to talk quietly with the man for a minute more.  Then he simply nodded and she got up and left. 

	“What was that all about?” Derek asked.

	“Just one of Sissy’s fans,” Mel explained. 

	The truck was empty.  No sign of Mel, no sign of Derek.  Chad was starting to get more frustrated now… and worried.  Where were they?  Once again he turned around and headed back into the mall.  He figured that some people he saw were starting to get awfully used to seeing him walking past.  He wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.

	Waddle, waddle, waddle, itch, itch, itch!  Where were they?  Waddle, waddle, itch, itch… oh, I’m peeing again!  Waddle, waddle, itch, itch, itch!  He wanted to rub at his itching so badly it was nearly driving him mad!  He dared not only because he figured it would draw even more attention to him, not to mention that it wouldn’t help.  But that didn’t stop him from wanting to scratch at it!   Waddle, waddle, waddle.  Itch, itch, itch!

	He searched as diligently as possible in most of the stores he passed without actually going into any of them.  The people all around him were still staring with disbelief at him.  Many of them still laughed.  Many of them pointed.  But many of them also gave him dirty looks and just moved further away from him.  He did his best to ignore all of them.  He couldn’t help the way he was dressed!  Just like he couldn’t help how horribly he itched!  Ugh!  Where were they?

	Once again he went briefly through the food court.  No Mel.  No Derek.  But just as he was going out again, he nearly ran right into them.  Finally!

	“Sissy!  Where have you been?” Mel asked.  “We’ve been looking all over for you!”

	Once again, Sissy led the way back toward Derek’s truck.  Only this time he was all too glad to move slower.  He had peed so much from his frustration and humiliation that the four diapers he was wearing were becoming much more difficult to walk, or waddle in.  Besides, he was hot and miserable from the stupid itchy wool sweater he was wearing.  He couldn’t wait to get home!

	As Derek and Mel followed behind Sissy, Derek noticed something strange.  “Is it my imagination, he asked, or is his diaper showing more than before.  And I’m sure he’s waking funnier.”

	Mel chuckled a bit.  “It should be showing more.  The inside diaper was soaked to begin with and the others have been swelling more and more each time he pees since I put them on him.  So he should be walking a bit funnier too.”

	“Shit!” Derek muttered.  “I haven’t even been to the bathroom once since I left home!”

	The outside door was in sight and not far away.  Chad headed straight for it as if it were a beacon to some kind of freedom.  Home!  And finally he would be able to get out of this miserable itchy sweater – he hoped!  At least he would no longer be out in public in his overly sexy outfit and drawing all too much attention!  But as usual, just when he thought things were finally starting to go somewhat his way, that’s when Mel said, “Wait just a minute!”

	Everybody stopped.  Mel dug into her purse and pulled out her cell phone.  “I want to take a picture of Sissy in that darling outfit!  Hold up your pretty purse Sissy so we can see it better.  Smile…”  With a click that couldn’t be heard in the crowded mall, Mel took his picture.  But before anyone could move, she decided she wanted one more.  “Wait a minute, wait a minute!” she exclaimed quickly.  “I want another one, this time with Sissy and me together!”  She handed the phone to Derek and walked up to stand next to Sissy.  “Curtsey, and hold it there for the picture,” she told him.  Then she stood a foot away and held her arms out toward Sissy as she were showing what she had created – which she was.

	Derek pushed the button to take the picture, but what he didn’t see was the look on Sissy’s face an instant before he took the picture.  He didn’t see it till after the picture had been taken.  “What’s wrong?” he asked, noting the look of shock and distress Sissy was exhibiting.

	But now that the picture had been taken, Sissy couldn’t move a muscle, not even enough to get out of his curtsey position. 

	“What?” Mel asked, now noticing the same thing.

	Chad’s mouth worked, but the only sound that came out was, “I…  I’m…  Uh…”

	“You’re?”  And then it dawned on her and she laughed.  “Well, I guess that’s one suppository we aren’t going to need today.”

	“What do you mean?” Derek asked.

	“He just messed his diaper.”

	 


Chapter 51 (Sunday – week 8 part 8 of 8)

	“Are you leaking yet?” Mel asked as she walked into the kitchen.

	Chad curtseyed.  “Not yet, Mistress,” he replied. 

	Mel glanced at the clock.  “Better hurry,” she told him before she walked out again.  The kitchen smelled good.  No, the whole house smelled good from his cooking.  It was starting to make her hungry.  But the girls would all be here soon and it looked like Sissy had everything in the kitchen under control. 

	He was going to be great tonight!  She just knew it.  The short little dress rehearsal they had finished a little while ago had gone better than expected – even though he was dancing in the unaccustomed toe-shoes and with the big tutu.  She had worked hard on his little ballet.  He had worked hard on it as well, hard enough that she was actually proud of him… not that she would tell him that.  This was going to be sooo good tonight!  The girls were going to love him! 

	She glanced back at the kitchen.  He was just picking up a pot off the stove and carrying it toward the sink.  He was wearing only the one diaper again, only this time, he had his maids dress on over it.  She knew the girls didn’t care for the maids dress, but she liked it.  Besides, they were going to love his ballet outfit later, so the contrast would be that much more startling! 

	Someone knocked at the door.  She started to call for Sissy to get it, but he was busy pouring water out of the pot without letting the vegetables get away.  He was looking at her slightly panicked.  “Don’t worry,” she said.  “I’ll get it.”  She went to the door and opened it.

	“Hi Mel,” Andrea said with a huge smile on her face.

	“Andrea!  Come on in!”

	“It smells good in here.”

	“Doesn’t it?”

	Chad wiped the sweat off his forehead.  It had been a while since he had actually cooked anything so he had more or less gone all out tonight.  Diet cooking?  Well, he wasn’t about to tell anyone that some of this probably wasn’t on their diets.  He doubted any of them were overly worried about their weight anyway. 

	Someone knocked on the door again.  “Sissy, get that!” Mel called from the living room.

	Chad hurried out to the door figuring it had to be Sandy.  He well remembered the last time he had opened this door though figuring it was Sandy there.  His whole world had turned around in an instant the moment he spotted Derek instead.  But at least this time he was attired more properly in his maid’s uniform instead of just in his diapers.  He opened the door and was relieved to see Sandy and Cassie.  He curtseyed and greeted them.

	Sandy stepped cautiously over the threshold.  “Is it safe to come in?” she asked tentatively. 

	Mel laughed from her chair.  “Safe enough!”

	Relieved Sandy headed for the living room with Cassie right behind.

	Sandy looked around.  No sign of any man – especially if you didn’t count Sissy.  “What happened?” she asked.  “That was Derek this morning, wasn’t it?  I can’t tell you how shocked I was to see him.”

	“Not half as shocked as I was,” Mel replied. 

	“And Sissy looks to be in one piece, so I guess things went fairly well?  What the heck happened?”

	“Well…  Things were kind of hairy for a bit.  Really hairy!  But believe it or not, we all went out for a day at the mall together.  And what a trip…”

	Chad left the women to talk.  He still had dinner to finish.  He glanced at the clock, ten minutes left before his leaking deadline!  He was close, very close.  He should be leaking any minute now – he hoped.  The problem was that some diapers were more stubborn than others.  He grabbed a fresh baby bottle from the refrigerator and started drinking just to help things along.  The bottle was one of the new ones that Mel had filled that afternoon so it was still fairly warm.  He didn’t care.  He just needed to be leaking sooner rather than later.

	The food was ready now.  All that remained was to dish it out on the plates and call everybody to the table.  Between quick chugs from his bottle, he started dishing everything out, all the time trying to will himself to leak… leak… leak!

	And then the last of what he needed to do was done.  Dinner was ready.  He looked up at the clock again.  Two minutes left!  Before calling them in, he took one last desperate chug from his bottle, and felt himself peeing again… good!  And before he could open his mouth to call the women, there it was – the tiny little tickle of a leak.  Excitement and relief filled him.

	He curtseyed, even though none of them were looking at him.  “Mistress,” he called excitedly.  “I just started leaking… and dinner is all ready.”

	Mel blinked.  “At the same time?”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “The same time.  Just now.”

	“Figures!” Mel muttered.  “And I’m hungry too!”

	“I’ll change him if you like,” Cassie offered.  “I don’t mind.”

	“Go for it,” Mel offered.

	“Mind if I watch?” Andrea asked.

	Two minutes later, Chad was lying on his back on the living room floor with his skirt pulled up high out of the way.  Cassie yanked the soggy diaper out from under him and quickly inserted the new one and pulled it up over top of him before he could pee all over everything. 

	“He’s still wearing that contraption,” Andrea noted. 

	“It’s still there,” Cassie replied.  Cautiously, she pulled the front of his diaper down a bit so Andrea could see it better. 

	“My, he’s so… small inside there.”

	Cassie nodded, I almost think it gets a little bit smaller every day.  I know it doesn’t really, but sometimes it looks that way.”

	Andrea giggled.  “It’s hard to believe it could have been so much bigger.  I mean… it is so small.”

	“Well…”  Cassie looked right into Sissy’s eyes as she answered.  “To tell the truth, from what I remember, there was hardly much there to begin with!”

	Andrea just giggled as Cassie pulled his diaper up again and taped it firmly into place.

	As Cassie and Andrea sat down at the table, Sissy was banished to his perch in the corner with another baby bottle.  He could hear the women laughing – no doubt at him, but while he could somewhat hear their voices, he couldn’t make out much of what they were saying.  He gave up trying to listen and concentrated on his bottle instead.  Leaning his head back to drink the thing was difficult and the sooner he finished it the sooner he could relax more… his neck anyway.  The darn perch he was stuck on hurt his toes, ankles and calves horribly. 

	Dinner was great, but everyone hardly noticed what they were eating, they were more intent on the stories that were being told – about Sissy.  Sandy had just finished telling everybody about what happened the night before and the giggling had been rampant through all of it.

	“So what time did you finally get home?” Mel asked.  “I know I fell asleep before that.”

	“Late!” Cassie replied instead of Sandy.  “Very late!”

	“Well, I guess that explains why he was so tired this morning,” Mel replied.  “And you should have seen how soaked he was.  I mean, not just his diapers, but his baby doll, his bedding – everything!  Totally soaked!  How many bottles did you feed him?

	Sandy shook her head.  “I have no idea.  When we ran out, we had Greta refilling them for us.  A few of them she even filled with beer!”

	Mel laughed.  “He hates beer!”

	“I know!  The last one he fussed about crazily because he didn’t want to drink it.  That is, till someone from the crowd came up and offered to feed it to him directly… which she did!  It was hysterical!”

	“It sounds like it,” Mel agreed. 

	“Oh!  That reminds me,” Cassie interrupted.  “He was overly soaked when I changed him on Friday!  I mean, really overly soaked!  If it wasn’t for his plastic panties holding everything in, he would have been a major mess then too.  We really need to think about that for next week.  He seems to be wetting so much now that just changing him once at lunchtime isn’t working.”

	Cassie had taken a bit of the fun out of the evening for Mel, but not really very much.  She did need to come up with a solution.  “Well…  I supposed it might help if I send him to work in three diapers instead of only two.  Three used to get him through the night.  I would think it would at least get him through the morning.”

	Cassie nodded.  “Sounds good to me.  And I’ll make sure he leaves the gym wearing three to get him through the rest of the day.”

	Sandy giggled.  “He’ll be waddling a lot more noticeably from now on, even when he tries not to!”

	When dinner was over, the women got up from the table to look at pictures while Sissy was moved to his highchair with an extra-large helping of baby food to eat.  But he was hungry so he enjoyed his dinner more than usual.  Especially since he got to sit down for a change and ease his aching toes and legs.  For the first minute or two he made more of a mess than he had been making lately as he hurried to shovel the food into his mouth, but as his hunger started to slack off, he slowed down and “tried” to enjoy what he was eating.  There wasn’t much taste to any of it and there certainly wasn’t anything at all to chew.  But at least it was something other than the liquid from his bottles to swallow.  Which wasn’t saying much!

	When he was finished eating and had finished another baby bottle, Mel cleaned him up and excused herself while she took him into the bedroom.  It was time to get him ready for tonight’s entertainment.

	His maid’s uniform came off quickly.  Just to make sure there would be no chance of him leaking during his performance, she added the extra protection of his plastic panties.  Then she handed him his pink tights to pull on.  With every little action he made getting dressed, every little item he added, she seemed to get more and more excited, not just because he would be performing soon, but her sexual excitement grew too.  Slowly, he was becoming what she had once been – a little girl in a pretty pink ballet costume, performing a wonderful ballet for an audience of appreciative people. 

	She wondered if he felt the same thrill she had once felt.  But somehow, she knew he didn’t.  Such a pity.  It was a special feeling… a special time in her life.  And she had repeated it every year till she had graduated from High School.  She had always felt so pretty when she danced, so special.  And her mother and father had been there every time cheering her on and praising her lavishly. 

	Her mother and father.  How she missed them.  How she missed her old life.  But they were gone now.  Forever.  She was making it on her own, just as she had sworn to herself over and over again growing up that she would.  But that didn’t mean she had to miss them any less. 

	With a shake of her head she tore herself away from the painful memories and once again tried to see the little girl in Sissy.  It was hard, but she thought she just might see it.  Just a tiny spark.  But it was certainly there.  Could he appreciate this at all?  Or was it just another humiliation for him?  A humiliation for sure, she knew that, but did he feel anything else?  Anything?

	Chad sat down on the floor and pulled the weird ballet shoes onto his feet.  Mel would have to tie the ribbons for him.  Evidently there was an exact method of doing it and he still had no clue what that was.  He watched carefully as she set about it, wrapping each one just so, but he didn’t see anything all that special about it.

	Of all the horrible humiliations Mel had put him through, this little ballet was the strangest, and oddly the least horrible.  For one thing, only Sandy, Cassie, and Andrea were out there.  All friends.  Even he thought of them as friends.  And then there was the other thing, the fact that this dance that Mel had taught him, didn’t really feel all that humiliating.  For some reason, Mel had seemed to make it serious.  Artistic.  Well, as artistic as a guy wearing a silly pink ballet costume, trying to dance like a little girl could make it.  Talk about dumb.  He would have thought Mel would make it much more humiliating, but there was no way he was going to suggest such a thing.  Mel had tried to teach him… seriously, so he would do his best to dance as well as she had taught him.  For her.  In appreciation.  In appreciation of her and all she was doing for him… and to him… and especially for not making this dumb dance be silly. 

	He stepped into the huge flat tutu and let Mel pull it up so she could fasten it.  The crazy thing made dancing so much different.  He couldn’t see his feet.  His arms kept hitting it.  It was a nightmare!  It was… heaven!  And finally, Mel carefully pinned the tiara on top of his head, putting so many bobby pins in it that it would never fall out!  He was ready… physically.  He guessed emotionally too.  He was ready to get this little performance over with.  He still had dishes to do!

	Mel briefly kissed his head as if he were a child.  Her child… her daughter.  She never had a child of her own and likely never would, so in a way, he was her child.  For now at least.  How many times had her mother helped dress her for a performance – before High School anyway.  How many times had she kissed her head and wished her luck?  “Good luck, Sissy,” she whispered.  “I know you’ll be great!”  Just as her mother had said… so many times.  Her excitement growing, she nearly ran out of the bedroom. 

	She ran out to the living room and stood in the large clear area where Sissy would be dancing.  She immediately had everyone’s attention.  With a huge excited smile, she half bowed, half curtseyed.  “Ladies…  We present for your entertainment tonight, the prettiest little ballet you could imagine.  Choreographed by… me.  Performed by… Sissy.”  The three women in the audience clapped with delight.  “And now, from Mel’s school of ballet, our prima ballerina for this evening… Sissy!”  As her friends all applauded again, Mel quickly hit the start button on her stereo and ran around the furniture to watch from the other side of the room. 

	The opening strains of the music resounded through the room.  Sissy appeared in the bedroom doorway and curtseyed just as Mel had taught him – which was a bit different than how he usually did.  Much more refined.  Much more feminine.  Andrea applauded.  Sandy yelled, “Woo-hoo!”   And Cassie whistled. 

	The music transitioned from the introduction into the main melody, and Sissy launched into the dance routine as he had been taught.  Since Mel had tried so hard to teach him seriously, he tried hard to perform exactly the way she wanted.  He only hoped he was achieving half the grace that Mel had tried to instill in him.  There wasn’t a single part of his body that he didn’t move.  Not a single part that he didn’t use to try to relate the story he was trying to tell.  Dance involved every body part, every muscle, every facial expression.  So many things. 

	The music transitioned to a slower theme, and so did he, now trying to portray yearning and love.  All his movements though were those of a female role, nothing at all the least bit masculine. 

	The slower music didn’t last long and soon he was moving faster than ever before.  Spinning, leaping, all in the tight confines of Mel’s living room.  And as the final strains of the music sounded, his dance automatically led once again into a deep final curtsey. 

	It was over.  He had done his best.  But would Mel approve?  Wild clapping greeted his ears.  He stood up and looked, but the only wild clapping was coming from Mel.  The others joined her ovation, but obviously half-heartedly.  But Mel at least was totally thrilled with what he had done.  That much was a huge relief!

	Mel ran back around to where Sissy was, obviously excited.  She grabbed Sissy’s arm and bowed while a confused Sissy tried to follow her lead and again did the same ballet curtsey that Mel had taught him.  Mel straightened up again and finally noticed that the faces of her friends didn’t look very enthusiastic.  “What’s wrong?” she asked.

	“That was it?” Sandy asked.  “That was what all the big hype was about?”

	“What do you mean?  Of course that was it.  He was great!  Didn’t you see how well he danced?”

	Sandy said nothing, but the look on her face told Mel that she didn’t really get it.  Mel looked to Andrea who just shrugged apologetically.  Finally she looked at Cassie.

	“I’m sorry,” Cassie said, “but I just think it’s… boring!”

	“But you don’t like ballet,” Mel replied.  “I think he’s cute.  And he really did it very well!”

	“I’m sorry,” Sandy chimed in, “but I’m with Cassie.  Boring, boring, boring!  I appreciate what you’re trying to do with him, but really, who’d what to watch?  I didn’t find it interesting at all.”

	Mel was fairly crestfallen.  “So you didn’t like it either?”

	“Sorry Mel, I really am!  I think it needs to be more… interesting.  Him too!”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, can’t you do something more with his costume to make it more…  I don’t know… like I said, interesting?”

	“Like what?”

	“Well…”  Sandy paused for a moment.  “Do you really want to know?”

	Mel wasn’t so sure she wanted to know.  Especially knowing Sandy and the things she liked about Sissy.  “You might as well tell me.”

	“Okay.  First of all, I think most of his costume is perfect.  I mean, I love the pink and white leotard and tights.  And that crazy huge tutu thing is great.  But ditch the tiara!  You can do better.”

	“Better?  I thought the tiara was pretty.”

	“Oh, it is, but I was thinking of something else.”

	“What?”

	Instead of replying, Sandy got up and headed for Mel’s computer.  Mel turned to Sissy.  “Go get your uniform on again.  The kitchen still needs cleaning.”  She waited till he had disappeared and the bedroom door had been closed behind him.  Then she followed Sandy of to her computer.  Cassie and Andrea followed right behind.

	Sandy opened up Mel’s internet browser.  She typed in a search command and went to a website to bring up the item she had in mind.  “That!” she finally said.  “Instead of that tiara, I think that would be perfect!”

	Mel and Cassie both looked at the item Sandy had found.  Cassie started laughing. 

	Mel had to admit, it did look like it would work, but…  “But if we go with that, then it changes… everything!”

	“That’s the idea!  Now you have to admit, with some more “appropriate” music, and perhaps one or two little other changes, then you’d have something really interesting for people to watch.”

	“What other little things?”

	Sandy spoke softly so that even if the bedroom door had been open, Sissy wouldn’t have been able to hear.  Mel’s eyes suddenly bulged wide.  Despite that fact that it was nothing like what she wanted to do, she couldn’t help but exclaim, “God!  I love it!”

	Cassie’s eyes were wide with shock.  “Oh my!” she said as she started laughing.  “Now that’s going to be something I can’t wait to see!”

	In the bedroom, Chad knew they were probably scheming something horrible for him.  He just hoped it wouldn’t be too horrible.  And he was grateful that just this one time he had gotten away with something that wasn’t too humiliating at all.  He somehow doubted that his luck as far as that was concerned would hold.

	Much later that night, Chad laid on Mel’s bed while she prepared to diaper him for the night.  She quickly removed the soggy, leaking diaper he had been wearing and slid three of his super thick cloth diapers under him instead.  She pulled the top one up over his chastity device just in case he lost control again. 

	With more deliberateness than ever before, she picked up the jar of suppositories and held it where he could see it.  When he tried to move his head away and not look at it, she moved the jar so it was right in front of his eyes, then she slowly brought it back, bringing his eyes with it.  She unscrewed the lid and pulled one of the little pills out.  She held it up between her fingers and examined it closely, knowing that his eyes were fixed on it too.  Then she raised his legs up high and shoved it as far up inside of him as she could.  She quickly lowered his legs and brought the diapers up over him again since he was peeing a bit.  As usual, putting the pins in the super thick diapers was a major chore, but also as usual, she finally managed it.  His plastic panties came next… and he was ready.

	She picked up the suppository jar and held it in her hands while he got up off of her bed.  He curtseyed and said goodnight.  “Good night, Sissy,” she replied.  She watched him leave and listened as he got his things and the apartment door finally closed behind him.  The apartment suddenly felt quieter.  Emptier.  Lonelier. 

	She looked down again at the suppository jar in her hands and clearly remembered looking at the pill.  Just as clearly, she remembered pushing it up inside of him.  Hopefully, he would never know… never find out.  It was the last suppository she would ever give him.  The rest was all up to him now.

	“Good night, Sissy,” she whispered into the quiet lonely room.  “Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 1 of 8)

	Worry and confusion reigned supreme in her dreams.  Over and over again she labored hard to build herself a home, only to have either Derek or Ray come by and knock it down again, ruining everything she had worked so hard for.  But still she tried again and again to create what she so desperately wanted. 

	First she built a home for herself and Sissy, only to have Derek come by and angrily smash it all.  Then the next time it was Ray who ruined it.  After that, it was Derek again. 

	In her despair, she made a deal with Derek, she would build the home for herself and him – not with Sissy, not with Ray.  But once the house was finished, Ray showed up like an angry rampaging monster and totally destroyed everything.  All because she had built her home for herself and Derek and not for herself and him. 

	In her fear, she threw Derek out and made a different deal with Ray and built the home with him instead, but then Derek was back, angrier than ever and destroyed everything just as Ray had done.

	Finally, she tried making an alliance with both Derek and Ray together.  It was a very uneasy alliance, one that fed the hatred between them.  Derek and Ray fought constantly, always doing major damage to her house each time.  She lived in fear of both of them and it was all she could do to keep them from tearing each other apart. 

	And then Sissy showed up.  There was just something about him that she wanted to have close to her – something kinder, something calmer.  But Sissy’s presence enraged both Derek and Ray to the point where they both totally destroyed the entire house again.  Only then, did she realize that Sissy knew it would happen all along.  While he didn’t have the brute strength to destroy anything, he had been intelligent enough to make them do the dirty work for him. 

	And once the house was destroyed again, Sissy left her!  Coldly.  Without even looking back.  Because she knew she had deserved what she had gotten.

	She was filled with despair.  Each of them wanted her for themselves, yet she wanted all of them together.  And there was no way she could have more than one at the same time.  And in the end, she wound up with no one.  She was alone.  Alone enough that she wouldn’t even consider building the house for just herself. 

	It was in that feeling of total despair that she finally realized her alarm was buzzing.  The total despair ended as she opened her eyes to wakefulness, but bits of the feeling remained.  It took her a minute before she could bring herself to turn her alarm off.  Two more minutes before she could bring herself to sit up on the side of her bed.  She looked at her clock.  She had set it last night to give herself ten minutes more this morning so she could feed Sissy a larger breakfast, and already she had wasted more than half of it.  Feeling worse than ever, she forced herself to her feet and grabbed her robe.  It was more out of desperation than anything else that she made her way out to her coffee pot to get that started. 

	She couldn’t do anything till she got some coffee in her.  Not anything.  Just a sip of the coffee would do.  Soon now, Sissy would be there every morning with it already made, fresh and ready.  That first sip would be delivered to her instantly while she was still in bed.  Very soon now… very soon… very…  Of course, she did have to win the bet first.  The stupid bet!  Five minutes!  Five damn minutes still stood between her and what she wanted!  Five impossible minutes!  How the heck was she supposed to overcome that? 

	Ugh!  What a lousy way to wake up!

	One minute there was blissful silence, the next he was panicked out of his wits as the loud blaring music seemed like it would break the walls apart.  He moved as fast as his panicked body could move to roll off of his blow-up mattress and get to his knees where he could slap at the button to turn his pink alarm clock off.  Relief filled his body as the room was suddenly emptied of sound. 

	But the jarring music has done its job and jarred his brain into a working state.  The first thing he noticed was that he was dry.  Totally dry.  Not dry inside his diapers – not by any means, but dry on the outside.  Yesterday when he had gotten up, his bedding had been soaked.  Terribly soaked!  But today, everything was as dry as it should be.  That much was a relief! 

	However…  The horribly thick cloth diapers he was wearing were miserably bloated and heavy… and messy, just like they always were every morning.  He was still amazed that he could sleep through it all and never notice what was going on. 

	Next, his brain registered that his breast forms were once again glued on and were hanging from the bra he wore to help support them every night.  It had been pleasurable to not have them for the past two nights.  So as far as he could tell, things were once again back to normal.

	With a yawn, he started waddling his way out toward his kitchen to see if she had left him her usual note.  He was glad to see the note right where it should be.  He read it half-heartedly… most of it.  Most of it was the usual – three baby bottles before he got cleaned up… yata, yata, yata…  And then there was one last line added:  “From now on you will wear three diapers to work instead of two!” 

	Three!  He immediately began thinking about how much thicker three diapers were. Two were comfortable.  Perfect in fact.  He felt much more secure with two diapers than with one.  And two diapers didn’t add all that much more bulk around his backside.  But three!  Three would definitely make a difference.  Not only would they possibly show more, but just thinking about it, he could almost feel the bulk restricting his walking!  Three! 

	Mildly upset over the matter, he grabbed the three baby bottles out of his refrigerator and carried them to his one solitarily piece of real furniture – the chair stuck facing his wall of shaming pictures in his living room.

	It took time for Chad to sit and drink three baby bottles – two of which held Mel’s lousy green tea mixture and the third was filled with apple juice – a pleasant change.  It also took time for him to shave his face afterwards.  More time was needed for him to remove the thick and messy diapers he was wearing and to temporarily deal with them.  He dared not go more than a few seconds without some kind of protection anymore since there was way too much chance he would start peeing all over the place before he knew he was even doing it.  As fast as he could, he jumped into his shower, which also took time.  More so because he had to thoroughly clean his messy backend along with washing his hair and shaving all the stray hairs from his body. 

	The second he stepped out of his shower, he made a mad dash to get the first of his three diapers on.  He almost breathed a sigh of relief as soon as he simply held the first one in place so no harm could be done if he did start peeing.  The second and third diapers followed quickly, although each one seemed to take more and more time to get into place and to tape firmly so they wouldn’t come apart.  He immediately noticed the added bulk of the third diaper between his legs.  Not a major problem since he had dealt with it many times before, but still, it was something he was going to have to get used to more often now.  After basically, after spending all weekend in only one thin diaper, the three diapers now felt strange… but he was glad to have them.  At least he was no longer on any kind of time limit for them to be leaking.  Not until tonight at least.  And of course, as he was thinking about the added bulk between his legs, his body added yet more bulk as it let loose another bit of pee.  Well, dry diapers never stayed that way for long anymore.  He was lucky now if he could get them fastened before they got wet.

	He pulled on his plastic panties for extra protection, then he added his waist cincher and his all-in-one girdle over top of that.  Only then did he take the time to thoroughly deal with his messy diapers from last night.  And cloth diapers couldn’t be just thrown away like he usually was able to do.  Since Mel had rendered his toilet useless with her layers of plastic wrap, he had to rinse them in the tub to get most of the mess off of them before sticking them in a plastic bag to wash later – whenever Mel allowed him to take care of them. 

	His hair had to come next.  The blow dryer first, followed by the curling iron.  It took a lot of time to get it all just right.  And then more time was required to do his makeup properly. 

	Finally he was able to finish getting dressed.  He stared at the clothes in his closet – only women’s clothes.  All Mel had left him.  But what to wear?  He finally chose an outfit with a fairly full skirt so that he didn’t have to worry about the added bulk of his three diapers being too obvious.  Pantyhose, the skirt, and a colorful top all went over his all-in-one girdle.  His wooden necklace, and bracelet.  The blue studs in his ears.  The pink ring on his finger.  And his women’s watch on his other wrist. 

	A quick check in the mirror to make sure everything was as it should be.  Then he grabbed another empty plastic bag and put his three empty bottles from last night into it along with his three empty bottles from this morning.  He removed his wallet and keys from his new little girl sissy purse and stuffed them into his regular one.  He felt much more comfortable with that one as he hung it over his shoulder.  He grabbed his diaper bag… and headed out his door.  Off to Mel’s apartment first, then off to work – dressed as a woman!  His usual weekday routine. 

	He knocked on Mel’s door and waited till she opened it.  He curtseyed and said “Good morning Mistress,” in his silly lisping sissy voice.

	“Good morning Sissy,” Mel replied as she always did before she stepped back out of the way and let him enter.  She started looking him over immediately while he was still setting his purse and diaper bag on the floor under her little table by the door.  She looked him over more carefully when he stood up, waiting for her inspection.  “Are you wearing three diapers like you’re supposed to?” she asked him.

	He curtseyed.  “Yeth Mithdweth,” Chad’s sissy voice replied. 

	“Good!  Go get up in your highchair now.  I’ve made you a larger breakfast than usual since you haven’t been eating as much lately.”

	Chad hurried to his highchair.  More breakfast!  He wasn’t surprised, but he was still disappointed as soon as he realized that Mel had only made a larger batch of the same lousy tasting baby cereal she gave him every day.  Eggs and ham, or biscuits, or sausage, or… anything normal would have been really nice.  But still, he was hungry, so he supposed he should be grateful.  Two minutes later, he was locked into his highchair behind the large tray, his bib was tied in place, and he was spooning baby food into his mouth with a tiny baby spoon.  His fourth baby bottle of the morning was on his tray as well.  Four bottles before he went to work!  It was no wonder his diapers were so wet already. 

	While Sissy was busy eating, Mel pulled all the empty baby bottles out of his diaper bag.  She usually put three back in every morning.  Last Friday she had put in four.  But today, she put six in it.  She was hoping that the extra bottles would encourage Robin to make sure he kept drinking all day.  She made sure he had plenty of extra diapers and an extra pair of plastic panties.  Then on top of it all she added the t-shirt and bib Sissy had washed over the weekend.  Finally, she added the multi-colored bow she had bought at the mall yesterday.  His diaper bag was ready.  Now she just needed him to finish eating.

	Chad was running a bit late as he pulled into his parking space, but only by a few minutes.  Not enough to even worry about – except for Robin.  He was sure that the fault was in the fact that Mel had cooked him a double portion of the baby cereal that he had to manage to get down.  But Robin had demanded that he greet her every morning when she came in.  And if he was late, then there was more of a chance that she would already be there.  What then? 

	He grabbed not only his purse, but his diaper bag out of his car too before he hurried into the building.  Was Robin there already?  As he turned down the hallway where their cubicles were, he saw nothing to indicate either way if she was there or not.  Worry about Robin being mad at him for being late made him hurry straight past his own cubicle to check hers.  And there she was, her back to him as she reached for the button to boot up her computer.

	Robin turned around as she heard someone behind her.  Sissy!  “It’s about time you got here.”

	With his diaper bag and purse still slung over his shoulders, Chad curtseyed and said in his sissy voice, “Sorry, Robin.  Mel kept me a bit longer this morning.”

	But Robin only stared at him as if expecting something more. 

	Not knowing what else to do, Chad curtseyed again and said, “Good morning Robin.”

	But still Robin only stared at him… waiting.

	Chad was confused.  What did she want?  What was he supposed to do?  Anything?  Could he move now?  Could he go back to his desk?

	“Obviously you’re a slow learner,” Robin finally said.  “Are you done speaking to me?”

	Chad curtseyed before lisping his one word answer.  “Yes.”

	And again Robin only stared at him for a while as if waiting for something else.  Robin finally sighed.  “I expect you to curtsey whenever you’re finished speaking!” she finally told him.  “How else am I supposed to know when you’re done spouting nonsense out of your mouth?”

	Oh!  He had forgotten!  Mel didn’t require him to curtsey both before and after he said anything.  Doing it just before was bad enough!

	Robin stood up and grabbed his diaper bag from him and dropped it on top of her desk.  “Since you can’t seem to remember, back up into the hallway and start practicing.  You can say good morning to me… over and over again.”  Without another look at him, she opened his diaper bag.  But before she could really look in it, she realized that he hadn’t moved yet.  “What are you waiting for?” she asked, totally annoyed with him.  “Do you need something else to help you remember?”  Chad started to back out of her cubicle, but he didn’t get very far before she said, “Stop!” 

	He stopped, wondering what she wanted from him now.

	“Before you start practicing, take that skirt off.  Maybe running around without it for a while will help jog your memory and motivate you a bit better.”

	Take his skirt off?  She couldn’t be serious!  But the look on her waiting face told him she was very serious.

	“Do you need to remove anything else too to get you moving?” she asked since he hadn’t moved yet.

	Not wanting to make things any worse, Chad reluctantly removed his skirt.  Robin held out her hand and he gave it to her.

	“Now go out into the hallway there and practice curtseying before and after you say anything.  I’ll let you know when you can stop.”

	Without his skirt now, Chad carefully checked the hallway before he left the cover of Robin’s cubicle.  Nobody was in sight as usual.  Quickly, as if it would make his practicing get over with faster, he stepped out into the middle of the hallway and turned around to face her.  She didn’t seem to be paying the least bit of attention to him.  She was looking through his diaper bag instead.  He couldn’t believe how naked he felt without that skirt!  He pulled the strap of his purse that was still slung over his shoulder up more so it wouldn’t fall off.  He curtseyed.  “Good morning, Robin,” he said in his sissy voice.  Then he curtseyed again.  He realized he was peeing again, but he didn’t know if it was from fright, or humiliation, or because he simply still had way too much liquid in his system.  He paused only a moment before glancing up and down the hallway again and launching into the routine again.

	Robin purposely didn’t look at him.  It was bad enough that he had shown up to work today looking more “normal” than ever.  Or maybe it was more like a real woman than ever.  When he looked like that, it was hard to believe what a stupid sissy he really was.  It was the little things like his curtseying and his stupid sissy voice that helped to remind her of how she needed to deal with him.  She preferred the more visible reminders when she was able to dress him… differently.  More childishly.  Dress him more like the way he acted! 

	She pulled the hair bow out of his diaper bag and took a good look at it.  It was all different colored ribbons rounded over on top of each other, almost forming a complete ball on top.  Long streamers of the ribbons hung down from it at the back.  It was really very pretty.  Not something most women would wear, but it would be very pretty on a little girl.  The multi-color ribbons would probably go with almost anything too.  She set the bow aside and pulled out the bib and t-shirt she had sent home for him to wash.  They were both clean and neatly folded.  Good!  Those she set aside as well for later.  She also noted the extra number of baby bottles Mel had put in the bag today.  Well, that was no problem too.

	She really wanted to take his regular clothes off of him now, but it was too early in the day.  She was too afraid to do even that much yet.  She could hear his voice droning on in the background.  She glanced at him.  She had made him take his skirt off.  Did she have the courage to make him take everything else off this early too?  No.  Not yet.  But the skirt alone should be reminder enough for him.  If not… 

	She closed his diaper bag again.  “Okay Sissy.  Go get some work done.”

	Chad curtseyed one more time.  Could he get his skirt now?  Instead of going to his cubicle, he went back into hers. 

	“What?” Robin asked. 

	Chad curtseyed and pointed at his skirt.  “My skirt…”  Then he curtseyed again.

	“No!”  But when Chad had pointed to his skirt, Robin had noticed something else.  “Let me see your nails.”

	There was simply no way to get past the embarrassment of his fingernails.  Bashfully, he slowly stuck one of his hands out so she could see. 

	Robin read the word “SISSY” spelled out on his nails and almost cracked up laughing.  “And the other one?” she asked.  Slowly, Chad stuck his other hand out too.  “I love it!” Robin declared with obvious delight.  “Just the perfect thing for… you!”  With a laugh, she said, “Now get lost!”

	More nervous than ever, Chad went to his own cubicle and booted up his computer.  He prayed that nobody would stop by this morning.  How would he explain not having a skirt on?

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 2 of 8)

	The minute Mel walked through the door to her office, she was accosted by Andrea.  “Harry Feinbaum has called twice for you already.  He wants you to call him back immediately!”

	Mel stopped in shock.  “Harry Feinbaum?  Old Man Feinbaum?  Not Dick?”

	Andrea nodded.  “Harry!”

	“Damn!  As if my day hasn’t started off bad enough already.  Okay, thanks Andrea.  I’ll call him right away.”  As Mel trudged back to her office, her mind continually tried to figure out who in her client list would have attracted the attention of Harry Feinbaum!  She dumped her purse and laptop bag on her desk, looked up the number of what was arguably the biggest and most prestigious law firm in that part of the country, and dialed.  She spoke briefly to a receptionist before being put on hold till “Old Man” Feinbaum could come to the phone.  While she was waiting, she pulled her laptop out and turned it on. 

	She didn’t have to wait very long till Harry Feinbaum himself finally answered her call.  “Mel!  How have you been?”

	“Fine, Mr. Feinbaum.  How about yourself?”

	“Doing fine, Mel.  Just fine.”

	“And Dick… and his family?” she asked.

	“All fine too.  The kids are growing too fast though.  But it’s nice to have grandkids around once in a while.  How about you?  Any kids yet?”

	“No, Mr. Feinbaum.  I’m not married yet.”

	“Shame,” Harry replied.  “Family is important!  Any prospects though?”

	Mel really wished they could get past this friendly bit.  “Um…  Let’s just say I’m working on things.”

	“Well, good luck with it.  Like I said, family is important.  Your father knew that.  He was a good man, good lawyer too.  I miss him.”

	“So do I Mr. Feinbaum.  So do I.  Um… not to cut this short, but what can I do for you?”

	“Mel, are you familiar with Sunshine Corporation and Green Growers United?”

	“I’ve heard of them.  But I couldn’t tell you much about them.  I know they’re big though.”

	“Very big!” Harry replied.  “Sunshine is buying Green Growers.”

	She knew that mergers of this type were the main staple of what Feinbaum’s firm handled.  “So?  What does this have to do with me?  As far as I know, I don’t represent anyone that works for either group.”

	Harry was confused.  “Represent?”  But his confusion only lasted a moment.  “No Mel, you don’t understand.  We’re representing Green Growers in this.  We’re not interested in any individuals not on the boards of directors.”

	“So let me get this straight, you’re not pressing any kind of action against one of my clients?”

	“Action?  No, of course not!”

	Mel was relieved.  “Then what can I do for you?”

	“I’m looking for your help.”

	“My help?  With the merger?”

	“Exactly!  Our contract man quit very suddenly last night, leaving us in the lurch so to speak.  Your father always said you were great with contracts, and Dick threw your name out as a possible alternative.”

	“But Mr. Feinbaum, I’m sure your firm has any number of contract specialists right there that you can choose from.”

	“We do, but I’d like somebody fresh on this one.  Mel, I don’t have to tell you what the fees would be for something like this.  This merger is worth billions!”

	Billions!  But that was it in a nutshell.  That was the real reason he was calling in someone from the outside.  He needed a patsy… a fall guy... just in case something went wrong.  And if it did, her reputation as a lawyer would be pretty much ruined.  “And when is this thing supposed to take place?” Mel asked.

	“We’re to the point where we’re sure we can finalize it the beginning of next week.”

	“Next week!  And you’re calling me in now?  That’s ridiculous!”

	“Sorry, Mel.  Like I said, our guy quit quite suddenly last night.”

	“Ugh!” Mel grunted.  “There can’t be much left to do.”

	“Not a lot.  Just a few pesky little details.  Can you be in our offices by ten?”

	“Today?”

	“Of course.  You need to get up to speed fast.”

	That was an understatement.  “But I’ve got clients!”

	“I’m sure it wouldn’t be the first time you had to rearrange your schedule.”

	Ugh!  If it had been anyone else, she would have declined immediately.  But the first thing her daddy had taught her when she came to work here, was that you “never” say no to Old Man Feinbaum!  “Okay,” she replied reluctantly.  “I’ll be there.” 

	She hung up the phone.  Damn!  And next week she had cleared her schedule just so she could devote it all to Sissy and winning the bet!  A distraction like this was the last thing she needed!  And what a distraction it was.  Huge! 

	She picked up the phone again and punched Andrea’s number.  “Andrea, better clear the decks.  We got trouble in River City!”

	Chad had been working for almost an hour when he heard Robin calling him.  “Sissy.  Get over here.”

	Quickly, Chad got up and went over to her cubicle where he curtseyed.  “You called?”  He curtseyed again.

	“Of course I called!” Robin replied.  She looked at him.  Not wearing the skirt helped a lot.  He looked much more stupid without it.  She pulled one of the baby bottles out of his diaper bag and handed it to him.  Then she pointed at the floor.  “Drink!”  It was all she needed to say.  As he was getting down on the floor, her eyes happened to glance at the hair bow.  She was tempted to put it in his hair right then.  It would be something she could get away with.  But she decided against it… for now.

	Chad wasn’t happy about having to drink another bottle already.  And this was his fifth one of the morning – already.  He had so much liquid in his system still that he hadn’t even started to try to hold back.  And now Robin was making him drink another one?  Between her and Mel they were making things impossible for him!

	He suddenly realized that he had been peeing again.  He had almost missed it because he was too preoccupied with thinking about other things.  He knew he wasn’t always noticing any more when he did pee, especially when his diapers were already wet, which was ninety nine percent of the time.  Peeing automatically was becoming way too much of a habit!  He decided then and there that he would have to try to hold back more now, despite how much liquid was still in his system.  The only problem was, that he had just finished peeing, so he didn’t have any need to go again, and no need to hold back just yet.  He only hoped he would notice before the next time he had to pee.

	When he finished his bottle, Robin sent him straight back to work again – still without his skirt.

	Mel was lost… mentally.  She was sitting in the richly appointed meeting room at Feinbaum’s offices along with a large team of obviously powerful lawyers.  All men.  All wearing beautifully tailored expensive suits.  She felt like a fish out of water – totally!  She had a mountain of paperwork on the table in front of her.  Two bigger mountains on the floor behind her.  How was she supposed to get caught up before the beginning of next week?

	Harry Feinbaum was sitting in the chair at the head of the table, but it was his son Dick who seemed to be running the show.  “And that’s about it,” Dick Feinbaum finished up.  “Slatter said he’d have the updated agreement to us no later than Wednesday, so till then, you all know what you have to do.  Let’s get to it.”

	With that, the meeting ended and everyone got up.  The very handsome, and not to mention very married, Dick Feinbaum stayed behind and walked over to Mel.  “Glad to have you in on this,” he said as he shook Mel’s hand.  “You can imagine what a surprise it was when our guy suddenly quit last night.  No notice.  Not even any warning.”

	“I can imagine,” Mel replied.  “You can’t imagine how shocked I am to be here.”

	Dick smiled charmingly.  “If your half the lawyer your father claimed, then you’ll do fine,” he replied. 

	“So Richard Slatter is drafting the agreement?  And he’s on the other side?”

	“That’s the story.  You know him?”

	“A little.  Through my father.  The guy’s a legend.  I think he even wrote one of my law books when I was in school.”

	Dick nodded.  “That’s the guy.  At least you know what you’re up against.”

	Mel nodded.  “Yeah.  A legend!”

	Dick laughed.  “This is the big league now.”  He looked at the pile of work Mel had on the table.  “Can I get someone to help you with all that?”

	Mel looked at the mountains of paperwork on the table and also on the floor behind her.  “You better.  In fact, I hope I don’t have to rent a truck to get it all home!” 

	“Just wait right there and I’ll send one of our staff in to get it down to your car for you.”

	“I appreciate it,” Mel replied as she heard the faint sound of her phone buzzing in her purse.  Dick Feinbaum took off as she dug it out.  “Hello?”

	“Where have you been, girl?” Gloria’s voice asked lightheartedly. 

	“Ugh!  Busy!  I’ll tell you about it at lunch.”

	“Good!  Because I want to hear all about your date.”

	“And I want to hear all about yours too.  How did it go by the way?”

	Gloria paused before speaking.  Her voice wasn’t nearly as lighthearted.  “Let’s just say that I was a little too nervous, and he was a lot more handsome in person, so I drank way too much, and… well, since I knew I’d never see him again, I took way too much advantage of the situation.”

	“Huh?  What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“It means I made a total fool of myself and not only threw all caution to the wind, but I went more than a bit wild and tried to make up for all the sex I haven’t had in the last few years!  I was a total slut!”

	Mel was shocked.  “Okay…” she said cautiously.  “This I have to hear all about!”

	“Well, I’ll warn you, it’s going to be very ‘X’ rated!”

	Robin glanced at the clock on her computer.  Break time.  She got up, checked her face and hair, and grabbed Sissy’s skirt.  A moment later she was at his cubicle.  “Break time, Sissy.”

	Chad turned around in his chair just as Robin threw his skirt at him.  He was quick to get it on again and relieved the moment it was in place. 

	“Let’s go,” Robin said as she turned on her heel and led the way.  Quietly, Sissy followed behind her.  The moment they reached the next hallway, Robin paused a moment to let him catch up.  They walked sided by side, but silently, all the way to the break room.   

	Chad was more nervous than ever about being at break today, for several reasons.  Mainly, he was nervous because of his fingernails.  The other reason he was nervous was because of Derek.  Would Derek show up today?  Once they got to the break room, they joined the short line for coffee.  He knew Robin wasn’t going to let him go without any, so he grabbed a cup and filled it.  He held the cup so as to try to hide his sissy fingernails as much as possible.  Maybe nobody would notice.  There were doughnuts in a box beyond the coffee.  He ignored them as he waited for Robin to fill her cup.  He expected Robin to grab one of the doughnuts, but all she did was to look at them – a bit longingly.  Together they headed for the women’s table. 

	As the others arrived and sat down, Chad did his best to keep his hands low and in his lap so his fingernails wouldn’t be noticed.  Every time he lifted his cup to drink, he worried more about someone else seeing them.  Once or twice, he did see a woman staring at his hand as he held his cup to his lips.  Did they see what was on his nails?  Fortunately, they didn’t say anything.

	Robin sat back and relaxed a bit as she talked casually with a few of the women.  Out of the corner of her eye though, she noticed how Sissy was handling trying to hide his nails.  Well, unfortunately for him, that would never do!  She leaned over to whisper quietly to the woman next to her.  “Did you get a good look at Sissy’s nails today?”

	The woman immediately looked around Robin, trying to see better.  “I can’t see them.  They’re in his lap.”

	“Ask him to show you the design on them.” Robin whispered.

	“A design?” the woman replied with interest.  “I’ll bet it’s pretty!  He always has such beautiful nails.”

	It was all Robin could do to not break out laughing.  “Ask him,” she prompted.

	Since there were other conversations taking place around them, the woman leaned across Robin and asked softly.  “Sissy…  Let me see what’s on your nails.”

	Chad nearly had a fit!  His luck had run out and he knew it.  He looked at Robin to see if maybe she could help, but instead of help, she had a very pleased smirk on her face.  She had prompted this!  He just knew it!  Holding his cup in his right hand, he slowly and tremblingly extended his left hand towards the woman.  The woman’s sudden loud gasp of surprise stopped all conversation as everyone looked to see the woman staring at Sissy’s hand.  Quickly, Chad retracted his hand and hid it again.

	“Set your cup down,” Robin told him, “and show everyone what you did to your hands!”

	Chad nearly spilled what was left of his coffee as he set it down on the table.  Trembling more than ever with embarrassment, he held both hands out over the table so everyone could see.  The women practically climbed all over each other to get a good look.  The shocked exclamations and comments were only what he expected.

	“What on earth made you decide to do that to your hands?” One of the women asked.

	Chad looked up at her, totally embarrassed.  “It wasn’t really my idea.”

	“It wasn’t?”

	Chad shook his head.  “No, it was… kind of…”

	“A dare?” someone tried to finish for him.

	He was going to pounce on that one and go along with it, but he caught sight of Robin’s face first.  He shook his head.  “No.  More of a… suggestion.”

	“To do that?  My God!  It has to be awfully embarrassing!”

	Chad nodded.  “It is!”

	“So what made you do it?”

	Chad just shrugged.  “Trying new things I guess.”

	Robin knew that his answer wasn’t exactly the truth, but she liked him taking the responsibility instead of throwing it on someone else – in this case, Mel.

	“I think I’d remove it quick if it was me!” one of the women suggested.  “I mean, any other name would be fine.  A bit juvenile perhaps but still, Sissy isn’t the kind of name that would be best for… you.”

	Chad would like nothing better!  “I would, but… well… I kind of promised I’d leave it,” Chad replied.  It wasn’t quite the truth and he noticed an odd look from Robin after he said it.

	“Whatever for?” another woman asked, totally shocked.  “Do you know what it looks like?”

	Chad finally pulled his hands back and hid them in his lap again.  He nodded sheepishly.  “Yeah.”

	“Say it!” Robin commanded. 

	Chad just looked at her shocked.  Did she really want him to admit what he was?

	“Tell them what you think it looks like!” she said again.

	Unable to look any of them in the eye, he looked down into his lap and said, “It makes it look like I’m a sissy.”

	“Damn straight it does!” One of them exclaimed!

	“And you’re still not going to remove it?” another woman asked.

	Chad looked up briefly, then over at Robin, then back down into his lap while he tried to figure out how to answer that.  “Sometimes… people like me… have to put up with a lot.”

	This time Robin did burst out laughing, although everyone else looked shocked. 

	“I have no doubt about that!” someone replied for all of them.  “But this?”

	Chad just shrugged.  “It’s actually not much worse than some of the other things I’ve been through.”

	The woman shook her head.  “Well, you wanted this life, but if it was me, I’d still get rid of it.”

	Chad only nodded.

	Robin had no doubt though that now there were questions in every woman’s mind.  Questions over whether he was a sissy or not.  Questions that none of them probably had the courage to ask.  But they were questions that they would discuss privately with each other all over the company.

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 3 of 8)

	Ray sat back in his chair and closed his eyes.  He had a date lined up for later tonight, but no date for tomorrow.  Once again his thoughts turned to the tiger… otherwise known as Gloria.  Damn, what an evening!  He had gone out with someone else on Sunday, but he didn’t think he had performed up to his usual standards!  He was sure he would have no trouble like that tonight.  But his real problem was that he couldn’t get that demented tiger out of his mind.  What a crazy woman!  Damn she had been good!

	But the fact remained, he still wanted a date for tomorrow night.  And first on his list was Mel – the rich woman!  The one that Gloria had claimed was… loooaded!  And better yet, Mel had already said she wanted to go out with him again.  Heck, she had practically pleaded with him!  Well, it would be another expensive evening, but if things went right, she would be a great one to eventually get engaged to.  Rich!  Rich!  Rich!

	With a bit of a chuckle, he dialed her number.  A moment later he said, “Hi Mel.  This is Ray…”

	Mel took the opportunity to sit down in her desk chair and relax.  She had been trying vainly to sort through the huge amount of material she had received that morning.  “Ray!  You couldn’t have called at a better time.  I need a break!”

	“How about a bigger break for lunch?”

	But big red flags suddenly went up in Mel’s mind.  As much as she really liked Ray and wanted to go out with him again, there was the new complication of Derek – which ordinarily wouldn’t have been a major problem, but since Derek now knew about Sissy, then she felt like she needed to stay close to Derek for a change.  The fact that she really liked Derek better may have influenced her decision too.  “Um… Ray… I think I better decline for now.  I have other things going on.”

	“Then how about a regular date.  I’m available tomorrow night and you did say you wanted to go out with me again.  I know I loved our last date a lot!”

	She had too.  But…  “No Ray.  Sorry.  Not tomorrow night.  I have too much on my mind right now.”

	Ray was disappointed, to say the least.  He tried to salvage what he could.  “Well, don’t forget about me.  I still want to see you again.”

	“Me too,” Mel replied.  “And thanks for asking, but not right now.”  She hung up.  She liked Ray – a lot!  But did she like Derek better?  They were both great.  And they were both… different!  But for the next few weeks, Sissy was one big complication that she had to get sorted out first.  And sorting out meant winning the bet!

	Ray hung up his phone disappointed.  She was busy!  But she was rich so he wasn’t about to simply give up on her.  No, he would try again tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that.  Eventually, he’d go out with her again and take things from there.

	In the meantime, who could he call?  And still the only woman his mind wanted to conjure up was the wild woman – Gloria.  But she worked late during the week.  Darn it all!

	Chad had never felt more uncomfortable about things as he silently followed Robin back to their cubicles.  What were people going to think? 

	Before Chad could turn off to his own desk, without bothering to look at him, Robin said, “My place!” and she continued straight to her cubicle.  As soon as she got there, she turned on him.  “Skirt off!”

	Chad couldn’t believe it!  Things weren’t bad enough?

	“You want to make things worse?” Robin asked when he didn’t move immediately.

	Chad didn’t dare hesitate any longer.  He knew Robin wouldn’t hesitate to find some other way to make his life more miserable.  Quickly, he removed his skirt and handed it to her. 

	Robin threw his skirt on her desktop, then she opened his diaper bag again and handed him another bottle to drink.  “Get busy,” she told him. 

	Chad wanted to cry.  He had just finished a whole cup of coffee and now she wanted to make him drink this too?  He had yet to be able to start trying to control himself.  This bottle would be like pouring gasoline on a fire.  There would be no way!  Reluctantly, he put the bottle to his mouth and sank down to her office cubicle floor.

	Robin watched him put the bottle to his mouth.  The image of him putting it in his mouth and then sinking down to the floor seemed to burn itself into her mind.  She turned back toward her computer, but as she did so, she noticed the multi-colored bow again.  She picked it up and looked at it.  Did she dare put it in his hair now?  Now that everyone was starting to suspect there was more going on with him than they thought?  She held the bow out in her hand so that from her field of vision it kind of sat on top of his head, the long streamers hanging down covered his face.  But the recent image of him putting the baby bottle into his mouth came back to her – especially where his skirt was so obviously missing.  She mentally imposed the bow over where his skirt should have been and nearly laughed.  Now that would be funny!  She looked at the bow carefully.  It had the usual hair clip underneath.  But to do what she wanted she would have to find some other way to attach it.  She opened her desk drawer, but the closest thing to anything useful was her scotch tape, and she knew that wouldn’t be nearly strong enough to do the job.  But…

	“I’ll be right back,” she told him as she set the bow back on her desk and walked out.  The supply room for that part of the building was down several hallways, but not all that far.  She went inside and started poking around the shelves – and finally pounced on some wide clear packing tape.  Tape she knew was much sticker than the thin tape she had at her desk.  She was about to leave, but since she had come in there for tape, she remembered that she had been using more than her usual amount of her regular tape lately too.  She grabbed two more roles of that.  Her excitement growing, she headed back to her desk.

	Sissy was just where she had left him, his bottle only a little further along.  “Stand up,” she told him.  “You can drink that for a few minutes standing up.”

	As soon as he was standing, she grabbed the wide clear packing tape and pulled some out.  She fished her scissors out of her desk and cut it off.  She pulled that piece of tape through the wide clip of the bow.  Then she knelt down in front of him and pressed the bow onto the front of his pantyhose – right on top of where his silly chastity device would be under all his diapers.  She carefully pressed down on the tape to make sure it stuck.  Oddly, she noticed that his diapers felt thicker today.  She realized that they looked thicker too.  “How come your diapers feel so much thicker today?” she asked.

	Chad almost replied without curtseying, but he remembered just before he opened his mouth.  With Robin still on the floor in front of him, he dropped a little curtsey.  “Mel has me in three diapers now,” he replied.  Then he curtseyed again to signify that he was done speaking.

	Robin nearly laughed.  “They look awfully bulky.”

	Chad had to curtsey again.  “They are!  Of course it’s also because I’m so wet.”  Curtsey.

	Robin only chuckled as she pulled more of the packing tape out and cut it off.  She stuck piece after piece over that part of him to secure the bow to his front side as firmly as possible.  She realized she was probably ruining his pantyhose, but she didn’t care in the least.

	Finally she stood back and surveyed her handiwork.  Beautiful!  She laughed to herself as she pointed back down at the floor, telling him to sit down again till he finished his bottle. 

	Chad sank back down, totally aware of the big bow now stuck to his front side.  It certainly didn’t cover up the fact that he wasn’t wearing his skirt!  In fact, it drew attention to him down there.  He looked down for a moment as he paused in his drinking.  The streamers were hanging down and were draped on the floor.  He had a bad feeling about those streamers!  He tried to put the bow out of his mind as he went back to finishing his bottle.  How the heck was he supposed to try to hold back if they kept pushing bottles at him to drink?

	When he finished his bottle, Robin sent him back to his own desk to work again.  But as he moved, he felt the faint tickling of the streamers hanging down, tickling the front of his legs – almost down to his knees.  There was nobody around - but he still felt embarrassed by it!

	Mel tried to figure out what she needed to look at amid the impossible stack of paperwork, but it was so daunting a task that her mind was having trouble sticking to it.  With a small sigh of resignation, she gave up for a while and sat back at her desk.  Her mind turned to Sissy instead.  What was he doing now?  Or maybe she should be wondering what Robin had him doing?  She’d give anything to actually be there in person to see some of the things she made him do. 

	And speaking of things he was made to do…  She opened up an email to Robin and typed away for a while.  Then she added a few other items and clicked the send button.  With the email sent, she needed something else to think about.  Ray popped into her mind first.  But thinking about Ray immediately triggered thoughts about Derek.  Had Derek been so turned off by Sissy on Sunday that he wouldn’t call on her again?  She sincerely hoped not!  Besides, since Derek now knew all about Sissy, she needed to keep a close eye on that situation too.

	With a groan, she got up and went back to sorting through paperwork.  Ugh!

	Robin saw the email come in from Mel.  She opened it and noticed that there were a bunch of pictures attached, but not put in the body of the email.  She read what Mel had to say first.  It was quite a long email, and she was surprised that it was simply one she would have categorized as a “chatty” email.  The whole email was Mel passing along stories about what had happened with Sissy all weekend.  Much of it she found more interesting than she wanted to admit.  But the one big surprise that stood out was Derek!  That part had nearly dropped her through the floor! 

	When she was done reading, she opened up picture after picture to look at them.  The first pictures were of him at some club.  The club appeared to be very crowded with all women, but Mel had mentioned in her email that it was a lesbian bar.  Most of the pictures though were close ups of the way Sissy had been displayed all night long – on stage!  That would have been hard to believe if she didn’t have the proof right in front of her.  Pictures of him drinking his bottle.  Pictures of him sitting on the front of the stage being fed baby food by some strange woman.  And a picture of many women crowding all around him.  She couldn’t quite make out much in that picture other than that some of the women were looking intently at where his diaper would be and some of the others were holding his arms out to the side – to have a good look at his nails?  Maybe. 

	The last picture in the batch was of Sissy at the mall, in a very juvenile looking outfit.  She could actually see the bottom of his diapers sticking down below the ridiculously short skirt he was wearing.  She stared at the picture.  See, now if he came to work like that every day, then she’d have no problem always seeing him as a sissy instead of a normal person.  Or better yet, the ruffled dress that Mel had described, that she had taken him grocery shopping in.  Yes, now that would be really interesting!  That thought triggered something else that she had found out about last week – the trip he had taken to the gym.  She was sure she had heard about a different little girl dress there.  If only he could get away with wearing something like those outfits here at work!  But if he did, then it was all too likely someone would find out about what she was doing with him and she’d probably be fired for sure!  Wishful thinking, but fun.

	She clicked the button to type a reply to Mel’s email.  First she told Mel about where Sissy was currently wearing the bow.  She also told her what she planned on doing with it later.  Then she thanked Mel for what she had sent her.  Finally, she added a bit of her lamentation over the fact that it would be impossible to send Sissy to work in any of the outfits she had described, mostly because it would be all too possible for others to find out what she herself was doing with him. 

	With the email sent, she glanced quickly at the clock.  Lunchtime wasn’t far off.  Which meant…  “Sissy!  Get over here!”  She didn’t have to wait long for Sissy to arrive.  The bow attached to the front of his pantyhose absolutely begged her notice and attention.  She reached down and pulled on it lightly.  It still seemed to be stuck fairly well.  With a giggle, she pulled another bottle out of his diaper bag and handed it to him. 

	Chad was silently screaming as he sank back down to the floor with this latest bottle.  He was particularly agitated because he had yet to even notice he was peeing this morning before it was coming out!  And Robin was purposely making things worse!  He counted on these weekdays away from Mel’s time limits to regain and rebuild his control.  But with too much to drink… he didn’t know what he was going to do.

	Chad had to hurry to finish the bottle before lunchtime arrived.  When he did, Robin took it and stuck it back in his diaper bag while he stood up from the floor.  “I counted six bottles in your bag when you got here this morning,” Robin told him.  “After lunch, I expect to see six full bottles again.  And this time, don’t be late about it!”

	Chad well remembered the problem he had faced in the ladies room last Friday when he tried to refill the bottles.  He would have to come up with a better solution today.  “He curtseyed.  “Can I have my skirt now?”  And he curtseyed again.

	Robin handed him the skirt and watched as he started to reach to pull the bow off of his front side.  “Don’t touch that!” she ordered.  “Leave it right there!  Besides, I’m sure that Cassie will enjoy seeing it on you.”

	Leave it?  She was serious?  Unfortunately, he knew she was.  He pulled his skirt on and zipped it up.  He had chosen a somewhat full skirt this morning because of the extra diapers he was wearing, but he could still see a little bump from the bow underneath.  From his angle, he couldn’t tell if the ribbons hanging down showed below it or not.  But it was just something else he would have to worry about – not that he could do anything about it.  He curtseyed again, grabbed his diaper bag, and left for lunch.

	Robin giggled.  She could just see a tiny bit of the colorful ribbons peeking out below his skirt.  The bump in front was slightly noticeable too.  But the funniest thing she saw was as he was walking away.  His diapers had gotten so full that he was waddling very noticeably!  She was guessing that the extra diaper he was wearing was responsible for his more noticeable waddle.  The idiot!  Well, he deserved it!

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 4 of 8)

	Cindy wasn’t totally happy.  Cassie had told her in no uncertain terms that she couldn’t change Sissy at all this week.  She had said that she might be able to do something with him later, just not this week.  She had asked why, but Cassie wouldn’t give her any kind of decent reason. 

	She noticed Sissy’s car pulling into the parking lot.  She saw him getting his diaper bag out and heading towards the door.  She saw him opening the door and come inside… and before she could say anything to him, she saw him curtsey to her.  She giggled despite herself as he did it.  But as he curtseyed… what were the odd bits of color below his skirt?  They certainly didn’t look like part of the skirt.  Noticing them completely disrupted her earlier train of thought.  She had to know what she had seen!  But before she could open her mouth to ask, she noticed something else – there was this odd little bulge under his skirt.  Not much, but enough that she could see it.  And it was right where a man’s…

	Chad had curtseyed immediately, not only because he knew he would have to, but he did it in hopes that maybe the receptionist would get Cassie quicker.  “Will you get Cassie for me please?” he asked.

	But Cindy barely heard him.  She was too intent on staring at the front of his skirt and trying to figure things out.  That odd little bulge… and yes, the odd bits of color!  “What’s showing under your skirt?” she asked.

	Chad glanced down at his skirt.  Damn!  She could see!  “Um…  It’s just…”

	“Let me see!” Cindy ordered before he could get any further. 

	Chad knew he would have no choice.  He slowly lifted his skirt, revealing the big bow with the streamers that Robin had taped onto him.  He held his skirt up for a moment as Cindy put her hand over her mouth and laughed.  She was still laughing when he lowered his skirt again and tried to tug it down further, which it wouldn’t do.  “Can you please get Cassie for me now?” he asked again.

	Still staring at him with her hand over her mouth, Cindy slowly moved from behind the counter to go look for Cassie.

	Chad counted himself as lucky because she hadn’t noticed his fingernails.  He also considered himself lucky when Cassie came up front and he only had to curtsey and greet her.  She didn’t ask to see the big bow.  But then, she was going to see it all in a few minutes anyway.  He followed her back through the gym of exercising women, back to the little room where she changed him every day. 

	Since Cassie didn’t ask about the bow when they got to the room, and because he knew she’d see it in a moment anyway… and just to get it over with, Chad got Cassie’s attention by saying, “Um…”  Cassie did turn from pulling things out of his diaper bag to look though.  Chad lifted his skirt and showed her the bow.

	Cassie smiled.  “How sweet!  And in just the right place too.  Robin?” she asked.

	Chad only nodded. 

	“It looks like you better be careful taking those pantyhose off then.  You wouldn’t want to mess it up.”

	Getting his pantyhose off wasn’t much of a problem.  But he was careful about doing anything that might make the bow come loose.  He could just see Robin trying to attach it some other way that might be worse!  A few minutes later, he was laying down drinking yet another baby bottle of Mel’s “wonderful” tea.

	“It looks like the three diapers are working much better for you,” Cassie noted as she peeled back the layers.”

	“Only because Robin won’t let me go very long without making me drink something too.” Chad replied as he took the nipple briefly out of his mouth.”

	“So she’s picking up now where Mel leaves off?”

	“Something like that,” Chad admitted.

	Cassie was tempted to say more – including about the bow that was attached to his pantyhose, but she was ready to move on with changing him.  “Okay, roll over,” she said instead.  She cleaned his backside, then applied some of the baby lotion and rubbed it in carefully all over.  Knowing what he really wanted from her though, she applied a bit more of the lotion in just the right spot, and inserted her finger up into him.  She was rewarded by his immediate reaction of pleasure.  She had always been fascinated by how he could derive such pleasure from being penetrated in his back end.  She was sure that the fact that any pleasure to his front side was denied him had a big role to play in it, but still, it never ceased to surprise her how he reacted to it.  She soon grabbed her ribbed toy and was holding on tightly as he pumped himself desperately against it.

	Every inch of Chad’s attention was on his backside and the feelings Cassie’s toy continually gave him.  But what he wanted was sexual release.  He had achieved it once, he thought, but that had only been with Mel and her strap-on.  Despite how often Cassie worked with him, he had yet to achieve that same orgasm here with her.  But he desperately tried to get there.  He tried as hard as he could.  But as usual, eventually the feelings did nothing more for him.  He couldn’t get there.  As much as he wanted it, the goal was impossible again.  Had it really happened that once?  He was starting to question it.

	Cassie removed her toy, and while he was still in the right position, she made a bit of a show of taking one of the suppositories out of the jar and pretending to put it up into him.  He still didn’t know!  She wasn’t sure if she should be amazed at that or not.  But right now, that was part of her job, to keep him from knowing it.

	A minute later, she was pulling the fresh diapers that she had laid out under him, up between his legs.  Diapers that were already a little bit wet since he had no control anymore when she was working with him.  As she taped the diapers in place, she had to wonder if he ever had dry diapers on anymore.

	Chad got dressed again.  He had to be extra careful to not tear the bow loose from his pantyhose as he pulled them up.  As soon as the hose were in place, he pressed down on all the tape again to make sure it was all stuck firmly.  He breathed a small sigh of relief as everything seemed to be secure.  He slipped his shoes on as he grabbed his skirt, but before he could get it all the way on, Cassie stopped him.

	“Wait a minute,” Cassie said.  “Give me that.”

	Chad didn’t know why, but he pulled his skirt back off again and handed it to her.  Cassie stood up and picked up his diaper bag and handed it to him.  But she kept his skirt.  “Okay, let’s go.”

	Chad was dumbfounded!  She expected him to…  But Cassie was already gone – with his skirt!  He had no choice but to follow her out through the gym full of exercising women.  He knew his face had to be very red before he got very far.  He never stopped walking, but many of the women stopped what they were doing to stare at him.  He heard more than a few chuckles, more than a few silly comments about his colorful bow.  By the time he got all the way through the long room, it was much quieter than when he started.  And there was Cassie, waiting for him with his skirt still in her hand.  But as soon as he got near her, she turned and kept going with it.  “Let’s go this way today,” she said without looking back.

	Since she had his skirt, Chad had no choice but to follow her.  She finally pushed open one of the doors off to the side of the gym and went through.  The door swung shut before Chad could get there.  He opened the door and stopped cold!  It was one of the rooms where they held some of their exercise classes – and class was currently in session!  And there was Cassie, his skirt still in her hands, up front talking with the instructor. 

	Even though Chad had stopped before actually entering the room, he had caught the attention of some of the women close to the door.  Their squeals of delighted laughter rang out and quickly built as more and more of the women saw him.  He was about to step back away from the door, but Cassie was motioning for him to come in. 

	Feeling so sheepish he couldn’t believe it, he slowly made his way toward the front of the room.  All eyes were on him.  When he got to the front, Cassie finally handed him his skirt back.  In front of all those women, he put it back on and zipped it up.  The oddness of what he had just done didn’t escape him – a man putting on a skirt in front of a bunch of women.

	Cassie bent down a little and pointed to the bottom of his skirt.  “See the ribbons underneath?” she said to the instructor. 

	The woman didn’t have to bend down.  “They just barely show,” she replied, “but I can see them.  Kind of like a little tease for what’s under there.”

	Cassie stared at Sissy for a moment more.  “See you tomorrow,” she said to him with a very amused smile on her face. 

	Chad immediately turned to go and started to hurry out.

	“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Cassie’s voice asked, stopping him in his tracks.

	Chad couldn’t think of anything.  He had his diaper bag, he had his purse… he finally had his skirt again.  He looked at her quizzically.

	“How do you say goodbye to all these nice ladies?” Cassie asked.

	Ugh!  Chad had to curtsey for them all, which raised more than a few chuckles.  He said a quick goodbye, then he hurried out of there at almost a run!  What had gotten into Cassie today?

	“So let me get this straight,” Gloria said as Mel sipped at her coffee.  “They asked you to work on this deal, but you don’t really know what you’re supposed to be doing?”

	“That’s pretty much it in a nutshell.” Mel replied.  “I asked, but all they said was that I needed to make sure the agreement was kosher and that I didn’t see any mistakes.”

	“Well, that sounds fairly clear to me.”

	“Yeah, but they’re all doing that.  Except that, from what little I’ve seen, they’ve all got it easier in that they’re each responsible for only a small part of it, just their area of concern.  As far as I can tell, I have to look through all of it.”

	“And you don’t think it’s fair?”

	“Not in the time I’ve got.”

	“Don’t worry honey, if I know you, you’ll do great.”

	Mel shook her head.  “I don’t know this time.  I mean, all those men…  And they were all major big time lawyers.  It was more than a bit intimidating just to be in the same room with them!”  She shook her head, then smiled and looked up at Gloria.  “You wouldn’t believe how pretty a man can look in an overly expensive, perfectly tailored suit!  I could have stared at some of them all day.”

	“Damn I should have gone to law school,” Gloria said.  “I get to see plenty of executive types, but when I see them, they’re all frazzled and neurotic!  Not exactly what you get.”

	“Hey, this is a first for me too,” Mel replied.

	“Yeah, but you said you knew a few of them from before.”

	“A few,” Mel admitted.  “But I didn’t know them well.”

	“So what are you going to do?”

	Mel sighed.  “Well…  For starters…  I don’t think I’m going back to my office after lunch.”

	“You can’t run away and you know it!”

	“I’m not running away.  I’m going shopping!  I’m not going to look that out of place again!  If they want to show off expensive clothes like that, then so can I!”

	“Go get em girl!  Now, let’s get back to this Derek thing.  What the heck happened?”

	Chad hurried from his car back to his office.  He was carrying his purse, his diaper bag, and a large bottle of water he had bought at a convenience store.  He had hurried as fast as he could through lunch so that hopefully, Robin wouldn’t be back yet.  He was also hoping he could get back to the safety of his desk before most other people got back too so there would be less chance of anyone noticing the odd bits of color below his skirt.  Before stopping at his desk, he checked Robin’s cubicle – empty.  Good! 

	He set everything down on his desk and pulled out all the empty baby bottles from his diaper bag and one by one, carefully filled them from the large bottle of water.  The big bottle was less than half full by the time he finished.  Did he really drink all that this morning?  Dumb question.  Sometimes he drank more than that – a lot more! 

	He was just finishing when Robin walked by.  “My place,” Robin said, barely pausing on her way to her desk.

	Chad hurried around to her cubicle, but when he got there he didn’t even get a chance to curtsey before she asked, “Where’s your bag?”

	Chad dropped a very quick small curtsey before going back for his diaper bag.  When he returned she took it from him and set it on her desk.  “Why is that skirt still on?” she asked.

	Chad suspected it was coming since she had left the bow on him earlier, so he wasn’t surprised.  He removed his skirt again and she took it from him.  She opened his diaper bag and checked all the bottles, then she pulled one out and handed it to him.  You may as well have another one now,” she said before turning away from him to go back to work. 

	Dejectedly, Chad sank down to the floor with another bottle.  How the heck was he supposed to hold back today?  Every time he turned around she was handing him another bottle to drink!

	Mel parked her car and stared up at the store in front of her.  She hadn’t been here in a long time.  The last time had been with… her mother.  She had often been here before that.  The store represented a world she had pretty much ignored for the last few years – the world of the wealthy.  It wasn’t that she disliked anyone she would meet.  On the contrary, some of them were incredibly nice.  But she had always felt determined to make her own way, to not be judged for what she did just because of her family’s money.  She was determined to succeed on her own merit and her own merit alone!

	But now her own merit had run crashing right back to the world she had started from.  Well, if she had reached that point, and she knew she hadn’t really, then she would have to be accepted by the people in that world.  And acceptance meant certain… compliances.

	She got out of her car and walked up to the door.  Her mind was filled with many images of her mother and her coming in here so many times in the past.  Now she felt alone and out of place.  Her mother wouldn’t be coming with her anymore.

	She didn’t get ten steps inside the door before she saw the look of surprise on the face of one of the older saleswomen that she remembered from so many trips in the past.

	“Melissa?  Is that you?”

	“Hi Lilly,” Mel replied, trying to sound casual.

	“Look at you!  You’re all grown up!  And you’re beautiful darling!”

	Mel smiled in spite of herself.  “Thanks Lilly.  You’re looking just as good as ever.”

	“Oh bull!  I’m getting old and you know it!  I was so sorry to hear about your mother and father.  So very sorry.  We all were.”

	“Thanks, Lilly.  I appreciate it.  I still miss them.”

	“I’m sure you do dear.  Now, what can this old bag of bones do for you today?  Oh!  You know what?  I have the most darling tea dress that would look absolutely divine on you!”

	Mel shook her head.  “Not this time.  I need something different today.”

	“Well, whatever it is, you know we’ve got it.”

	“That’s why I came here.  I’ve been… drafted to help with a deal that Feinbaum is brokering.  I need to fit in with all his suits.  Something that helps me look more… dominant… without the leather and whips and chains.  Although maybe that wouldn’t be a bad idea either.”

	Lilly laughed.  “With Feinbaum’s group, most of them would probably love it!  But I know exactly what you need.”  She was already turning as she added, “Right this way!”

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 5 of 8)

	Chad peered intently at his computer screen as he worked.  As so often happened when he was concentrating on something, he lost total track of everything around him.  The only thing that existed for him was the task he was working on.  He typed a bit more, then he clicked the save button.  Then he started testing what he had created.  His spirit soared briefly as it worked – perfectly. 

	He went back to his list of things he had to do, and discovered that he had already accomplished everything.  He needed Robin to let him do more now.  But first, since everything seemed to be quiet…  He opened his spreadsheet for tracking the bet.  He found today’s date and noticed that there were only eleven days left before his testing would start.  Still eleven days, but today it didn’t sound like all that much.  He briefly wondered what he would do after he had won the bet.  How would he come to work?  Would everyone accept him again?  Not wanting to dwell on depressing matters, he put that out of his mind.  He looked at the column were he needed to fill in how long he had held back.  But last Friday things had been so weird that he couldn’t remember how long – or if he had ever managed to get a decent timing. 

	That thought led him to thinking about today.  When he filled out the sheet tomorrow, what would he put down under today’s column?  He had nothing to put there yet, nothing at all.  With a groan, he closed the spreadsheet again without making any entry for last Friday.  What would he put down tomorrow?

	It was only as he sat there brooding about it that he realized he was peeing again – he thought anyway.  The feeling was so slight that sometimes it was hard to tell.  He knew his diapers were certainly very wet and heavy.  And he didn’t recall noticing that he had been peeing all that often.  Of course the extra bottles Robin was making him drink weren’t helping any.

	He had to fight back… somehow.  Somehow he had to regain his muscle control, despite all the liquids being pumped into his system.  With a conscious effort, he tried to tighten all his sphincter muscles.  But nothing happened at first. He had to work to even find those muscles, as if his brain had forgotten how to contact them.  But eventually, he felt his muscles give a tiny squeeze.  He tried again.  Now that his body had found the muscles again, it was much easier this time and he was able to hold them tight for a few seconds. 

	He relaxed again before giving it one more go.  He counted to ten while he held them as tightly as he possibly could.  Then he let go.  Definitely better.  He had made ten seconds like that, could he make fifteen?  Allowing himself to rest for a few seconds more, he then tightened everything as hard as he could again and started counting the seconds.  But his body was already tired from his previous exercise so that by the time he reached ten seconds he was struggling.  He gave up at fourteen seconds.  Close, but not quite.  Next time he would manage it for sure.  He just needed a little more rest first.

	Feeling a bit better about things, he turned his mind back to the tasks he needed to be doing… and remembered he didn’t have any.  Did he dare ask Robin about it?  He would be off all next week, and he knew he had to make sure he got as much done as possible before then.  Chancing it, he got up from his seat.  He paused before leaving his cubicle to try tightening his muscles one more time.  Sixteen seconds!  Next time he would make twenty or more, he was sure of it!  Or maybe he was simply trying to tighten them too much?  Holding them that tight wasn’t exactly normal.  Next time, he decided he would go a little easier with it.

	He headed for Robin’s cubicle.

	Robin was hard at work when she was interrupted by the sound of his high heels entering behind her.  She turned around, annoyed at the distraction.  “What now?” she asked.

	Chad curtseyed.  “I finished everything you needed me to do.  I just wanted to check to see if you were ready for me to do anything else yet.”  He curtseyed again.

	Robin rolled her eyes.  He was finished already.  That was quick.  Sort of.  But she was stuck on figuring things out for her part still so she wasn’t ready to move on yet.  But since he was finished…  She glanced at the clock it was just over an hour since they got back from lunch and she had given him a bottle to drink.  “Grab another bottle since you’re done.  You can celebrate by sitting there and drinking it.”  With him taken care of for the time being, she turned and went back to her work.

	Mel ran her hand over the expensive pin-striped fabric of the suit she was wearing – or what would eventually be a suit.  There were a lot of custom alterations that had to be made first.  Both the skirt and the jacket were full of pins and chalk marks.  The material was certainly right, but she could only take it on faith that the finished suit would be what she needed.  But Lilly had never done her wrong yet… her or her mother.  Two suits.  One dark gray, the other dark blue.  Just what the job required.

	“That should be it, for now,” Lilly finally declared.  “They should be ready for a final fitting on Wednesday.”

	Mel nodded.  “Thanks Lilly.  Just let me know.”  She went back to the changing room and changed into the clothes she had arrived in.  As she was grabbing her purse to leave, her phone rang.  She had ignored it several times earlier, but this time she picked it up.  “Hello?”

	“Mel,” Derek’s voice replied.  “You’re a hard one to reach sometimes.”

	Mel sighed.  “That’s usually the case with my line of work.  How is your day going, because so far mine has been… lousy.”

	“Lousy?  Need to talk about it?”

	“I’m not sure,” she replied.  “It’s mostly just business stuff.”

	“Well, we can stop somewhere for a pizza later and you can tell me all about it if you like.”

	Mel figured that the good news was that Derek wasn’t totally put off by what was going on with Sissy… yet.  “Derek, you know I can’t do anything without Sissy for a while.  This bet is too close to being over with.”

	“You mean you won’t get away for even just a few hours?”

	Mel sighed.  “As much as I’d like to, right now I’ve got way too much work to do, and I’ve been pretty much trying to avoid it all afternoon.”

	“That bad, huh?”

	“You wouldn’t believe!”

	“Sure you don’t want to talk about it tonight?”

	Mel considered it again.  “No.  Not tonight.  But…  Just not tonight,” she repeated.  “It’s just something new that’s come up, that’s all.  Business, you know.  And somehow I’ve got to get a handle on it.”   

	“I understand,” Derek replied with a hint of disappointment in his voice.  “Maybe tomorrow?”

	“Yeah, maybe tomorrow.”  Mel replied.  Then she added, “Hopefully tomorrow!”  She did want to see him again – especially since he now knew about Sissy, and he wasn’t scared off! 

	As soon as she had hung up her phone and put it away, she sighed.  She couldn’t put it off any longer.  She had to get back to the office and dive in once again.  Somehow she had to make sense out of the mountains of paperwork attached to the merger agreement.

	Chad stood up, set the now empty baby bottle on Robin’s desk, and curtseyed.  The sound of him moving had caught her attention and she turned around to look.  “I’ve finished now,” he said.  “Is there something else I can help with on this project?”  He paused a moment to wait for a reply, but she didn’t move till he curtseyed again to signify that he was done talking. 

	“Not yet,” Robin replied, frustrated that her own work was currently going so slowly. But art work was often like that.  Sometimes the little details took a long time.  But since she knew he was so childish now and needed to be kept occupied…  She glanced at her clock, it was earlier than she wanted to do this, but…  “Get undressed again,” she told him.  “Down to just your diapers and plastic pants!”

	Chad wasn’t totally surprised, but he wasn’t happy about it either.  Carefully, he started to pull his pantyhose off.

	“Wait a minute!” Robin stopped him suddenly.  “Pull them back up again.”

	Chad had no problem doing that, he just didn’t know why.  He saw Robin fishing in her big bag for a moment, and then she pulled out her cell phone.  “Just stand right there!” she told him as she aimed the camera in the phone at him.  A moment later, he heard a clicking sound from her phone as she took the picture.

	“Okay, now you can get undressed.”

	Carefully, Chad removed his pantyhose with the bow still attached. 

	“Give me those,” Robin said before he could go any further.  She peeled the tape and the bow off of the pantyhose while he removed the rest of his clothes.  She was happy to note that the tape hadn’t damaged the thicker material at the panty portion of his hose at all.  Not that she was really worried about it. 

	Once Chad was down to just his diapers and plastic panties again, Robin was about to start dressing him again, but she realized that he was missing one very important ingredient.  “Where’s your pacifier?” she asked.

	“It’s…”  Chad stopped himself and curtseyed.  “It’s in my purse.”  He curtseyed again.

	“Well hurry up and get it!” she said.  “And I can see that we need to still work on you remembering to curtsey all the time!”

	Chad curtseyed and turned toward the entrance to her cubicle.  Since he was only wearing his diapers, he carefully looked up and down the hallway before rushing over to his own cubicle.  He fished his pacifier out of his purse and stuck it straight into his mouth before checking the hallway one more time and hurrying back.

	When he returned, Robin gave him the same Baby t-shirt she had given him last week to wear.  And like last week, she had to tie the bottom of it up in a knot so that his diapers would be exposed.  Then, once again, she tied the bib around his neck.  She still hated that it covered up the word “Baby” on the shirt, but there was little she could do about that.  She knew it was there.  But a moment later, she removed the bib again.  She pointed at the floor.  “Sit!” she commanded.  And as soon as he was down, she took several more pictures of him with her phone.  Pictures showing the t-shirt with the word “Baby” and the arrow pointing down toward his diapers.

	Then she tied the bib back around his neck – and took more pictures.  “You’re not drooling!” she told him. 

	Ugh!  Chad wasn’t happy at all that she wanted him to drool again – like an idiot.  But a minute later, his chin was damp with slobber as he sat on the floor and let her take picture after picture with her phone.

	Robin laughed a bit to herself as she took more pictures, including close-ups of the drool dripping down off his chin.  Since Mel had been so kind as to send her all the pictures earlier, she figured she would return the kindness with pictures of her own. Especially since Mel had said she wished she could see what she did with him.  But first, she had to take care of him.  She had to keep him occupied.  She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out the big envelope that held his paper dolls.  She pulled some of it out and gave it to him.  Just like a child, you had to keep them busy.  She snapped a few more pictures of him playing with the dolls on the floor.

	Her eyes noticed the big colorful bow she had just removed from the front of his pantyhose.  Picking it up, she placed it directly on top of his head.  Then she tried holding it to the side of his head instead, then at the back of his head.  She opened the clip and fastened it to his hair directly on top where it would be most prominent.  And of course, she took more pictures. 

	Finally, she downloaded all the pictures to her computer and started on the email for Mel.  She attached a lot of the pictures she had taken.  When the email was finally sent, she briefly checked on Sissy again, then turned and went back to work.  But as she was getting busy again, something inside of her felt very satisfied about what she had just done.

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 6 of 8)

	Robin had been at work again for almost an hour before she finished the small piece she had been working on – finally!  She had turned around several times to watch Sissy playing like a child behind her… and to make sure he kept drooling.  Who would ever think from looking at him that he was anything other than a sissy?  But she knew all too well that if she didn’t keep him attired properly, then the tendency was all too likely that she herself might forget.

	She grabbed her phone and snapped a few more pictures of him playing with the dolls.  Another idea struck her.  She changed the setting on her camera and started filming him, picking up the little paper doll clothes and trying to wrap the tabs around the paper doll itself – and get them to stay.  It would be a very precious video. 

	She stopped filming and picked up the big envelope that held the pages she had printed out for his paper dolls.  Only a few of the pages had been cut out so far.  She pulled a fresh page out and handed it to him.  Then she opened her desk drawer and pulled out the tiny child’s safety scissors and handed them to him as well.  And once again her camera went back to work, videoing him trying vainly to cut the doll clothes out with scissors that were too tiny for his fingers.  Precious videos.  Precious indeed.

	She tried to go back to work again after that, but her mind wouldn’t stay off of him.  She turned around to watch him again, and again she took more pictures.  But the pictures showed nothing new, nothing at all.  She wanted to keep filming him, but what should she film? 

	And then an idea struck her.  She took the scissors and dolls away from him and picked up her phone again and set it in video mode.  “Sissy,” she said as she pointed it at him, “show me how you ask for your bottle.”

	Ask for his bottle?  And he knew she was filming him.  Nervously, he got to his feet and curtseyed.  In his high-pitched sissy voice, what came out was… “Pweath  may I hab my baba.”  Then of course he had to curtsey again.  He stood there waiting for whatever she wanted next.  Unfortunately, Robin sounded mad when she looked up from her filming – which he realized was still going on since the camera was pointed at him.

	“Just like a child!” she declared.  “You can’t remember anything.  We have to drill you over and over again!  Okay, so be it!  Sit down on the floor again!”  She waited till he was down.  “Now, this time you do it right!  You do it the way you’re supposed to!”

	Chad had no idea what he had done wrong. 

	“When you’re sitting down, you stand up… you curtsey… you speak… you curtsey again so I know your done… and then you sit down on the floor again!  Now practice!”

	Chad had to get to his feet, curtsey, speak the silly words in his sissy voice, curtsey again, and get back down on the floor.  A moment later, he had to go through it all over again… and again… and again…

	Robin filmed a few of his practices.  But all of it was way too much.  Her phone could only hold so much.  While he was getting up and down from the floor behind her, she plugged her phone into her computer and downloaded all the pictures and vides she had taken so far again.  She looked at a few of the videos to see how they had come out and was pleased with the results.  She turned back around again and watched as he spoke his silly sissy words, curtseyed, and sank down to the floor again.

	“Do you think you can get it right for me this time?” she asked.

	Chad nearly spoke before he should have.  He got to his feet and curtseyed.  “Yeth,” he replied.  Then he curtseyed again and got back down on the floor.

	Robin set her phone in video mode again and pointed it at him.  “Okay, show me how you ask for your bottle, and you better show me how much you really want it!”

	Show how much he really wanted it?  He didn’t want it!  Not at all!  But that wasn’t a choice he exactly had.  He got to his feet in front of Robin and her camera phone.  He curtseyed before speaking in his sissy voice.  “May I pweath hab my baba?”  He curtseyed again and sank back to the floor.

	Robin lowered her camera.  “You call that showing how much you want it?  Come on!  I know you’re desperate for it!  Show me how desperately you want it!”

	Desperate?  She had to be kidding?  Which he knew she was.  But that didn’t help matters any.  As she again raised her camera to film him, he figured it was time for more playacting.  He again got to his feet and curtseyed.  “Please may I have my bottle,” he pleaded in his sissy voice.  “I really, really want it.  I really, really need it! Please, please, please!”  With a hopeful look on his face, he curtseyed again and sank back down to the floor.  Was it enough?  He couldn’t imagine doing any more than that.

	Robin was laughing as she continued filming him.  “Sure you can have your bottle baby.”  Still on camera, she reached into his diaper bag and pulled one out.  The camera showed him reaching up to take it from her hand.  She spent a few moments videotaping him drinking it.  “Picture of a perfect sissy!” she said before turning the video camera in her phone off.  With a chuckle, she turned back around again and transferred the video to her computer.

	While Sissy was busy working on his latest bottle, she composed another message to Mel and then attached the latest videos she had filmed.  With a happy click of her mouse, all of it was sent. 

	She looked at her clock.  Almost break time.  She turned around to check on him.  He was only halfway through with his bottle.  “It’s almost break time,” she told him as he continued to drink, “but I guess we can’t have you going to the break room dressed like that… unless you want to of course.”

	Chad only looked up at her with a horrified expression on his face.

	“Somehow I didn’t think you would,” Robin replied to his unspoken answer.  “So what are we going to do with you in the meantime?”  She stared at him for a few moments while she considered what to do.  “Since you won’t be going to the break room, I want you to stay right there.  And since you’re too childish for me to trust you, I guess I have to find some way to make sure you stay right there.”

	Chad wanted to tell her that he wasn’t going to go anywhere, especially not dressed the way he was.  But he realized she wasn’t looking for any kind of answer from him.  Besides, he’d have to get to his feet and curtsey again before he said anything.

	“So how are we going to do that?” she mused to herself as she continued to watch him nursing on his baby bottle.  She noticed one thing that she wasn’t happy about – the way he was sitting.  “Pull your feet in,” she said.  “Sit Indian style again.  That’s how the kids at my son’s day care have to sit, so I see no reason why you shouldn’t do the same.”  She waited till he was in the position she wanted.  But it still wasn’t right.  “Back up further, so your back is against the drawers.”  It didn’t take much for him to move back and then sit like she wanted him to again.  “Now, how are we going to keep you like that?” 

	She opened her desk drawer… and once again spied her scotch tape.  Of course!  She grabbed the tape and started wrapping it around where his legs crossed, over and over again, binding them in that position.  Then she made him lean forward and wrapped the tape from his legs around his back so that there would be no way he could straighten his legs.  “That should hold you long enough,” she declared. 

	She noticed how much liquid was left in his bottle.  Not nearly enough.  She took the unfinished bottle from him and handed him a fresh one instead.  “Here, this should keep you busy a little longer while I’m gone.” 

	Chad wanted to scream.  Another bottle!  What the heck was he supposed to do?  Since he didn’t want it, and he knew she would be leaving soon, he didn’t bother to start drinking it yet.  He merely sat there and looked up at her, expecting her to leave now.

	Feeling satisfied, Robin was about to leave for the break room, but she kept staring at him.  He still hadn’t put the fresh bottle to his mouth yet… which told her something else.  What she had just done with him wasn’t enough, not by a long shot.  She grabbed her tape again, but she had to stop for a moment to consider how she wanted to do it.  “Grab that thing with both hands!” she ordered. 

	Both hands?  Chad did as he was told and wrapped both hands fully around the bottle.  Then he watched in horror as Robin wrapped layer after of layer of her tape over his hands, sealing them to the bottle.  As a final touch, she pushed his hands and bottle up to his mouth and made him suck on it.  Then she wrapped more layers of tape around his hands and bottle and around his neck so he couldn’t remove it. 

	This time when Robin stood up, she felt more satisfied.  “Much better,” she declared as she tossed her tape onto the desk.  “I expect you to be right there when I get back,” she said as she turned to leave.  I sure hope nobody stops by to see you while I’m gone,” she taunted.  With one last wicked smile, she turned the corner and left.  The idiot!  He deserved just what he was getting! 

	As she walked away, she spent a few moments worrying about her last comment to him.  What if somebody did stop by?  He was in her cubicle. All bound… or rather taped up.  What would they think then… of her?

	Chad was shocked.  His bottle was locked to his mouth so he couldn’t remove it.  His hands were locked to his bottle so he couldn’t move them or even let go of the bottle.  And his feet were pulled up and taped so he couldn’t move them.  And she had left him like this!  If anyone did come by, he would be helpless!  Not that he’d know what to do anyway. 

	With the bottle stuck in his mouth and having very little choice, he started nursing on it again.  He couldn’t do much else.  And it was a full bottle!

	Robin felt good as she walked into the break room.  She stood in the short line and poured herself a cup of coffee and carried it over to where the women were congregating.  

	“Where’s Sissy?” one of them asked as she sat down.

	She had to think quick.  “Busy,” she answered.  “You know how it is.”

	“Don’t I ever!  Will he be coming later?”

	Robin shook her head.  “I doubt it.  Not today.  He’s totally tied up with what he doing.”  She almost laughed out loud at the old worn-out pun.  Two other women asked about Sissy as they sat down, but the answer that he was busy quickly spread and the subject was dropped.  But since Sissy wasn’t there, the subject of his fingernails wasn’t dropped.  Robin mostly sat back and listened to the wild things the women were saying about nails in general as they tried to compare different things they had seen to Sissy’s nails.  In her opinion, Sissy’s nails topped the cake!

	Derek walked into the break room knowing that he would probably see Sissy there – and dreading it.  But he refused to let a dumb shit sissy keep him from doing anything he wanted.  His eyes scanned the room as he walked in, but he didn’t see Sissy at first glance.  Before he poured his coffee, he paused to look over at where all the women were congregated together – where Sissy usually sat.  He saw Robin, but he didn’t see Sissy.  He actually felt relieved that Sissy wasn’t there.  He poured his coffee, and couldn’t help but wonder where Sissy had gotten to.  It was unusual for him to not be there. 

	On his way to one of the empty tables, he went a bit out of his way and stopped by the women’s table to ask Robin about it.

	“Hi Derek,” one of the women he had gone out with in the past said sexily as he approached. 

	“Hi,” Derek replied with a slight smile.  He turned to Robin.  “Where’s...”  he was going to say “the dumb shit,” but he stopped himself.

	“Sissy?” Robin finished for him.

	He nodded.  “Yeah.”

	Robin was surprised he would ask, but she was mostly interested because Mel’s earlier email had told her all about what had happened on Sunday.  Derek knew!  “He’s… busy right now,” she replied.

	Derek nodded.  It sounded perfectly likely. 

	“Um… Derek,” Robin said before he could walk off.  “Uh… can I speak to you for a moment?  Privately?”

	Derek was surprised by her request but he merely said, “Why not?  Do you want to join me?”  He pointed at one of the empty tables.

	“Excuse me ladies,” Robin said softly as she got up.

	“Bye Derek,” the one who had greeted him with the sexy voice called behind him.  Derek only waved briefly. 

	“What’s up?” Derek asked as he sat down with his coffee.

	Robin took a chair nearby where she could talk softly and not be overheard.  “Uh… I’m not really sure,” she replied. 

	“But you wanted to talk to me… privately?”

	Robin nodded.  “Yeah.  You see…  Mel told me in an email all about what happened on Sunday,” she blurted out. 

	That shook Derek.  He tried to remember if Mel had mentioned that Robin knew all about Sissy, but if she had, that fact hadn’t sunk in.  But he realized that he should have suspected it from the start since Robin and Sissy worked together.  “What did she say?” he asked.

	“Everything!  She said you showed up rather… unexpectedly.  And then she wrote all about what happened at the mall.”

	Derek nodded.  “Did she tell you I’d like to beat the living snot out of the jerk?  Did she tell you I hope he gets all the misery he deserves – and then some?”

	Robin was surprised by the vehemence of what he had just said.  “Um… not exactly.”

	“Then she didn’t tell you everything.”  He paused for a moment to collect his thoughts.  “It’s just that… he used to be a friend… somewhat anyway.  At times, a good friend.  We didn’t exactly pal around together, but we were still friends.  And then all of a sudden he starts showing up at work in dresses, trying to be a woman.  And then all of a sudden I find out that’s not the case at all, that it’s something totally…”

	“Sick?” Robin offered.

	Derek nodded.  “Sick.  Perverted.  Call it what you want.  But I can’t help it, I have no sympathy for him at all anymore.  No respect at all.  I can’t give it to him.  He wants a life of misery, then I hope he gets it!  Royally!”

	But then it was Robin’s turn to wonder.  “Did Mel tell you that I…”  But she was at a loss for words.  “Shit!  I don’t know what I do with him.  I guess I can’t stand facing him anymore like he used to be, or even like I thought he was… now that I know the truth.  So I guess now I…  I don’t know.  I dominate him?  Humiliate him?  Whatever it takes to keep me from seeing him as a normal person so I don’t have to try to deal with him like a normal person!”

	Robin suddenly backed off.  Had she just said all that?  “Sorry,” she said contritely.  “It’s just that he can make me so mad sometimes.  Which is why I have to deal with him the way I do.”

	Now it was Derek’s turn to be surprised by Robin’s feelings.  “No, Mel didn’t tell me anything about you… that I remember.  But it sounds like we have a bit in common.”

	“Yeah.  I guess we do.”

	“So he’s working now?”

	Robin smiled wickedly.  “Not on what you’d think.”

	“What does that mean?”

	“Um…”  Robin looked around to make sure nobody was near.  “You don’t really have to finish that coffee here, you can take it back to your desk with you.  But when you go, you should really stop by and visit him.  I ‘know’ he’d love to see you.  I’m sure it would absolutely brighten his day.”

	“Why would I want to?” Derek asked as Robin was getting to her feet.  “I’d much rather avoid the little shit!”

	“Oh, I’m sure you don’t want to see him.  But go anyway.  Oh!  And if he’s not at his desk - which I’m fairly sure he won’t be, then check my desk – it’s just past his.”  With a wink she left him and went back to the women’s table. 

	Derek stared after her for a moment.  “Shit!” he muttered to himself.  He was sitting alone anyway.  He picked up his cup and left the break room.  

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 7 of 8)

	Having no way to move and no way to stop drinking his bottle, didn’t leave Chad with a whole lot of options.  He also didn’t have a lot of options when he heard the very faint sounds of footsteps approaching – and he knew they didn’t sound like the shoes Robin was wearing!  In fact, the only option he had was to feel – terrified!  And to wet himself again, but that didn’t count.

	Derek paused at Chad’s cubicle.  He wasn’t there, but he suspected that he wouldn’t be because of what Robin had said.  He went a few steps further down the hall to Robin’s cubicle.  He didn’t see Sissy till he had gotten far enough to see into the whole cubicle, and when he did, he stared in disbelief. 

	He said nothing at all as he went all the way in.  It was perhaps the most bizarre sight he had ever seen!  Sissy looked… ridiculous!  More ridiculous than he ever expected to see him.  Most notable was the big colorful bow perched right on top of his head.  Beyond that, it was hard to miss the layer upon layer of tape wrapped around his hands and the baby bottle, and around the back of his neck so he couldn’t remove the bottle from his mouth.  He noticed the tape on Sissy’s legs too, binding them in the sitting position he was in. 

	But the tape did little to cover the childish pattern decorating Sissy’s plastic pants, or the big bib tied around his neck.  The tape also did nothing to hide the look of fright in Sissy’s eyes.  And littered all around him on the floor were what looked like paper doll pieces – and a pair of tiny pink child’s scissors. 

	He shook his head in disbelief as Sissy stared up at him with that terrified look in his eyes.  “Don’t bother getting up,” he said.  “I can see that you’re busy.”

	Chad didn’t know if he should be terrified or relieved.  At least Derek was someone who knew about him, so he figured that relieved would be what he should be feeling – except that something about Derek scared him. 

	“Remember when I said the other day, that I hoped you got everything you deserved, and then some?  This is exactly the kind of thing I meant!  Only more!”  He looked down at the bizarrely bound sissy, still not believing what Robin had done with him.  “I’d still like to ram my fist down your throat, but as long as I can see that you’re being treated – properly, then I think I can manage to hold off… for now.  And I’m absolutely determined to not let a little snot like you get in my way or cause me any problems at all.  Because from everything I can see, you’re not worth that much consideration!  Like I said, I have no respect for you anymore.  None!”  With a nod of his head, he added one last comment.  “Enjoy yourself down there, because you deserve it!”  He walked off.  But the image of what he had just seen had been forever burned into his brain.  It would be very hard to forget.

	Ahead of him, he saw Robin waiting at the corner of the hallway.  She must have followed him out of the break room.  As he got closer, he could see that she looked worried.

	Robin spoke before Derek had a chance to say anything.  “Please don’t tell anyone about what I’ve done,” she pleaded.  “Please!  I’m not a bad person!  I don’t do things like this… usually.  It’s just that… I can’t help it with him.  He…”  She paused to figure out the best word to use.

	“Irritates you?” Derek suggested. 

	She nodded.  “I can only deal with him now if I see him as a sissy and nothing else.  And I don’t want to get fired over this.”

	Derek nodded.  “I understand.  I think.  Don’t worry, I won’t mention you, but I have absolutely no concern for him at all.  I don’t care what happens to him – the worse, the better.  But I won’t mention you at all.”

	Robin nodded with relief.  “Thanks.  I appreciate it.  Like I said, I don’t want to get fired.”

	Derek nodded.  “Don’t worry about it.  If anyone should get fired, it should be him!  I don’t know why they put up with everything so far!”

	“I think it’s because Mel has been trying to be careful about what everyone sees.  Well, most people anyway.  At least here at work.  Evidently she doesn’t care about other places.”

	“Yeah,” Derek agreed.  “I’ve seen what she’s willing to do with him in public, and I still think he deserves everything he’s getting – and then some!” 

	“Thanks,” Robin said again with a pat on his arm before she turned and walked back to her desk.  She had taken a chance letting Derek see what she had done with him.  The full impact of someone else knowing hadn’t set in till it was too late – till after she had suggested that Derek go see Sissy.  So she had followed Derek to talk with him again.  Fortunately, Derek understood.

	She continued back to her cubicle. Sissy was still on the floor, still right where she had left him a short time ago.  His bottle was only half finished, but then she hadn’t been gone all that long.  She had come back early from break because of Derek.

	“Did you enjoy your visitor?” she asked, knowing full well that he couldn’t answer.  She found her camera again and started taking more pictures and videos of him all taped up and drinking his bottle.  She even lifted his bib in one of the videos to point out the “Baby” t-shirt he was wearing.  And since it was still early and she had some time, she sent the latest batch off to Mel.

	Mel stared closely at picture after picture.  She couldn’t believe how many Robin had sent.  And there was a second email that she hadn’t even gotten to yet.  She loved the bow on the front of his pantyhose.  And Robin had sent him to lunch like that!  She was betting Cassie had enjoyed it. 

	She got to the second email, the one that contained all the video clips.  One by one she worked her way through them too.  But the ones that had her the most interested were the ones where Robin had him practicing – getting up from the floor, curtseying before and after he spoke, then getting back down on the floor again. 

	As she was watching the last video, she noticed a third email from Robin come in.  When she opened it, she found more pictures and videos attached.  But what caught her attention the most in this email was the short message that Derek had stopped by and saw Sissy like this.  She opened the pictures and was shocked to see how she had bound Sissy up with what looked like tape.  The videos showed much more than the still pictures.  Sissy looked totally helpless and he couldn’t take his baby bottle out of his mouth.  It was so perfect!  She was also interested to note all the paper doll pieces scattered on the floor around him, the things Robin was making him play with to occupy himself.  And Robin had asked for help from her?  She was now taking notes from Robin!

	After all the pictures and videos of Sissy that Robin had sent, it was hard for her to go back to work again.  She forced herself to do it, but her mind was mostly on Sissy and Robin.  Oh how she wished she could be there to see it in person!  She needed to send Robin a big thank you for everything she had sent today.  But somehow, just a simple email didn’t seem adequate.  She decided to mull that thought over for a while before she did anything. 

	When the bottle Chad was drinking was empty, he didn’t let Robin know.  He couldn’t remove the thing from his mouth anyway and since Robin was now back at work again he felt it was more prudent to stay silent.  He didn’t want to make matters any worse for himself.

	Since Derek had left, he had been unable to keep that little visit out of his mind.  Yesterday, Derek had been angry and frightening.  He had seemed no better today.  There was no doubt about it, he was now afraid of Derek… probably with good reason.  Derek wanted to ram his fist down his throat! 

	He heard Robin turning around to check on him. 

	“Are you done?” she asked as she got up from her chair.  She checked his bottle.  “All done!  What a good baby.”  And then she laughed.  She grabbed her scissors and cut the tape that had been wrapped around his neck and the tape holding his hands to the bottle.  Pulling the tape away, she was finally able to take the empty bottle from him. 

	Chad flexed his fingers.  Moving them felt good since she had bound them fairly tightly.  He waited for her to cut the tape holding his legs the way they were, but she seemed to be uninterested in that. 

	Robin stuck his empty bottle back into his diaper bag.  She was going to cut his legs loose, but her eyes fell instead on the partially finished bottle he had been drinking just before break.  Feeling wicked, she picked it up and handed it to him.  “No use letting this one go to waste.  Finish it!”

	Chad’s heart sank with disbelief as he took the bottle.  He was tired of drinking.  His mouth hurt.  If he drank much more his diapers would explode before he got out of work. 

	Robin saw him pausing before he started drinking again.  Before she knew what she was doing, she had grabbed her tape again and was once again wrapping it around his hands, fastening them to the bottle… and then around his neck so he couldn’t remove it from his mouth again.  It was a very pleasing sight, one that seemed to fill her with satisfaction.  “Much better,” she muttered to herself as she sat back down to work again.  “Much better!”

	Chad didn’t get released again till long after he had finished the bottle and Robin had seemed to come to a stopping point in her work.  Only then did she cut and remove all the tape.  But then he was still stuck on the floor playing with the paper dolls.  He would have just sat there and done nothing, but Robin kept turning around every little while to check on him and make sure he was playing.  The paper dolls were – boring!  There wasn’t much he could really do with them.  Put the same few clothes he had taken off the doll back on again, only to take them off again, only to put them on again!  It was like torture. 

	And then if she gave him more clothes to cut out, the tiny scissors were all but impossible to use.  They weren’t exactly sharp so they didn’t cut very well. But the biggest problem was in trying to hold the darn things while he tried to cut something.  They were made for a child’s fingers.  Even then, he had to wonder if they were a bit small.

	He watched Robin’s back as she worked.  She was doing something useful.  Something interesting.  While he was stuck down here playing with… paper toys!  Junk!  But he was a sissy and this was also the life he had dreamed of – being dominated just like this.  But he had never expected it to ever come from one person let alone both Mel and Robin.  Non-stop domination.  Living the dream… and then some.  He just wished he could enjoy it sexually – the way he always thought he would.

	Mel rubbed her tired eyes.  The reading was hard work.  She had finally decided to concentrate on just the latest version of the contract itself, but the paperwork was all out of order.  The last lawyer, the one who had quit, had marked a few passages here and there, but there were no other notes as to why those sections had been marked.  She couldn’t see any reason at all, and the fact that she had to keep hunting through the mountains of pages for the next page didn’t help matters.  She was saved by Andrea knocking at her door.

	“Are you going to be at this all day tomorrow?” Andrea asked, “Or can you take a few clients too.”

	Mel sighed.  “I better see at least some,” she replied.  “Try to call the ones that seem most important.”  She threw the stack of papers in her hand down in frustration.  “I’m getting nowhere with this anyway!”

	Andrea just smiled.  “Get back to the business you know.  Maybe it will help.”

	“At least I won’t be as frustrated,” Mel agreed.

	“Will you be staying late?” Andrea asked.

	Mel checked the time and was surprised by how late it was.  She looked at the mountains of papers scattered all over her office.  She shook her head.  “I’ll take some of this home with me instead.”  She was interrupted by the ringing of her phone.  “Hello?”  She saw Andrea just wave as she walked off.

	“I just put my diaper on, Mistress,” Sissy’s sissy voice came over the connection.  Mel checked the time again.  It really was that late.  “Good!  You know the drill.  I’ll be there in a little while.”

	“What do you want me to wear?” Chad asked.

	Mel thought about that.  “Maid’s dress.  We’ll go from there after dinner.”  She ended the call and glanced for the hundredth time at all the paperwork.  Finally she pulled herself out of her chair and decided to grab just the things she thought she would look over tonight.  She had so much work to do… but the time limit on the bet was also running short.  She couldn’t afford this extra distraction.  But what could she do about it?  It was her job!

	 


Chapter 52 (Monday – week 8 part 8 of 8)

	Chad was cooking dinner when he heard the door opening.  He ran to the living room and curtseyed as Mel was coming in the door.  “Hello Mistress.  I’ve got dinner almost ready,” he said in his sissy voice.

	“Good!” Mel replied, her arms loaded under a ton of papers.  She carried everything over and dropped it all on her coffee table.  It was too much work.  Only then did she realize that dinner smelled good.  Very good!  She saw Sissy just staring at her, not tending to anything.  “Well go finish dinner!” she ordered.  “I’m hungry!”

	Chad hurried back to the kitchen.  He had only been watching Mel because he had never seen her come home with that much work before.  He stopped for a moment.  Did that mean she would be too busy to do anything with him tonight?  He could only hope.  Maybe she’d let him go home early.

	He finished preparing her dinner and set it on the table, after which he was again banished to his perch in the corner while she ate.  It was his usual place to be during her dinner.  Out of the way.  Out of mind.  Like the vacuum cleaner she kept in the closet.  He didn’t bother taking a baby bottle with him to drink because after all the liquids that Robin had forced him to drink all day, he was already wetting horribly!  He had no doubt he would make his time limit fairly easily. 

	He was now well used to standing unmoving in his corner for long periods of time, so he was surprised when before he expected it, she called him.  “Come get your own dinner together Sissy.”  He was very glad about getting out of his corner sooner, but he would have been happier about getting his own dinner together if it could include something other than baby food! 

	“Call me when you’re ready to get into your highchair,” Mel said as she headed out to her mountain of work in the living room.

	Chad glanced at her more than a few times as he dumped jar after jar of colorful mush out on one of his plastic child plates.  Mel seemed to be sorting through her paperwork and distributing it in piles up and down her couch.  Since he could get his own dinner, he spooned out more baby food for himself than usual just so he would have more to eat.  He took the tray off of the table and climbed up into the chair.  “I’m ready, Mistress,” he called.

	Mel looked up from her task of sorting the papers, trying to figure out why they weren’t in the proper order.  It was so odd.  A page here and there would be stuck in the middle of a bunch of pages from a whole different portion of the agreement.  Why?  Not for any reason she could see.  With her mind almost totally on her contract problem, she stuck his tray on his highchair for him, tied the bib around his neck, stuck his dinner in front of him, and stuck another full baby bottle on the tray.  But through the whole process, she barely noticed him.  Barely saw him.  All her mind wanted to process was the odd arrangement of the papers now on her couch.  Two minutes later, she was back at it again.

	“I’m finished, Mistress,” Chad called from his seat in the kitchen.

	Mel looked up, bothered by the distraction.  He was done already?  She glanced at the clock.  When had it moved so fast?  Frustrated, she left her work and released Sissy from his highchair.  But the moment he was free, she turned right back to her work again without saying another word to him. 

	Chad once again noticed her mood.  Whatever work she had brought home seemed to be totally consuming her.  Knowing she needed to be left alone, he began cleaning up the kitchen.  But the bottle he had just finished with dinner had done its job… as had all the liquids he had consumed all day.  “I’m leaking!” he suddenly called excitedly.

	Mel cursed.  One interruption after another!  And she still hadn’t figured out why the damn contract was so oddly out of order.  Page 32 was stuck between pages 167 and 168.  Page 112 was stuck between pages 74 and 75.  And that didn’t even begin to explain why whole sections were either turned around or were completely in the wrong place.  So she was now trying to put them in order, but she was trying to solve the mystery at the same time.  And she was getting nowhere! 

	She glanced at the clock.  He had managed to be leaking fairly quickly this time.  But that’s as far as she wanted to think about it.  “Go change Sissy!  I’m busy!”

	Chad was sure now that this would be an easier evening for him… as long as he kept leaking.  He happily went about changing himself, making as little noise and intrusion as possible so as not to disturb her.  Then he went back to cleaning the kitchen… very slowly.  Since she was so busy, he didn’t want to disturb her and give her a reason to find him something less appealing for him to do. 

	When there was nothing left for him to do in the kitchen, he started cleaning the rest of her apartment again, but not the living room where she was working.  He dusted and straightened her bedroom.  He gave her bathroom a once over again.  He even sorted through the laundry – but he didn’t start any because he didn’t want the noise of the washer and dryer to disturb her.  He simply tried to stay out of her way.  But he wasn’t the one who interrupted her.

	Mel cursed under her breath when her cell phone suddenly rang.  But there was no way she could ignore it.  “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel.” Sandy’s cheery voice replied.  “I was wondering if you wanted to get together tonight and pick out some new music for Sissy’s ballet next weekend.”

	Mel inwardly groaned.  She needed to do it, but…  “Sandy, I can’t.  I’m totally swamped with work that I’m getting nowhere with.  Hey, maybe you can you put some music together for me and I’ll listen to it tomorrow.  Can you do that for me?”

	Sandy was a bit surprised since she knew how important Mel’s planned little ballet was to her.  “Sure.  I can do that… if you want.”

	“It would be a big help – a lot!”

	“No problem.  I’ll put something together and we can go over it tomorrow.”

	“Thanks, Sandy.  I appreciate it.”  Mel hung up her phone.  His ballet was her project.  Her responsibility.  But she didn’t have time right now to work on it.  But then she realized that there was nothing wrong with Sandy helping anyway.  This whole new direction for his ballet performance was mostly Sandy’s idea anyway.  Maybe they could work on it together.  She smiled at that idea.  It would take a lot of the pressure off of her. 

	She glanced over at Sissy.  He was doing something with the dirty clothes over by the washer, but he wasn’t washing anything.  “What are you doing?” she asked.

	Sissy curtseyed.  “Sorting laundry,” he replied.

	“But you’re not washing anything?”

	He curtseyed again.  “I was trying to stay quiet so I wouldn’t disturb you.”

	She moaned to herself.  And yes she appreciated him being quiet.  That was a good thing.  But him doing nothing?  “Since you have nothing to do, grab another bottle and get back on your perch!  You can spend some time being quiet there instead.”

	Chad was very disappointed.  Being on his perch was the last place he wanted to be.  But since she wasn’t taking her eyes off of him, he went to the refrigerator and pulled out another bottle and took it over to his corner.  A few seconds later, he was staring at the corner of the ceiling as his head was tilted back so he could drink his bottle. 

	“Just let me know when you start leaking,” Mel said as she went back to her work.

	When he started leaking?  He wasn’t exactly sure what time it was, but he was fairly certain that he still had over an hour before he needed to be leaking.  That was an awfully long time to be stuck up on his perch!  Resigning himself to the ordeal, he closed his eyes since there was nothing to see.  Back in his corner again with nothing to do but drink his bottle – as long as it lasted.  Dull.  Boring.  Put away.  Useless.  Again.

	When his bottle finished, he pulled his arm down to his side and lowered his head to a more comfortable position – relatively anyway.  Being pressed into the corner like he was could never be considered comfortable, especially when his feet were bent and stuck over his perch.  Ouch!  As usual, he did his best to ignore the pain in his toes and the ever growing ache in the calves of his legs.  He tried to ignore it because there was nothing he could do about it. 

	He tried to concentrate on trying to pee instead because there was little else to concentrate on and the sooner he started leaking, the sooner he would be off this darn perch.  The only good thing he could find about being stuck in his corner with nothing else to do, was that it gave him the opportunity to pay close attention to each time he peed.  All too often now, he never noticed it at all.  He only wished he could hold back, but with the leaking deadline he had to worry about he didn’t dare even try.  Not even for a moment.  He had to pee, and pee a lot… and pee some more – just to get his diaper leaking on time.  It was a never ending job!  And while he was now able to notice how often he was peeing, it was always for only a very brief amount of time and the feeling never lasted.  But each time it was a nice relief from feeling nothing at all since he was so bored.  And since he was peeing fairly frequently, he was more happy about it because it was the only way for him to keep from being punished! 

	Mel’s eyes began to blur.  She had read the last paragraph three times and still didn’t understand it.  With a grunt she looked up.  She turned her head and noticed Sissy still in his corner.  How long had he been there?  She glanced at the clock, it had been quite a while now.  Where was the time going tonight?  He still had a little while left on his deadline, but that time was growing shorter.  “Are you leaking yet?” she asked.

	Chad was startled by the question thrown out into the room.  “Not yet, Mistress,” he replied.  His feet and legs had gone numb.  He had almost fallen asleep in the awkward position he was stuck in.

	“Then get yourself another bottle and get back up there again.”

	It took a moment for her command to fully register.  Then another few moments for him to figure out how to move his body again.  He managed to pull one foot straight up and step off of the perch, but his foot didn’t want to bend right.  His toes wanted to be stay down at the angle that they were.  He had to flex his ankle a few times to stand fully on that foot before he could repeat the process with his other foot.  Finally he was standing normally again.  His legs felt numb – in fact, his whole body felt numb.  He shook each leg a bit before trying to walk – which was another problem.  Eventually, he managed to get into the kitchen and get himself another bottle.  But he had to head straight back to his perch with it.  Climbing back onto the darn thing was a lot easier than getting off of it.  His body seemed to be more used to the torturous position than when he wasn’t on it.  His toes quickly grew numb again as he put the bottle back to his mouth and started drinking.  Back in the corner again.  Ugh!

	Mel watched him the whole time he had gotten out of the corner till he got back into it again.  She could tell how badly his body must ache, but he still seemed to be managing it fairly well.  She thought anyway.  She actually considered his corner to be a good thing.  He was there… but he wasn’t.  He was out of the way – put where he could easily be called when he was needed.  And when he was needed, he would be right there… handy.  But otherwise, it was as if he hardly existed.  She thought it set just the right tone for the relationship between them.

	She was sure that the perch he was standing on was probably torturing him, but that wasn’t her problem.  He would just have to get used to it… if necessary, for longer and longer periods of time.  After rubbing her tired eyes, she went back to work again – still no closer to figuring things out than she was when she started.

	“I’m leaking!” Sissy’s muted voice called from the corner.

	Mel looked up again and automatically glanced at the clock.  Once again time had passed faster than she would have imagined.  But at least he had made it with plenty of time to spare.  She was glad because she didn’t really feel like taking the time to punish him tonight.  She was too busy.  “Okay, get off of there,” she said as she set her work aside and got to her feet.

	Getting off his perch was not one bit easier this time.  In fact, if anything, his body seemed to protest more.  But he was still glad to get away from his corner – if only for a while. 

	“Get yourself another bottle,” Mel said as soon as she saw that he could move a little bit.  She really had left him there too long.  Way too long.  Yet he had managed.  But she wouldn’t put him back there again tonight. 

	Chad grabbed another bottle from the refrigerator and immediately put it to his lips.  The cool liquid felt good in the back of his throat.  His body ached so much, he didn’t care if he was wetting or not.  He was grateful for the low heels on his shoes because he still felt nothing but pain from his toes.  Bottle in his mouth, he headed out of the kitchen to find Mel – who was in her bathroom laying out fresh diapers for him.  He was happy to see that she had laid out more than one.

	Mel diapered him in four thick layers of disposable diapers.  Since she was done before his bottle was finished, she let him lay on her bathroom floor till it was empty.  Then, when he was done, she sent him home, back to his own apartment for the night – with the usual instructions of course to drink three more bottles before he went to sleep.  “Get a good night’s sleep, Sissy,” She told him before he left her apartment.  “Tomorrow’s another day.  You may need it.”

	Chad curtseyed.  “Yes, Mistress. Good night, Mistress.”

	“Good night, Sissy,” she replied.  But once he was gone from her apartment, she couldn’t get him off of her mind.  She also remembered that she had never thanked Robin for all the pictures she had sent her.  She would have to make amends for that somehow.  But how?  Was an email just thanking her enough?  Was there anything else she could do for Robin?

	She looked back at the door that Sissy had walked out of just a few minutes ago.  “Good night, Sissy,” she said very softly once again.  “Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 1 of 10)

	Paper doll pieces littered the floor around him as he once again sat Indian-style like a child on the floor of Robin’s cubicle.  Paper doll pieces around him, but the doll in his hands was plastic – a real doll.  Under Robin’s watchful eyes, he removed the pretty pink patterned dress the doll was wearing.  He was surprised to see that underneath the dress the doll was wearing a diaper. 

	“She’s just like you,” Robin said in his dream.  “A little doll to dress up any way you want.  And she even wears and wets her diapers too – just like you.  And just like you, I think you should keep her wetting that diaper.”  With that, she handed him the doll’s tiny baby bottle.  “Stick that in the baby’s mouth now and feed her.”  He took the bottle and stuck it in the dolls mouth.  “Now here’s your bottle too,” his dream Robin said.  “You can’t stop wetting either.”

	Holding his own bottle to his mouth, he drank deeply while he fed the doll her bottle as well.  He felt himself wetting again, and at the same time, noticed that the diaper on his doll was getting wetter too.

	“You’re so much alike, you two,” Robin said.  “You’re both babies.  You’re both toys for others to play with and dress up any way we like.  And you both can’t help wetting yourselves.”  The dream Robin laughed.  “You both drink from a bottle at one end, and it comes out of both of you at the other end.  Silly sissy babies for everyone’s enjoyment.”

	It was as if her words were some kind of trigger, because all of a sudden all the women that usually sat at the break room table with them showed up at her cubicle.  All of them pointed and laughed at him and what he was doing.  All of them commented on the silly way he was dressed.  And all of them commented on how wet his diapers were – much wetter than his dolls.  And in his dream humiliation, he felt himself wetting even more at their words and laughter. 

	And then they started talking to him.  “So it’s true, you are a sissy,” one of them declared. 

	“We just knew it!” another one replied. 

	“It was obvious from your fingernails!” another one noted.

	“It was obvious from the start!” a third one added. 

	He wanted to tell them they were all wrong, but the problem was, they were all right.  He couldn’t deny it, he was a sissy.  A big sissy! 

	Their taunting became a sing-song chant.  “Sissy, sissy, sissy!  Sissy, sissy, sissy!”  The humiliating taunting went on and on, until strangely, it was accompanied by music… loud music.  Music that quickly drowned out not only the voices, but his entire delicious dream.  It was the alarm on his stupid pink clock radio.  And it was time to get up again.  Ugh!

	He rolled out of bed, knocking over a few empty baby bottles in the process and turned his alarm off.  It was another day.  He had to get ready for… another day filled with humiliation after humiliation.  And as much as he hated it, he also couldn’t deny that he loved every bit of it just as much.  As his dream had said…  “Sissy, sissy, sissy!” 

	He stumbled wide-leggedly out toward his kitchen where he expected to see a note from Mel.  It was there, right on his counter, right where he expected it to be.  Still rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he read what she had written. 

	Most of the note was the same old thing… the usual three baby bottles, so on and so forth.  She had also included a little reminder at the end of the note that he had to wear three diapers to work from now on instead of two.  The reminder wasn’t really necessary, but he supposed he appreciated it since she had taken the trouble to include it. 

	The part of her note that he didn’t really appreciate however, was her order that today he had to dress as sexy as possible.  “Wear your shortest skirt, your highest sexiest heels, and do your makeup as bold and sexy as possible.  Wear the garters and stockings today that you wore to the poker game.  And instead of your all-in-one girdle, wear the open bottom one instead.  Your choice of bra, but don’t forget your waist cincher.  If you like, you can borrow my skirt again that you wore to the poker game.  If I don’t like the skirt you choose, you’ll be wearing it anyway, so consider it.  Let me see what you can do!”

	Her order shocked him somewhat.  Dress as sexy as possible for work?  Wear his shortest skirt and highest heels?  And the garter belt and open bottom girdle?  Something about that smelled like a lot like trouble for him, especially if she didn’t like his choice of skirt and she made him wear her skirt instead.  That one had been a nightmare.  He distinctly remembered how he had to keep pulling it down to keep his diapers from showing.  And by the end of the night, they were showing below the skirt anyway.  Nightmare!  Yet the thought thrilled him too.  It was just hard to admit – consciously. 

	He grabbed his usual three bottles from the refrigerator and carried them out to his solitary chair facing his wall of shaming pictures.  He put the first bottle to his mouth, but his mind wasn’t on his bottle, nor was it on the pictures.  His mind was totally focused on her strange request.  Dress as sexy as possible?  How?

	Mel poured her first cup of coffee of the day, but the act was so automatic that she didn’t even think about it as she did it.  Her mind was instead on her problem from work.  How could she make sense out of the million pages of contract paperwork in so little time?  She took a few sips of her coffee and headed into her living room where she sat in one of her chairs to drink… and to think.  She had told Andrea she would see some of her regular clients today.  Maybe that’s what she needed to do.  Put this whole contract mess out of her head and get back to her usual business.  But the thought of “usual business” instantly brought thoughts of Sissy to her mind.  He was now her “usual business” too.  And he was also one that she’d much rather think about.

	She had told him in her note last night to dress as sexy as possible today. Well, she would see what he could do – but she didn’t have very high expectations.  It wasn’t something she had really had him do for himself before.  And that thought made her remember that she had to dig out and find that little black and silver skirt she had him wear to the poker game.  She seriously doubted that he would be wearing any skirt to work today except that little skirt.  And she also seriously doubted that the darn thing would be anything except a major nuisance to him – all day long!

	Chad stared at his reflection in the long mirror hung on his closet door.  Over top of his three diapers, plastic panties, and waist cincher, instead of his usual all-in-one girdle, he was wearing the very tight, very high wasted, open bottomed girdle he had worn to the poker game.  He was also wearing the same black lacy bra, garter belt, and smoky black stockings.  Fortunately, the only part of anything that showed was a little bit of the darker material at the tops of his stockings.  He turned his legs to look as carefully as he could to make sure the seams in the back were straight.  They looked perfect – or so he hoped.  

	He was wearing a somewhat conservative red top with white lace all along the v-cut neckline.  He was wearing this top because the low-plunging neckline on the first one he had chosen showed way too much of the fake breasts that were glued to his chest.  He had tried to put a little bit of makeup over the edge of the breasts where they met his real skin like Mel had done for the poker game, but he couldn’t get it right and it wound up looking worse.  So he had chosen this more conservative top instead.  He only hoped Mel would approve.

	Below his red top, he was wearing the shortest skirt he could find in his closet.  The skirt was supposed to look like blue denim, but the material was much softer.  It was also fairly full which was good because he would worry less when his diapers got bloated.  It was not one that he had bought with Mel, but rather one from before he had met her.  The problem with this skirt though, was that he had lost a lot of weight in the last two months and the thing didn’t really fit right anymore.  It kept slipping down from his waist to hang way too low on his hips.  If it wasn’t for all the diapers he was wearing that filled out his backside, the darn thing would probably slip off.  He didn’t think it looked all that bad though.  And it was somewhat short – especially when he took the time to pull it all the way up where it belonged.  It just wouldn’t stay there.  And fortunately, when it was pulled all the way up, it still hid most of the tops of his stockings and especially the big black bows attached to the garters hanging down from his garter belt.  And if… like at work… he didn’t bother to pull the skirt up when it slid down, then all the better because his stockings and garters would show a whole lot less!

	And of course, he couldn’t miss seeing the reflection of the shoes he was wearing.  His highest heels.  Not patent leather, but the black was almost as shiny.  They had a thin strap that wrapped all the way around each ankle.  And the heels - five inches long and tapered very thin.  They were just a little bit higher than the pink heels Mel often made him wear – and there was no way he was going to wear those pink heels to work!  The problem with these shoes though, was that they were not only a bit hard to walk in, they were very uncomfortable.  His toes already hurt.  He considered taking them off, but figured why not wear them.  He usually sat down most of the time anyway and he didn’t walk all that much during the day.  And if they hurt too much, he could always take them off for a while.

	Instead of the usual studs he wore in his ears, he had added the gold heart-shaped earrings and necklace Mel had bought him on Sunday.  He liked the way the earrings dangled down from his ears.  They were much better than the simple studs and much more exciting to wear.

	He stared at his overall outfit for a moment more.  It was the best he could do.  But would Mel think it was sexy enough?  He’d find out in just a few minutes because if he didn’t get going soon, he was going to be late. 

	Mel answered her door a few moments after he knocked.  She smiled broadly at his usual curtsey and greeting – she still loved seeing it.  “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back to let him in.  Her eyes had started checking him out the moment she had opened the door.  As he put his things under her little table, she kept checking.  As he bent down, the back of his skirt revealed a bit of the black bows attached to the garter fasteners at the tops of his stockings.  But the back of his top rode up a little and she also noticed something odd about the way the waist of his skirt seemed to fit.  She said nothing though.

	Chad set his things on the floor, then stood up and handed her the bag containing all his empty baby bottles – noting that again she didn’t even look in the bag.  Instead, she seemed to be looking him over all too carefully.  We’ll, he had expected that today.  But would he pass?  He certainly hoped so.

	Mel started again from the top – of his head.  His hair was the same as always, although she did notice today how much longer it seemed to be getting lately.  Would it be long enough soon to do something else with?  But that was a question for after this bet was settled – after she won.  “I like your choice of jewelry,” she told him.  “We really need to get you some more earrings now that you can start wearing something other than studs in your ears.  Some really big hoops would have been perfect today.  If I had anything like that, I’d let you borrow them.”

	Chad wasn’t sure if he was glad or not that she didn’t own any large hoop earrings.  On the one hand, they would probably be too embarrassing to wear, but on the other hand, he would certainly love it.

	“You could have done a lot more with your makeup.  A lot!  I think it’s time to start teaching you to do it more dramatic so you don’t always look so… plain.”

	She stared at the red top he was wearing and particularly at the neckline where his breasts were.  She would have liked to see something much more low-cut, but she guessed that with his breast forms, anything much more “interesting” would be out of the question.  “You could have chosen a sexier top too,” she complained as her eyes scanned down to his skirt. 

	She stared at the denim skirt he was wearing.  Then she stepped back so she could see it better.  It wasn’t real denim of course, and it wasn’t a straight skirt.  In fact, it was rather full.  But it was somewhat short.  She remembered seeing the skirt in his closet, but she had never seen it on him before.  She supposed it was… acceptable.  Acceptable – except for one odd thing that she just now noticed.  She looked closer.  Yes, she was sure of it.  “Why is the hem of your skirt crooked?” she asked.  “It doesn’t look like that kind of skirt.”

	“Crooked?” Chad asked totally surprised as he quickly glanced down.  But he was guessing as to the reason for what she was seeing.  And as his body moved ever so slightly, he felt the waist of his skirt slip a little bit more.

	Mel quickly walked up to him and lifted his top up a bit.  She remembered that odd thing she had seen on the waist of his skirt a few moments earlier.  She looked closer now.  She pulled on the skirt, and it easily slid down his waist at least three more inches.  “You can’t wear that!  It doesn’t fit!”

	Chad remembered to curtsey before he answered.  “It’s the shortest skirt I had!”

	“Not if it slides that far down.  It will be just as long, or longer, than what you usually wear!  Take it off!  After breakfast I’ll get you another one.”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about that, mostly because he already knew what skirt she would give him.

	Mel took a better look at his shoes as he was pulling the skirt off.  She had seen them in his closet as well, but like the skirt he was removing, she had never seen him wearing them.  Trust a sissy to buy the sexiest shoes possible.  The heels looked to be about as high as the pink patent leather shoes she liked to see him in.  Her first thought about them was how uncomfortable they looked to wear.  Her second thought was that she should have him wear them much more often. 

	A few minutes later, Chad – without his skirt – was sitting in his highchair with a bib tied around his neck eating rather bland baby cereal with a tiny rubber coated baby spoon.  Mel disappeared as soon as she had set his bottle on the tray for him.  She came back a few minutes later and he saw her throw the dreaded grey-black skirt on the table for him.  Only then did she go to the refrigerator where he saw her remove six fresh baby bottles to replace the ones in his diaper bag now.  Six bottles!  He fervently hoped that Robin wouldn’t make him drink so much today, but somehow he had a feeling that she would. 

	When he had finally finished his breakfast, he struggled to pull the shiny skirt up over his padded bottom.  Even after losing more weight, the skirt was still very tight.  Eventually, he got it all the way up – after which, he immediately pulled down the bottom to make sure it covered as much as possible – which was all too little.  There was no way though that it would even begin to hide the big bows over top of the clips that were attached to the tops of his stockings at the front and back.  They were going to be on display all day!  He worried a lot about that.  What would everyone think? 

	“Wait a minute,” Mel said as she was looking at how the skirt looked on him.  We need to fix something.  She bent down to his legs, and one by one, tightened each of his garter straps so that they pulled on his stockings much tighter.  “I think you’ve lost so much weight that the belt is sitting lower on your hips.  This should help.”

	Help?  But Chad immediately noticed how he could now feel the tug of each of the four garter straps against his stockings that much more.  He looked down.  Even after she had tightened them, he could still see an inch of garter between the bottom of his skirt and the big black bows attached to his stocking tops.  How was he going to get through the day like that?  It was going to be an absolute nightmare! 

	And then his brain turned to the one biggest thing he kept remembering from the last time he had worn this skirt – by the end of the poker game – no matter how he had tried to pull the skirt down, his diapers had shown down below it by.  He really prayed that wouldn’t happen again today.  He’d never be able to explain it!

	Mel looked him over carefully again.  She nearly laughed out loud at the display of garters and stocking tops.  That should give Robin something interesting to think about!  She forced herself to look past his garters to the rest of his outfit.  “Silver jewelry would go better with the silver flecks in that skirt,” she said to him, “but what you’re wearing will have to be good enough.”

	She kept staring at him.  “Wait right there!” she suddenly exclaimed before hurrying off to her bedroom.  She was back a few minutes later with a wide black patent leather belt that she fastened tightly around his waist over top of his red top.  Then she stood back to survey him again.  The belt made a big difference.  The big silver buckle didn’t go all that well with his other jewelry, but it did go better with his skirt and stockings.  It also emphasized the difference between his waist and his bust much more.  “We’ve got to get you more accessories,” she noted out loud.  “It’s the simple things like that belt that really make that outfit.  Okay, Sissy, you better get going.  You don’t want to be late.”

	Chad headed to the door where he picked his diaper bag and purse up from the floor, the minute he stood up again he realized that he needed to pull his skirt down – already.  Once again it looked like it was going to ride up all too easily.  He had to hang both bags over his shoulders before he could carefully bend down enough to try to grab the bottom of his skin tight skirt and pull it down – which proved to be a difficult exercise.  He congratulated himself for managing to do it without either the diaper bag or his purse falling off of his shoulders. 

	As he curtseyed and said goodbye to Mel, his thoughts were mainly on his skirt.  This was not going to be an easy day.  Two minutes later, things didn’t look like they were going to get any easier as the shoes on his feet made getting down the steps to his car a major pain – literally!

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 2 of 10)

	Once he got to work, Chad carefully got out of his car, and pulled his skirt down.  Only then did he reached back into his car to grab his diaper bag and purse – after which, he was tempted to pull his skirt down again – but no amount of tugging was going to get it to cover up the black bows attached to his garter straps.  Ugh! 

	All too aware of what was showing, he braced himself and hurried toward the building.  He couldn’t wait to get to the safety of his cubicle.  He noticed a few people stopping to stare as he tried to hurry, but the super high thin heels he was wearing weren’t going to let him hurry all that fast.

	“Sissy?” he heard a woman somewhere behind him calling.  But he ignored her, acting like he never heard her.  He wasn’t about to stop to talk to anyone! 

	His toes were in agony by the time he reached the safety of his cubicle.  He was cursing his decision to go ahead and wear the stupid shoes!  But it was too late to do anything about it now.  Hopefully, he’d be able to take his shoes off in a little while.

	Ignoring his hurting toes, he quickly checked Robin’s cubicle and was glad to see that he had managed to get to work ahead of her.  She wanted him to be out in the hallway in front of her cubicle when she arrived every day to greet her.  For once, he was going to get it right!  Shifting from foot to foot to try to relieve his hurting feet, he waited for Robin to arrive.

	Robin didn’t exactly take her time getting from her car to the building, but she didn’t hurry either – just like she hadn’t hurried to get to work.  She didn’t hurry, mostly to give Sissy a chance to get there ahead of her.  Would he greet her the way she wanted him to – for once?  She would just have to wait and see.  With her usual armload of junk, she casually wandered through the hallways and finally turned down the last one.  And there he was – waiting right outside her cubicle like she wanted him to. 

	The moment she saw him though, she almost dropped her armload of stuff.  The closer she got, the more she stared at his strange outfit.  She couldn’t help it, she was simply shocked by what she saw him wearing.  His amazingly tight – amazingly short skirt absolutely couldn’t be ignored.  Nor could she ignore the dark stockings and very high heels he was wearing.  But the biggest thing that stood out were the crazy black bows attached to his garter straps – fully on display!  She wondered if Mel had anything to do with his outfit for the day – no she was sure that Mel had a lot to do with what he was wearing. 

	Chad curtseyed.  “Good morning, Robin.”  Then he curtseyed again, just like she wanted him to – to signify that he was done talking.

	Robin stopped in front of him and stared at him.  She wanted to say something about the fact that he had finally greeted her the she wanted, but those words were simply beyond her.  “Your outfit is… interesting,” she finally managed to say.  “Wait here.”  Almost in a daze, she walked off to her cubicle and unloaded her entire armload of things onto her desk.  Normally, she would have dug into her purse right away to find her mirror and check her face, but she didn’t even think about that, she went straight back to the hallway to look at Sissy instead.

	Chad was nervous about standing in the middle of the hallway dressed the way he was.  He only hoped that she wouldn’t make him stay there and practice curtseying again like she did all too often.

	Robin came back again and stood a short distance away from him – and stared.  No, it hadn’t been a mirage.  He really was dressed like that – for work!  While the top he was wearing wasn’t outlandish in any way – in fact, she rather like it – the wide black belt around his waist seemed to accentuate his figure that was becoming more and more feminine.  Unfortunately, while she had already lost a few pounds since starting at the gym, it also made her realize how much more weight she still had to lose.  Okay, she was a bit jealous!

	But her gaze was absolutely forced back to his legs again, and in particular to the big black bows that decorated where his stockings were attached to the garter straps.  She shook her head at it.  “Hold your arms out just a little and turn all the way around – slowly!  Let me see all of it.”  As his backside came into view, she was surprised to see identical bows on the straps attached to the back of his stockings as well.  His entire outfit was nothing less than… she didn’t know what… outlandish?  But that didn’t seem to begin to describe it.

	“How do you walk in those shoes?” she asked as she looked all the way down to his feet.

	Chad was careful to curtsey before answering.  “They hurt – a lot!”  He curtseyed again.

	“I believe it!  So did Mel dress you today or did you pick this out yourself?”

	Chad had to curtsey again.  “Most of it was Mel’s idea.”  Curtsey.

	“Most of it?  What wasn’t?”

	“Well, she told me to dress as sexy as possible and she also told me to wear the stockings and garter belt, but she let me pick out the rest.”

	He didn’t get the chance to curtsey again or even finish what he was saying before Robin asked, “And you picked that skirt and those shoes?”

	Chad curtseyed.  “I had picked out a different skirt, but she didn’t like it and made me wear this one instead.”  Curtsey.

	“Did the skirt you picked show as much as that skirt?”

	Curtsey.  “Not even close!”  Curtsey.

	“I didn’t think so.  And how about the shoes?  Did she tell you to wear them too?”

	Curtsey.  “No, unfortunately they were my idea.”  Curtsey.

	Robin shook her head again, then she smiled.  “I love it!  I really love it!  I can see right now that we’re going to have a very interesting day today.  Of that I have no doubt!”  She walked off again and went into her cubicle.  “Where’s your diaper bag?” she called without bothering to look back.

	Chad hurried into his own cubicle and grabbed his diaper bag.  A minute later, he deposited it on the corner of her desk – the only empty place big enough that he could find.  Robin opened the bag and glanced inside – six more bottles she noted.  “Do you have anything to work on?” she asked, remembering that yesterday he had been looking for something to do.

	Chad remembered to curtsey – he didn’t want to have to go back out to the hallway and practice again.  “Not really,” he replied.  “At least I don’t think so.  I haven’t even had time to boot up my computer yet.”  He curtseyed again.

	Robin smiled.  “See how nice it is when you curtsey like you’re supposed to?  Conversations are so much easier.”

	To Chad, that was a matter of debate.  Conversations were definitely much more difficult on his side.

	“Since you have nothing to do… work on this first.”  She reached into his bag and handed him a baby bottle.”

	Hating life, Chad disappointedly sank down to the floor and put the bottle to his mouth.  As he sat there though, he immediately realized that in getting down to the floor the way he did, his skirt had ridden up high enough to expose the bottom of his girdle. 

	Robin immediately noticed the patch of white below his skirt.  She also immediately realized what it was and that it was a different girdle than he usually wore.  “I can’t begin to tell you how glad I am to see you wearing a girdle.  It’s so nice to know that you’re suffering with them as much as I did.  Of course, I gave up on them a long time ago.”

	Chad tried to pull his skirt lower, but sitting the way he was didn’t let him move it a bit.  The bottom of his girdle would have to remain on display till he finished his bottle.  One thing that Robin had been right about, this was going to be an interesting day.  Too interesting!

	Robin didn’t even get her computer booted up before the phone on her desk rang.  “Hello?” she answered.

	“Robin!  What’s up with Sissy this morning?  I saw the way he was dressed when he came in.  I called to him, but he didn’t hear me.”

	Robin laughed.  She had no doubt that Sissy hadn’t wanted to hear her.  “Unbelievably, he really is dressed that way,” she replied. 

	“Why?”

	“I have no idea.”  Which was mostly a lie.

	“Well, please make sure he gets to break today.  Tie him up and drag him if you have to.”

	“Oh don’t worry, there’s no way I’m going to let him get out of not going this morning – even if I have to get everyone to help me drag him down there!”

	Mel sat wearily in her desk chair.  She had told Andrea to book a few clients today, but there were so many clients that were getting backed up that Andrea had taken advantage of the opportunity and over booked instead.  So now Mel was taking a break just to clear her head before going in to see the next client.  It was good to get back to her usual business though. Very good!

	Now that she had a minute to think of something other than her clients, she immediately thought about Sissy.  How was he making out today?  She tried to imagine what he must be going through, but she found the exercise simply impossible.  She really couldn’t imagine it.  She could only hope that Robin would fill her in later.  And speaking of Robin…  She opened her email program and typed a thank you note for all the pictures and videos Robin had sent yesterday.  With that done, she dragged herself out of her chair and headed off to meet with another client.

	Chad stared at his computer screen trying to figure out what he should do.  As soon as he had finished his bottle, Robin had sent him back to his desk with an order to find something to keep busy with or she would have him playing with the paper dolls on her floor for the rest of the day.  He didn’t want that at all.  So now he was staring at his computer screen wondering what to do.

	Well, first things first.  His feet were killing him!  He unfastened his shoes and slipped them off.  Ah!!!  So much better!  He stretched and bent his toes, feeling the relief of each little movement. 

	Feeling better, he decided to open his spreadsheet for tracking the bet.  He found today’s date and checked the columns next to it.  There were only ten days left.  It certainly didn’t sound like much, but at the same time it seemed like an eternity.  Especially since he hadn’t had a chance to hold back at all yet today – yesterday either for that matter… or Sunday… or Saturday.  He couldn’t even remember if he had tried at all on Friday.  Things weren’t looking good for him – of that he was sure.

	Was it possible that Mel could win this bet?  Everything he knew from his readings, and everything he knew about his own body told him she couldn’t win.  There was no way possible.  Yet in the meantime, his body was acting awfully incontinent.  Totally incontinent!  Could he get it all back in just two days?  Or at least enough control to show that he wasn’t completely incontinent?  He simply didn’t know.

	But those thoughts made him wonder, just how were they going to decide anyway who won this bet?  What if things got so close that they needed a better way to decide definitively exactly who had won?  He made a mental note to send an email to Mel just as soon as he closed the spreadsheet to ask her about it.  And since he didn’t have to curtsey or use his sissy voice in an email – it was really the easiest way to discuss it with Mel.

	He momentarily clicked in the column where he would have entered how long he had held back yesterday.  But he had nothing to put there – just like he hadn’t entered anything yesterday.  He hadn’t really been able to try to hold back at all.

	He quickly glanced over at all his reasons for winning the bet.  Were they still good reasons?  He thought so, but he wasn’t totally sure now. 

	Slightly frustrated, he closed the spreadsheet and opened up his email program instead.  Just how were he and Mel going to decide who won and who lost?

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 3 of 10)

	Robin saw Mel’s email come in and she opened it right away.  It was a short note where Mel mostly thanked her for the pictures and videos she had sent yesterday.  Mel also apologized for not being able to get back to her sooner because she was currently so busy.  Finally, Mel asked how Robin liked the outfit Sissy was wearing today.  Robin appreciated the fact that at least Mel had taken the time to thank her for all the pictures.  But then, she had sent them as a means to thank Mel for all the pictures and descriptions of what had happened to Sissy over the weekend.  She only wished that Mel had mentioned a bit more about why she had put Sissy in the ridiculous outfit she had him wearing today.  But then, she understood that Mel was busy… evidently, very busy.

	She heard typing on the other side of the wall and wondered what Sissy was working on.  Not that it really mattered.  As she listened to the keys clicking, she remembered just how fast he could type.  Really, he was a great programmer.  He could analyze things and do things with the code that she barely understood.  But he was horrible when it came to design or anything the least bit artistic.  She guessed that’s why they seemed to complement each other so well – work wise anyway. 

	She still had nothing for him to work on yet in this project – but that was her fault, mostly because she had gotten a great idea and it was taking a lot of time to develop.  So she had him doing nothing for now.  But what was he typing so much for on the other side of the wall?  Curious, she got up from her seat to go see.  “What are you working on?” she asked as she entered his cubicle.

	Chad turned around to answer, but the sudden angry look on her face made him stop before he spoke a single word.  He quickly got out of his chair and curtseyed.  “I’m sending Mel an email.”  He curtseyed again.

	“About what?”

	He curtseyed.  “About the bet.  How do we decide who wins or loses?”  Curtsey.

	“You mean you won’t know?”

	Curtsey.  “What if it’s really close?”  Curtsey.

	“You think it will be?”

	He shrugged, then curtseyed.  “I think I’m going to win.”  Curtsey.

	Robin wasn’t all that sure.  In fact, she rather doubted it, but that wasn’t for her to say.  She noticed his bare feet and his shoes on the floor nearby.  “You took your shoes off?”

	Curtsey.  “They were hurting my feet.”  Curtsey.

	Robin didn’t doubt that for a minute.  She would never even think of wearing shoes like that.  “You’re the one who decided to wear them!  In fact, you told me you picked them out!”

	Curtsey.  “I’m starting to think it was a bad decision.”  Curtsey.

	Robin only nodded.  “Okay.  Go back to your email.  I was just wondering what you were working on.  She watched as Chad curtseyed one more time then sat down.  As she turned her back to leave, she could hear him typing again – as fast as ever.  She turned back to watch him for a moment.  That was one of the reasons he finished his work so fast – he typed so darn fast. 

	As she turned to leave again, her eyes caught sight of the ridiculously high heels he had been wearing earlier.  She shook her head at them and started back to her cubicle.  But at the entrance to her cubicle, a really weird idea flashed across her brain.  She stopped to think about it for a moment and giggled.  Then she headed straight back to his cubicle again.  “Did you finish that email yet and send it?” she asked.

	Chad was really surprised to see her back again so soon.  Again he had to get out of his seat and curtsey before he could answer.  “I was just finishing,” he replied, then curtseyed again. 

	“Don’t send it to Mel, send it to me instead.”

	He curtseyed.  “But what about Mel?”  Curtsey.

	“You can send it to her later.  After I say you can.”

	Chad stared at her totally surprised for a moment.  Then he sat down and emailed it to Robin.

	“Good,” Robin said as she came up behind him.  She grabbed his mouse and deleted the email from his computer so he couldn’t open it again to see what he had written.  “Just stay here and I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

	She went back to her desk and opened his email.  It was longer than she thought and filled with a lot of what-if’s and reasons and questions – all of them good questions.  She was sure the email was going to give Mel something to think about – after he retyped it all again – which by her estimate was now going to take quite a while.

	She hit the print button to send it to the printer and got up from her seat.  “I’ll be right back,” she called as she passed his cubicle on the way to the printer.  A few minutes later, she was back again with the printout in her hand.  She set it on his desk.  Now, you can retype that word for word and when you’re done, I want to check it before you send it.  Got that?”

	Chad again had to get out of his seat to curtsey before he answered.  “Yes, Robin,” he replied before curtseying again. 

	Robin shook her head.  “No you don’t.  You only think you do.”

	Chad was confused.  What she had told him to do was easy enough.  He curtseyed.  “But…  It’s not that hard.”  Curtsey.

	Robin giggled a bit to herself.  “It’s not?  We’ll well just have to see about that.”  She pointed at his chair.  “Sit down.”

	Sitting down was easy.  And the best part was that he didn’t have to curtsey. 

	Robin bent down and picked up his ridiculously high heels and set them on his desk.  Then she took the left shoe and grabbed his left hand.  She shoved his hand into the shoe so that his fingers were all the way into the toe.  Then she buckled the strap around his wrist to keep it from falling off.  A minute later, his other hand was stuck inside the other shoe.  But there was too much of a chance his hands might pull out.  “Wait right there and don’t move,” she told him.  “I’ll be right back.”

	Chad was shocked.  His shoes were on his hands!  How was he supposed to type?  How was he supposed to do anything for that matter?

	Robin hurried to her desk and grabbed her scotch tape.  Then she hurried back to him again and began wrapping it tightly around his hands and the shoes so he couldn’t get them off.  Finally, she was satisfied.  She stood back to survey her handiwork… and giggled.  “There.  Now let’s see how fast you can type.”  Then, just for spite, she leaned over across him and closed everything on his desktop, then she did a restart on his computer so he would have to not only open everything again, he would have to log in again.

	“Let me know when you’re done,” she said with a satisfied smirk as she turned on her heel and left him.  That should keep him busy for a while!  Of that, she had no doubt!

	Chad’s first challenge was to log into his computer.  Unfortunately, he didn’t use a simple password – not that he ever would, or that the company’s system would even let him.  His password was a series of uppercase and lowercase characters, mixed with numbers and symbols.  He had to get the heel of one shoe to press down on the shift key while the other heel pressed down on the key he needed.  Fortunately, the heels on the shoes were really thin so he could do it.  The task would have been virtually impossible with a much thicker heel. 

	The height of the heels under his hands made things all that much more difficult because he had to raise his hands up so high to manipulate things and press down on the keys.  By the time he had logged in, he almost felt worn out!  And then he was faced with a new challenge – using his mouse.  He was able to shove the thing around on his desk with the side of the shoe easy enough and get it over the spot he wanted, but when he went to press on the mouse button, the mouse moved again and moved his pointer off of what he was trying to select.  Just pressing the mouse button became a two handed job – or was that a two shoe job.

	The simplest little tasks that he never even thought about he now had to think and plan for.  Nothing was easy.  And the awkward position of his hands having to deal with the super high heels made it all that much more difficult.  Out of frustration, he stood up.  Things suddenly became a little easier.  He could see better, he could reach better, and he could manipulate the shoes stuck to his hands easier.  He still had to go very slowly and he still had to mentally plan every key he was going to touch in advance, but he found that after a few minutes, he was doing fairly well.  He could get this with no problem!

	Robin checked her clock.  It wasn’t break time yet, but it was getting closer.  She had been working for a while now and she hadn’t heard anything from Sissy’s side of the wall.  But then, she didn’t really expect to hear anything.  She had meant to give him another bottle to drink earlier but she had gotten busy and forgotten it.  Thinking about what she had done to him, she let out another little chuckle and got to her feet.  She grabbed a baby bottle from his diaper bag and went to his cubicle.  She wasn’t surprised to see how intently he was working, but she was surprised to see him standing up.  She also noticed right away that his skirt had hiked up and she could just see the bottom of the girdle he was wearing underneath.  But with his hands in the condition they were, he couldn’t pull it back down.  “You’re standing?” she asked as she walked in.

	Chad turned around and curtseyed.  “It’s a lot easier to reach the keys this way,” he replied before curtseying again.

	Something about him standing bothered her, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it so she said nothing.  “Sit down and drink this,” she said as she set the bottle on his desk for him. 

	Chad sat, but now he had to pick up the bottle.  Holding it with the sides of his shoes and balancing it properly wasn’t easy.  It was even harder to tilt it up and hold it the right way to his mouth, but he managed it.  He felt himself peeing again at the humiliation of it – as he saw Robin laugh and turn away.  Another bottle.  When was he going to start holding back?  But just then, he didn’t really feel like holding back.  What would be the point anyway?

	Robin went back to her desk and picked up the phone.  She called the same woman who had called her earlier.  “Sissy and I are going to be a few minutes late getting to the break this morning,” she told her.  “Can you hold a few seats for us?”

	“Oh, definitely!” the woman replied.  “Just make sure you get him there.  I want to see that outfit up close!”

	“I’m sure you do!” Robin replied.  “I’ll have him there.  Don’t worry.”  With another little chuckle, she hung up her phone.  Yesterday, all the women had started talking among themselves because his name – “Sissy” had been spelled out on his fingernails.   Today they would have even more to discuss!  And she planned on making sure of it!

	She waited.  It was hard to wait till after break had already started, but there was no way she was going to let him be anything but late getting to the break room – very late!  It was important that everyone else already be there before she let him – make his entrance.  And since her friend had already called, she knew that word of the way he was dressed today had spread all over the company by now.  She was sure that attendance in the break room was going to be very high this morning – especially among the women.

	She waited till five minutes after break had already stared – and she couldn’t wait any more.  She got up and went over to his cubicle.  She was surprised to see him still struggling to finish his bottle.  He seemed to be having trouble getting it to stay tilted up at enough of an angle that he could finish drinking it.  But he didn’t have much more to go.  She leaned against his desk.  “I’ll wait till you finish that,” she said.  And she waited some more. 

	It took him a good three minutes more to finish his bottle.  When he did, she took it from him.  Then she cut the tape off of his hands and unfastened the straps on his shoes where they were fastened around his wrists.  “Hurry up and put those back on your feet,” she told him.  “It’s past break time.”

	But break was the last place Chad wanted to go – dressed the way he was.  He almost complained without curtseying, but he caught himself just in time.  “I can’t go to break today!” he said desperately.  “Not today!  Please!  Not dressed like this!”  Curtsey.

	Robin almost laughed.  “You’ve got to be kidding!  Look at it this way, the only reason ‘most’ people would dress like that is so that someone notices them.  So I’m going to help you.  I’m going to make sure someone notices you.”  She laughed.  “Actually, I’m sure everyone is going to notice you.”

	“But I can’t!  Please!”

	Robin quickly got angry.  “I can see we still need to work on you curtseying again!  But that will have to wait till later because right now you’re going to break.  Even if I have to get everyone to come in here and drag you down there!  And you know I’ll do it!”

	That was the problem.  He did know she’d do it.  She had already had all the women come into his cubicle once and drag him to break.  And with the way he was dressed, he had no doubt that the women all wanted desperately to see him up close.  With a sinking feeling, he knew he wasn’t going to get out of it.  Wanting to cry, he sat down heavily in his chair and strapped the heels back on his feet again.  How was he going to get through this?

	When he was done with his shoes, he stood up.  It took him a moment to get used to the heels again.  Then he reached for his skirt to pull it down.

	Robin saw that he was about to pull his skirt down into place.  She never even thought about what she was going to say.  “Don’t!” she ordered quickly. 

	Chad looked up at her surprised.  This time he curtseyed.  “But it needs to be pulled down.”  Curtsey.

	“I know.  But you’re going to have to wait.”  She was about to turn to head for the break room when she noticed something odd about the little bit of girdle that was showing.  She had to bend down a bit to look closer.  “Do you know that I can see a little bit of your plastic pants sticking out below your girdle?” she asked incredulously.

	Chad looked down, horrified – but totally believing it.  He had to curtsey again.  “The girdle is so tight, it’s the only direction the diapers can expand.”  Curtsey.

	“And your skirt is… really short!”

	Curtsey.  “I know.  It was a big problem at the poker game.”  Curtsey.

	Robin only nodded, and with a satisfied smirk on her face she turned and walked out of his cubicle.  “This way Sissy.  Let’s go.  Leave your skirt like it is.”

	Chad had no choice but to follow after her.  As they walked, he kept looking down, not just at the floor, but at the bottom of his skirt where he saw all too plainly the silly sissy bows on his legs where the garters were attached to his stockings, but worst of all, he also saw the white edge from the bottom of the girdle he was wearing underneath.  And Robin had said she could see his diapers?  He couldn’t believe Robin was going to make him go into the break room like this.  But then, he couldn’t believe she was making him go at all dressed the way he was.  How was he going to handle it?
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	As he walked, he felt the tug, tug, tug on his garters with each awkward step he took in the very high heels he was wearing.  He felt the pressure against the inside of his legs from the bulky diapers that now were starting to show below his girdle.  He felt himself peeing again from the worry of what he was about to do.  He saw only a few people in the hallways, none of them were anywhere close to him – fortunately.  But he had no doubt that every last one of them stopped to stare at him. 

	And there was the break room door just ahead.  Closed… for now.  He wanted to run so badly!  But running away wasn’t an option.  He almost laughed to himself.  He especially wouldn’t be running in the shoes he was wearing.  But the little bit of personal humor did nothing to dispel the feeling of total nervousness that he felt.

	Robin stopped at the entrance to the break room, but she didn’t open the door.  “I’ve been thinking about this since we left your desk a few minutes ago,” she said to him.  “And I think I’ll give you a choice.”

	Chad was instantly interested.  Was there a way out of this dilemma?  A way where he wouldn’t have to go in there?

	“You can either go in there just the way you are now – without pulling your skirt back down… or… you can pull your skirt down… and go in there acting like you’re happy and proud of what you’re wearing and you want to show it off.  Personally, I think you should act like you’re proud.  You’re the one who came into work dressed that way.  Somewhere inside, you’ve got to want to show it all off.  But the choice is yours.  And don’t try to pull that skirt down and not act happy about it all, because you know I’ll make your life far more miserable than it already is!”

	Chad heard all her words.  But what came through most loud and clear, was that he was going to have to go in there – no matter what.  He finally decided that it would look better if he pulled his skirt down to cover up his embarrassing girdle and diapers.  He bent down and wiggled his tight skirt back into place.  Then he stood up again and looked down at what he had done.  Pulling the skirt down did nothing to hide the embarrassing bows on his garter belt. 

	“Ready?” Robin asked him.

	He couldn’t speak, but he nodded. 

	“Then hold your head up and put a smile on your face.”

	Chad did his best to smile and look happy, but it wasn’t easy.  Not at all.

	“And when we get in there, you can get me a cup of coffee too.  And make sure both cups are full!”  Before he could react, she pushed the door open and walked through. 

	Chad was left standing where he was.  The door was closing behind her, but he forced himself to take a step forward and catch the door, which put him right in the doorway, as if it was a picture frame for him and him alone.  He saw Robin walking straight toward the women’s table… and he saw every woman who he had ever seen at that table in there looking straight at him.  He felt himself peeing yet again at the embarrassment as he forced himself to stand up straight and walk over toward the coffee pots as if there was nothing at all wrong in the world.  Yeah right!

	Robin didn’t have to turn around to know when Sissy had entered the room.  Every woman – and all the men at the other tables – were looking all too incredulously at him.  Some of the women were craning their necks because she herself was in their line of sight.  But as she got nearer, she saw the direction each of them were looking gradually move more and more in the direction of the coffee pots. 

	“Oh my God!” one of the women exclaimed.  “There are bows in the back too!”

	“Geez!  I heard, but I didn’t believe,” another woman exclaimed softly. 

	“I still don’t believe it,” another one replied.

	Robin found one of the seats that they had saved for her – right at the middle of the table.  There was another empty one too, obviously waiting for Sissy – if they ever let him sit down.

	“Look at his shoes!” another woman said.  “They’re gorgeous!  But I wouldn’t want to wear something like that to work.”

	“I don’t know,” another woman replied.  “I see a lot of the girls who come in here as summer help and they often wear heels that high.”

	“Yeah, but they’re all young kids!”

	“I’m just jealous,” another woman added.  “He’s got a figure I’d die for!”

	“It’s the belt,” someone replied.  “He’s just showing off!”

	“You’re telling me?” someone else said.  “Everything he’s wearing is showing off!”

	“Well, I guess if you’ve got it, you should flaunt it.  And right now, it looks like he’s flaunting it!”

	“A little too much, if you ask me!” someone chimed in.

	“Is it my imagination, or his he walking funny?” someone else asked.

	“It’s probably the shoes.  I doubt I could walk in them at all!”

	Robin took all the comments in with interest.  Yes, there was no doubt.  Everyone would be talking even more about Sissy after this.

	Chad couldn’t hear what the women were saying, but he did know they were all staring at him and talking about him.  Actually, he figured he was glad he couldn’t hear them.  He carefully poured two cups of coffee and carried them over to the table.  As he was carrying the coffee, he realized that having to hold the cups the way he was kept his arms away from his body – and especially away from everything below his waist.  There was no way he could hide anything about what he was wearing.  As if that was even possible!

	Trying his best to hide his nervousness, he approached the table and set one of the cups down in front of Robin and the other one down in front of his chair.  He started to sit.

	“Uh uh, Honey!” one of the women said quickly before he could sit down.  “You ain’t sittin’ down till we see it all!”

	Chad smiled.  “See what?” he asked in his girly voice – as if he had no idea.

	“Don’t give me that!  You know what I mean.  Now stand back a bit and let us take a good gander.”

	Chad nervously backed up a bit.

	“Now turn around Honey.  Slow.  So we don’t miss nothin’!”

	Chad did as she wanted.  When he finished he started to sit down again.

	“Wait a minute,” someone else said.  “I’m still looking!”

	Chad stopped right where he was.

	“Geez!  The woman said.  I can’t believe you wore something like that to work!  I mean, I love the garters and all.”  She giggled.  “My husband would really like something like that… but not for work!”

	Chad was saved from answering by another woman who said, “Like I said before, if you got it, flaunt it… and he sure is flaunting it!”

	“And like I said before, he’s making me jealous because he’s got a better figure than I do!”

	Chad took the opportunity to finally sit down as the women seemed to be discussing things amongst themselves.  He took a few sips at his coffee and after a few minutes, finally relaxed a bit when none of them said anything else to him – although he was still the entire center of their attention.  For a few moments, he actually figured that he might get out of there without having to answer any embarrassing questions at all.  He thought that, until…

	“So tell me,” one of the women finally asked him.  “Why the heck did you decide to dress like that today?”

	Chad immediately realized that every eye of every woman was once again focused directly at him.  But what could he say?  There was no way he could tell them about Mel and the bet.  That would reveal way too much!  No, there had to be something easier.  He shrugged his shoulders as he tried to find an answer.  “I don’t know,” he replied.  He didn’t know where his next phrase came from, but it just seemed to come out of his mouth.  “I just thought it might be fun.”  He heard Robin let out a small “umph” of surprise.  Several of the women were now staring with open mouths.

	The woman who had asked the question finally nodded.  “Fun?  Yeah, I guess I can see that.” 

	“I would guess it depends on what kind of fun you’re looking for,” another woman added.

	Chad was only surprised she didn’t ask anything more.  Actually, he figured most of them were still in shock.  But not all of them.

	“Hey Sissy,” someone else chirped up.  “Did you change what was spelled out on your nails yesterday?”

	Chad held his hands up and looked at them.  Feeling even more embarrassed, he shook his head.  “Not yet,” he replied.

	“Geez!  Someone is going to take a good look at you, and think… what kind of major sissy is this?”  There were some murmurs of agreement all around.

	Chad shrugged his shoulders again as he searched for another reply, but he didn’t have one.  Fortunately, he was saved by one of the woman at the table who suddenly stood up.

	“As much as I hate to, I got to get back to work.  I’ve been down here too long already.”  She looked at Sissy again and shook her head.  “I still don’t believe it,” she muttered as she turned and left. 

	She was quickly followed by about half the women at the table.  But as one of them got up to follow, she stopped.  “I sure hope you’re going to be here for break this afternoon too.  Cause I’m going to have a ton of questions to ask – that I don’t have time to think of right now.  And don’t be so late!”

	Chad only smiled.  But Robin replied, “He won’t be.”

	The table had thinned out, but it hadn’t emptied.  “Most of them came down here early,” one of the women still at the table said, “because they had heard rumors about what you wore today, but you got here so late that they couldn’t stay.”

	Chad suddenly felt guilty, even though he had no reason to feel guilty.  It wasn’t his fault that he was late. 

	“Sorry,” Robin replied for him.  “He kind of had his hands into something he couldn’t get out of.  You know how it is.”  Mentally, she was laughing at her own joke.  “But I did pass on word that we would be late this morning.”

	“I heard,” the woman replied.  “But I guess they didn’t get the message.  They were just anxious to see him.  The rumors upstairs have been flying!”

	Robin chuckled.  “I can imagine!”

	Chad wasn’t happy in the least to hear about the rumors, but he wasn’t a bit surprised.  He was sure that he had been the main topic of conversation through the entire company – for the last two months!

	The woman leaned forward toward Chad.  “So tell me, what really possessed you to wear an outfit like that?”

	“Like I said,” Chad replied.  “I thought it would be fun.”

	The woman shook her head.  “The only fun you’d be looking for with an outfit like that isn’t something you can do here at work!”

	Chad didn’t know what to reply, so he just shrugged his shoulders again before replying, “Sorry, but…”  And the truth hurt a bit as it hit him.  “For me, it is kind of fun.”

	Robin almost spilled her coffee.  The woman stared shocked for a moment before she shook her head.  “I guess – for you, I can understand. But I think you should have thought a bit more about what’s appropriate and what’s not for the situation.”  With that, she too got up and left.

	Chad felt bad. Dressing like this was not his idea.  He just had no say in the matter.  He looked to Robin for comfort.

	Robin leaned toward him just a bit.  “Finally!  I’m glad to see you saying something honest!”

	Mel checked her messages as she was catching a break between clients.  She saw one from Derek.  Smiling, she decided to take a minute to return his call.  As busy as she was, she was pleased when he answered so quickly.  “Hi Derek.  It’s Mel.”

	“Mel!  You are one hard woman to get in touch with sometimes!”

	“Sorry.  I’m just so bogged down today.  So what’s up?”

	“Just checking to see if you’re too bogged down for dinner tonight.”

	“Derek.  You know I have to stay close to Sissy for a while.  At this point in the game, I have to stay on him constantly.  I’m not going anywhere without him.”

	“So you’re putting me off again?”

	Mel hated herself.  “No, not really.  It’s just…”  She hated sounding like she didn’t want to see him again – when she did!  “Listen.  Instead of going out tonight, why don’t you come to my place for dinner?  I think I told you how good a cook Sissy is.”

	“Your place?”  Derek thought about that for a minute.  “Sure.  Why not.  At least I can see you for a while.”

	Mel instantly felt better.  She really did like Derek… a lot!  “Great!  See you at my place then.”  As she was heading in to see her next client, she suddenly felt like she had a lot more to look forward to tonight.

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 5 of 10)

	Carefully press down on the “shift” key with the left heel and don’t let it slip off… and even more carefully, press down on the “I” key with the other.  There!  An upper case “I” typed perfectly.  Now for the next letter.  Fortunately, he wouldn’t be typing any more upper case letters for a little bit.  Typing with the shoes once again taped to his hands was very difficult.  Any letters requiring him to use both shoes at the same time were much more difficult. 

	Of course, he didn’t appreciate it at all when Robin had deleted everything he had written before the break – just because he had been standing up when he typed.  So he was sitting down now and the angle made everything that much more difficult.  Hitting the “space” bar between words was the easiest thing he did. 

	He didn’t know where Robin had gotten off to.  After break, she had deleted what he had written, made him sit down, and taped the shoes to his hands again.  Then she had said she would be back in a few minutes, but that had been a while ago now.  He was fairly sure she hadn’t gone back to her desk, so he had no idea where she had gone.  Oops!  He had slipped while typing the letter “t.”  When he typed with his hands and missed like that, he usually called it “fat fingered.”  What did you call it when you were typing with the heels of your shoes?

	Robin was once again searching the inner reaches of the supply room.  She needed a way to keep Sissy in his seat so she wouldn’t have to worry about him getting up when she wasn’t watching.  Her first thought was to use the tape she usually used on him – that would have been easy.  But she knew the skirt he was wearing wasn’t his and the tape would ruin that – and those beautiful stockings he was wearing.  And today she didn’t want to mess up any of what he had on.

	So tape was out.  But what else was there?  She had been sure from the start that the supply room wouldn’t happen to have any decent rope lying around – yes she had checked for that first.  Now she was opening cabinet after cabinet – searching the shelves for… inspiration.  And in the dimmest part of the back of the room, she found what she needed – in the back of a lower shelf filled with… junk.  It was a ball of coarse twine like they used to use for tying up packages.  In fact, it looked so old that for a minute she thought that’s exactly what it had been used for.  But she grabbed it anyway and hurried back to their desks.

	Chad was so startled by Robin hurrying back into his cubicle that he fat fingered another letter – or was that fat heeled?  “Hold up for a minute,” Robins said a bit breathlessly as she started trying to figure out how she was going to tie him into his chair.  She pulled out the end of the string and tied it off to the arm of his chair.  Then she pulled it over his lap and under the other chair arm. 

	“This isn’t necessary,” Chad started to say. 

	“I didn’t ask you,” Robin replied.  “And knowing you, it’s entirely necessary.  So shut up and let me finish.”

	She brought the twine tightly around the bottom of the chair, up under the first arm, then tightly around his lap and down the other side.  She wrapped three layers before she tied it off to the same arm of his chair.  With his hands taped into his shoes, he wasn’t going to be able to untie the simple knots she had tied.  He was stuck there till she released him.  “There!” she declared.  “That should hold you for a while.” 

	She stood back to survey what she had done for a moment.  She hadn’t cut the twine off so that the rest of the twine ball was now laying on the floor under his chair.  As she was congratulating herself, she saw him push his chair back with his feet so he could look at her better.  And it bothered her that he did.

	“I wasn’t going anywhere,” he complained.

	“I didn’t ask you,” she replied.  “Besides, if it’s one thing I’ve learned about you in the last few weeks, you’re too childish to be trusted if left alone too long.”

	But the fact that he had pushed his chair back still bothered her.  She walked up to him and turned his chair back around again, facing his desk.  Then she grabbed the ball of twine from the floor.  Next she grabbed his right ankle.  She lifted his ankle as high up against the underside of the chair as she could and tied it off there with the twine.  Then she brought the twine back over his lap to the other side of the chair and did the same with his other ankle.  Then, just because she could, she tied the twine tightly between his two ankles.  Now he couldn’t get out of the chair… and he couldn’t even move the chair – not with his legs at least.  She pushed him – in his chair, tightly up against his desk.  “Now you can keep working – and I don’t have to worry about you getting up at all.”

	She surveyed her work for a minute and finally walked off happily.

	Chad was still stunned.  Robin seemed to have this thing for tying him up.  He hadn’t realized that about her before.  He wondered if she realized it herself – probably not.  It wouldn’t be the type of thing she was used to doing in her everyday life.  Or so he thought.  But now he was still faced with the task of copying what he had written to Mel earlier that morning – so quickly and easily with his hands.  Robin had pushed him tightly up against his desk.  Too tightly.  Tight enough that it made working more difficult.  He pushed with his arms a bit and managed to back his chair up a few inches.  Much better. 

	Once again he set about his task.  But he didn’t get far before Robin was back again.  She quickly pulled his chair away from his desk, and handed him another baby bottle to drink.  Just grabbing the bottle between both shoes was difficult – just as it was trying to get the thing up to his mouth properly and hold it there.  Robin left again, but not for long.  She came back a minute later with her cell phone and started taking picture after picture of him tied to his chair, while trying to hold onto his bottle with his hands taped inside his shoes. 

	“When you finish that thing, don’t go anywhere,” she teased.  “Just sit there quietly.  I’ll be back to check on you later.”  After watching him struggling with his bottle for a few moments, she finally left him alone and went back to her own desk.  Unlike him, she had work to get done.  And she had put it off way too long.

	Ray’s mind was on Mel, the rich lawyer woman, as he leaned back to take a small break.  She had put him off yesterday, but you don’t give up on a woman that fast – especially not if she’s rich – not to mention awfully good looking.  Without thinking any more about it, he picked up his phone and called Mel.  But he only got as far as Andrea.

	“I’m sorry, but she’s busy with clients.  And they’re all backed up.  I can have her call you when she gets a chance, but that’s all I can suggest today.”

	Ray was a bit angry that he couldn’t talk to Mel right away, but he understood.  She was a lawyer.  She had to be busy.  “Yeah.  Please.  First chance she gets.”  He hung up the phone.  She was busy.  Well, hopefully she would call back soon.

	It wasn’t till nearly lunchtime when he did hear from her. 

	“Hi Ray.  Sorry I couldn’t get back to you sooner.”

	“That’s all right,” Ray replied.  “I’d gladly sit around all day waiting on a beautiful sexy woman like you.”

	Mel actually blushed at his line – and he probably would wait around for a sexy woman.  But her?  “I’m afraid I’m really busy today,” she replied, trying to brush off his comment.  “What can I do for you?”

	“Go to lunch with me… or dinner… or anything!  Just do it soon!”

	Mel laughed, and at the same time, remembered Derek.  “Oh Ray, I’d love to, but I can’t.  Not now.  Probably not for another week – at least.  Things are just too… crazy right now.  I’m sure you understand.”

	Ray was disappointed, but he had tried.  “You know I’m going to keep bugging you till you do go out with me,” he said.

	“You shouldn’t have to bug me too much,” Mel replied.  “I want to go out with you.  It’s just that, right now, things are complicated.”

	“Sure they are,” Ray replied, not really believing it.  “But things are never too complicated to take a little while to enjoy yourself.”

	Mel grunted.  “You don’t know my secretary.  She can be a real slave driver!”  As she said that, she looked up to see Andrea in the doorway raising her eyebrows.  “Look Ray, I still want to go out with you, but I can’t right now.  That’s all I can say.”

	“Okay, I understand,” Ray replied.  “But I’m going to keep calling.”

	“Good!” Mel replied.  “Please keep trying.”

	“Slave driver?” Andrea asked as Mel hung up her phone and she walked into her office.

	Mel laughed.  “What would you call it?  I don’t know how many clients I talked to this morning, and I’m sure you’ve got just as many lined up for this afternoon.  Do I even have time for lunch today?”

	Andrea smiled, but it was a strained smile.  “Not really, but I booked you forty-five minutes anyway.”

	“Good!  Do me a favor, call Gloria for me and tell her to order lunch for me.  She’ll know what I like.  And warn her that I’ll be in a hurry.” 

	“You’ll be in even more of a hurry if you don’t get in with your next client!  Room number three!”

	Type, type, type.  Sort of.  Actually it was more like figure out which heel to use to hit which key, then try to do it without screwing up – too badly.  It was amazing how difficult Robin could make out of something that should be so easy.  But at least he was making progress – again.  Now if only Robin wouldn’t delete everything like she did before!

	He didn’t hear her coming.  He didn’t know she was even there till she strode into his cubicle and announced, “Bottle time.”  He suddenly felt his chair being pulled backwards again, away from his desk.  She held out his baby bottle for him and watched as he carefully manipulated the shoes on his hands to grab the thing.  “When you’re done with that,” she told him, “I’ll start untying you so you can go to lunch.”

	Chad watched her walk out again.  And then he watched the empty opening to his cubicle.  He watched the opening because his chair was turned in that direction and he had no way to move it.  What if someone else came in to see him?  He would be on total display for anyone to see.  And he couldn’t move or do anything about it.  Robin had definitely seen to that.  As he drank his bottle, he noticed himself peeing yet again.  Most of the time, he never realized he was doing it anymore.  Why should he?  With all the liquids he was getting all the time now, how could he possibly even think about holding back?  As far as he could tell, he had no control anymore – of anything.  At least while they kept forcing the liquids down his throat.  If they would stop for a while, he had no doubt he could get all his control back – and quickly!  He knew that for a fact!  At least… he hoped so.  Because if he couldn’t, then Mel would win this bet all too easily. 

	Fortunately, he knew the facts.  And more fortunately, he knew his own body – and how it would react.  It was impossible for Mel to win.  He hoped.

	Cindy saw Sissy’s car pull into the parking lot just as it always did each day at lunchtime.  But today, she didn’t even try to think of some way to tease him, or even something witty to say to him.  What would be the point?  Not as long as Cassie said she still couldn’t play with him… or rather change his diapers for him.  Maybe next week, but not this week. 

	Since he held a little less interest for her today, she wasn’t looking at the door when he opened it and walked in.  She didn’t look up till the door had already closed behind him.  And when she did look, her jaw dropped wide open.  “Oh… My… God!”

	Chad curtseyed and said hello to her.  “Will you please get Cassie for me?” he asked. 

	But Cindy was too fixated on staring at his outfit.  She hardly even heard him.  “I love it!” she declared.  “That outfit would be so perfect!”

	Chad wasn’t sure what his outfit would be perfect for.  He didn’t even really want to know.  “Um… Cassie,” he prompted. 

	But Cindy still wasn’t listening.  “Where did you get those garters?” she asked as she leaned forward over the counter so she could see better.  “My boyfriend would go absolutely wild over them!”  But then her expression changed as she noticed something odd.  “Um…  What’s hanging down below your skirt?”

	Chad looked down.  He had felt it as he walked from his desk to the car.  He had felt it during the short drive over from the office.  And he had felt it as he walked from his car into the gym.  He had no doubt as to what was showing.  He tried to pull his skirt down lower, but he quickly realized it wouldn’t go any lower.  Pulling it down would do no good.  “Um…”

	“Sissy… is that … your diapers showing below your skirt?”

	“Um…” 

	“How on earth can they hang down that low?”

	“Can you please just get Cassie?”

	But Cindy was already coming out from behind the counter.  Without bothering to ask, she immediately knelt down right in front of him, and after looking closer, pulled up on his very tight skirt – revealing the white open bottom girdle he was wearing underneath.  She was momentarily startled because it wasn’t what she was expecting to see under his skirt.  But it was obvious from just a quick look that she couldn’t pull the girdle up like she did his skirt.  She bent down to look up under the girdle opening better.  The entire space between his legs was packed with his plastic panties and diapers pushing down.  “My God!” she exclaimed.  “How did they get like that?”

	But instead of answering, Chad just backed away and pulled his skirt down into place again.  “Will you please get Cassie for me?  As you can see, I really need changing.”

	Cindy got up from her knees still in shock.  “You can say that again.  Wait right there!” 

	The receptionist was back with Cassie faster than usual.  They both looked like they had been hurrying.  But the moment Cassie caught sight of him, she stopped dead, unable to believe what she was seeing.  “Um… Wow!  What an outfit!” she finally exclaimed.  Then she seemed to get more control of herself.  “Cindy says that your diapers are about ready to explode if we don’t change you real soon.”

	Chad nodded.  “That’s pretty much the case.”

	“Well let’s get you back there then, and fast!”

	As Chad followed her back through the room full of exercising women, most of them stopped what they were doing just to look at him.  Two of them called, “Hi Sissy!” as he walked past.  He knew he was blushing furiously before he got back to the little office where Cassie changed him. 

	Cassie knelt down on the floor with his diaper bag to start unloading the supplies, but she glanced up at him as she was opening the bag, and she stopped… and stared again.  “Damn!  I can see your plastic panties hanging down below your skirt!  How can they do that?  Are your diapers falling off?”

	Instead of simply removing his skirt, since it was so tight, Chad pulled the bottom of it up to expose his open bottom girdle.  “No,” he replied.  “At least, not quite.  This girdle is so tight they can’t expand in any other direction except down.  And since the bottom is totally open, there’s nothing to stop them.”

	Cassie shook her head in disbelief.  “Amazing,” she muttered before going back to work.  “Do you need some help undressing?” she asked without looking up at him.

	“I think I can get it,” Chad replied.  “It may just take me a little longer.”  It actually took him almost twice as long as usual to get undressed, just to have his diaper changed.  But eventually, he was once again nursing on yet another bottle as Cassie marveled over how loaded, and misshapen, his diapers were. 

	She quickly inserted three fresh diapers under him before she cleaned him up.  Then she had him roll over so she could do his other side.  That was the part that Chad really liked.  And once again, he had very good reason to like it.  Between her initial teasing and the feel of her toy inside his backside, he was once again pumping for all he was worth, trying vainly to reach that unobtainable pinnacle called an orgasm.  That one peak that made every little bit of humiliation he went through worth it.  But as usual, he soon realized that the impossible was simply that.  Impossible!  He thought he had experienced it once with Mel, but now he was fairly certain he had imagined it.  Unfortunately.  Still, it was the closest thing to full sex that he was now capable of, especially since his old sex tool was still so totally locked up and denied to his touch.

	When he had finally stopped, Cassie pulled her toy out and again faked putting one of the suppositories up inside of him.  He never looked back at her.  He seemed to be that resigned to them.  All the easier for her to fool him. 

	As soon as he felt her finger coming out of him again after inserting one of the dreaded suppositories, he rolled back over – and got a small shock as he set his backside down on the fresh diapers.  They weren’t so fresh anymore!  He could feel that they were already a little damp – and they were disposable diapers!  How much had he wet them without knowing it while Cassie was playing with him?  He mused over that as Cassie began fastening the diapers and he once again nursed on his latest baby bottle.  He wasn’t sure if he was more worried that he hadn’t realized he was peeing, or that he didn’t seem to have any control at all anymore, or that the very thought that it had happened like it did seemed to stimulate his sexual excitement all that much more. 

	Getting dressed took longer than getting undressed.  Cassie was kind enough to help him attach his stockings in the back.  Chad was glad because lining up the seams so they were straight was particularly difficult if he did it by himself.  He immediately felt the relief of not having the huge heavy bulk of his diapers hanging down between his legs – at least not down further than usual. But he knew it was only a temporary feeling.  In a few hours he’d probably be worried about them showing once again.

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 6 of 10)

	Since he had taken so long with Cassie, he stopped at a drive-thru to get something quick to eat – but not drink.  Then he drove straight to a convenience store where he had to brave getting out of the car to buy a large bottle of water so he could refill all the bottles he had drank already today.  Unfortunately, it was lunchtime.  And the place was fairly busy.  As Chad got out of his car, he worried about how silly he felt going into the store dressed the way he was.  But there was no help for it.  He had to get more water to refill his baby bottles – like it or not. 

	He attracted a lot of attention as he walked into the store.  He attracted just as much attention as he made his way through the store, then back again to the cash registers.  But it wasn’t until he had paid and left the store that he attracted one piece of attention that scared him nearly to death.  All the people already in the store ahead of him had forced him to park his car away from the front door.  It wasn’t a long walk to his car but it was further than he was happy about.  He was a lot less happy when his way back was suddenly blocked by a large rough looking young guy.

	“Look what we got here!” the dirty guy said as he planted himself directly in Sissy’s path, stopping him from going any further.

	Chad instantly grew frightened.  He grew more frightened as two more of the guy’s friends suddenly made an appearance.  He unconsciously hugged his purse and the bottle of water he had just bought to his chest.

	“Now this is what I call, an opportunity,” the guy said leeringly.

	“P… please!” Chad managed to get out.  “I need to get to work.”  He tried to go around the guy, but the guy side stepped right in front of him again.

	The guy laughed, but he didn’t move to let Sissy pass.  “You need to go to work all right!  You need to get to work on me! 

	Chad took a step back, horrified by what the guy wanted.  “No…” he moaned.  He couldn’t retreat any further because the two friends were suddenly blocking the way behind him.  He was surrounded!

	“Come on… girly guy.  You know you want what I got.  And trust me, I got all you can possibly take.”

	Chad again searched for a way out, but he didn’t see any.  “No!” he said again.  “I don’t!”

	“You don’t what?” the guy asked menacingly.  He took a bold step closer to Sissy so that he towered right over top of him.  “I’ll tell you what you don’t.  You don’t come down here, dressed for business, into my neighborhood… not without doing what I want!”

	Chad panicked!  He headed as fast as he could between two of them, trying to get to his car before things could get any worse.  But he didn’t get far before two of them grabbed him roughly and started dragging him further down the sidewalk.  Chad struggled for all he was worth, but getting free seemed impossible.  The stupid super high heels he was wearing only made trying to get away that much more impossible. 

	He struggled all the way, wondering why nobody would bother to help him.  They had already dragged him past his own car, almost to the end of the parking lot where a large dirty looking car was parked.  Desperately, he screamed “No!” one more time.  And miraculously, his scream seemed to be echoed by a loud short blast from a siren. 

	The men who had grabbed him suddenly let go as a police car squealed to a stop nearby.  Frightened out of his wits, Chad tore himself from between his captors and ran for his car.  He fumbled desperately in his purse to find his keys, but by the time the policeman had gotten very far out of his car, Chad had gotten into his, where he immediately locked his door.  He was still shaking as he laid his forehead against his steering wheel and sighed with relief.  When he looked up a few moments later, he saw the policeman chasing the boys off toward their car.  A moment later, he came directly over to Chad’s car where he knocked politely on the driver side window.  Chad let the window down – partially.

	“You okay?” the policeman asked.

	Chad couldn’t reply verbally, so he nodded.

	The policeman seemed to stare at him for a few moments.  Then said, “I’ll move my car and you can get out of here.”

	Again, Chad nodded, but it was a very grateful nod.  Had the policeman noticed what he was wearing?  Had he even noticed that he wasn’t a woman?  He couldn’t be sure about either.  But one thing he was sure of, the policeman hadn’t detained him at all and a minute later, he was carefully pulling out of the parking lot and back into traffic.  He was too scared to drive fast, mostly because the policeman wasn’t far behind him, but he did go straight back to work. 

	He parked his car and anxiously pulled his diaper bag, his purse, the bottle of water he had bought, and his lunch out of the car.  Then he hurried into the building as fast as the heels on his feet would let him go – which was much slower than he would have liked.  Even though he had been delayed by so much during lunch, he was glad to see that he was still early enough that not many people were around to see him hurrying back into the building or through the halls.  He nearly collapsed into his chair the moment he got to it.  His feet hurt from the shoes he had been hurrying in, but that was such a minor thing compared to everything else, he hardly gave it a thought.

	First things first though, and that wasn’t lunch.  He quickly pulled out all the empty baby bottles and filled them from the large bottle of water.  He noticed that his hands were still shaking a bit as he did it.  He was lucky he didn’t spill any.  Again there was some water left in the big bottle when he was done.  He set it on his desk next to the bottle he had bought yesterday.  Did he have enough between both bottles so that he wouldn’t have to buy another one tomorrow?  Sadly, he didn’t think so. 

	He pulled his lunch out of his bag and sat down – and stared at it.  He was still a bit shaken from his encounter a little while ago.  Could he eat?  He finally decided he could – and that he better.  His lunch was the only meal he got anymore that wasn’t baby food.  But the moment he took his first bite, Robin passed by his cubicle on her way back from her lunch.  “Sissy!  What are you doing?”

	With his mouth full of food, Chad looked up at her… and tried to find the words.  But he couldn’t.

	It took Robin about three seconds to realize that the look on Sissy’s face wasn’t normal.  “What happened?” she asked quickly.

	Chad swallowed what was in his mouth and finally found the ability to speak.  “I was…”  But he was what?  Attacked?  Molested?  Not really any of those.  “These guys… at the store… they grabbed me outside… and… the police…”

	“The what?”  Robin was shocked!  And though she didn’t realize it, totally concerned!  “For heaven’s sake, start at the beginning!  And don’t leave anything out!  Tell me everything!”

	Chad’s words stumbled at first, but the telling grew easier the longer he talked.  But remembering it made him start shaking again.

	“My God!” Robin exclaimed as she went over and hugged his head to her chest.  “And the police didn’t ask you anything?”

	“Only if I was all right,” Chad replied.  Now that he had told it, he was starting to feel better.

	“At least you’re out of there and safe,” Robin said. 

	Chad nodded and she stepped back again.  “I’m fine,” Chad said, sounding more confident than he felt.  “It’s over and I’m fine.  Totally!”

	Robin was a bit dubious.  If it were her, she would have taken the entire afternoon off!  Maybe the rest of the week!  “You’re sure?” she asked. 

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah, I’m sure.”

	Robin backed up more towards the entrance to his cubicle, and noticed again his lunch that was sitting on his desk – uneaten.  “Go back and finish your lunch,” she told him.  “I’ll check with you again in a few minutes.”

	“Thanks,” Chad said, really meaning it.  He wanted to thank her for caring too, but he said nothing about that.  He reached for his sandwich and took another bite.

	Robin stayed where she was for a moment and realized something.  “Where’s your drink?”

	“I didn’t get one,” Chad replied.

	Robin walked back and pulled one of the freshly filled bottles out of his diaper bag and handed it to him.  “You need something to drink with your meal.”  Then she turned and walked out.  But foremost on her mind was telling Mel what had happened.

	Chad leaned back in his chair for a moment and closed his eyes, trying to throw off the last of his fear and tension from the encounter a little while earlier.  He put the bottle to his mouth and sucked on it as he usually did.  As much as he didn’t want it, or need it, he found sucking on the bottle… comforting.

	Robin opened up her email program instead of phoning Mel.  She figured email would be better because Mel was often so busy, and secondly, so that she herself could compose her thoughts better.  As best as she could remember, she put down everything that Sissy had told her.  And she did her best to reassure Mel that Sissy was perfectly alright now that it was over.  After she had sent the message, she went back to see Sissy again.

	He was just finishing his lunch, but his bottle wasn’t quite done yet.  “You’re sure you’re alright?” she asked.  “Totally over it?”

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah.  I’m over it.  No problems.”

	Robin smiled.  She was glad to hear it.  “Then get up and tell me properly!”

	The fast turnaround caught Chad by surprise.  But he quickly got to his feet, curtseyed and said, “I’m fine now.”  Then he curtseyed again to show that he was done talking.

	“And where does your thumb belong when you’re not talking?” Robin asked.

	Chad slowly brought his right thumb up to his mouth and sucked on it.  He was only surprised because Robin hadn’t mentioned sucking his thumb earlier in the day – before she had taped his shoes to his hands.

	Robin smiled.  She had a reason for getting him back to behaving like a sissy.  And it wasn’t just because it was how she wanted to deal with him.  She had told Mel all about what had happened, but in order to reassure Mel that he really was back to normal again, she wanted to take some pictures of him – back to normal again.  “Sit down and take your shoes off,” she ordered.    Ten minutes later, Chad’s hands were once again taped into his shoes, and he was once again tied to his chair with his feet tied up under the chair.  And once again, he was struggling slowly to conquer the email he had typed so quickly earlier that morning.

	Robin disappeared again for a minute and came back with her phone again and took some pictures of him.  Then she went back to her desk and emailed the pictures to Mel.

	It was almost an hour before Mel had a few minutes to check her email.  When she did, she was surprised to see three emails from Robin – the second of which the subject said “Trouble!”  Not wanting to open that one yet, she turned to the first one where she delighted in seeing Sissy tied to the chair trying to type with the shoes stuck to his hands.  If she wasn’t so worried about that other email, she would have laughed and spent more time with it.  Without pausing long, she turned to the bad one.  She was shocked at Robin’s description of what had happened to Sissy during lunch.  Shocked and very concerned.  She picked up her phone and dialed Sissy’s number as she was still opening the last email. 

	She waited for Sissy to answer but his phone just kept ringing.  She didn’t let it ring very long because Robin’s last email showed her why he couldn’t answer it.  She hung up and called Robin instead.  “Robin?  What happened?”

	“I was guessing it was you calling when I heard Sissy’s phone ringing,” Robin replied. 

	“Yeah, but I see from your last email why he couldn’t answer it.  I love it by the way.  But I just wanted to check again to make sure everything’s okay.”

	“As far as I can tell, he’s completely all right.  No problems.  As I said in my email, he was pretty shaken up when he got back from lunch, but he got over it fast enough.”

	“Good.  Keep an eye on him for me please and let me know if anything else comes up.”

	“Don’t worry, I intend on keeping a very close watch on him today.”

	“Good.  Thanks.  By the way, how do you like his outfit today?”

	“Oh God!  I still can’t believe you did that!”

	“How’s it going for him… I mean dressing like that?” Mel asked.

	“I can tell you this, it’s awfully embarrassing for him.  The whole company’s having a field day with it.”

	“Yeah, I can imagine,” Mel replied.

	“You don’t sound too thrilled about it,” Robin said.  “Isn’t that why you dressed him that way to begin with?”

	“Yeah…  Kind of.  I’m really wanting to know how far I can push things with what he wears to work.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, I have some other things I’d like to dress him in, but I know they’d be… let’s just say really out there.”

	“You’re worried he may be even more noticeable?”

	“That would be an understatement.”

	“I’m not sure what to tell you.  Personally, I love what he’s wearing.  So do all the other women here.  Well, most of them anyway.  There’s a few who are a little upset because it’s really very inappropriate.”  She chuckled a bit.  “He’s also got a few who are very jealous too!”

	“Jealous?  That was one reaction I hadn’t figured on!”

	“What can I say?  He’s got a better figure than I do!  We’ll leave it at that.”

	“Oh…  Robin I hadn’t intended…”

	“Don’t worry about it.  I think it’s great – for him.”

	“Good.  So what do you think?  Do I dare try anything else for him to wear?”

	“Like I said, I don’t know.  I have no idea what you have in mind.”

	“I’m not sure I do either.  I’ll just have to think about it – now more than ever in light of what happened to him at lunch.”

	“That may be a good idea,” Robin agreed.  “Besides, I still have that pregnancy baby t-shirt here and all the paper dolls just waiting for him to play with.”

	“Yeah,” Mel agreed.  “I enjoyed those pictures too – a lot!”

	“By the way,” Robin said, “what he’s trying to type is an email to you concerning your bet.  I’m not going to tell you what’s in it, but I’ll warn you, I think he has some really good questions.  Hopefully, he’ll finish it before the end of the day.  If not, it may be tomorrow before you get it.”

	“I’ll look forward to seeing it… I think.  Good questions?  As strange as it sounds, he’s got a really good head on his shoulders – sometimes.  I have no doubt he can come up with some interesting questions.  I’ll just have to deal with then when I see them.”

	“Great Mel, and thanks for calling.  It was good to talk to you for a change.”

	“Same here, Robin.  And keep up the great work!”

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 7 of 10)

	Chad was growing tired.  He was making more and more fat-fingered – fat-heeled mistakes.  And he had only been back to work on the email for less than an hour.  His heel slipped off another key as he pressed down and struck a second key.  “Darn!” he muttered as he lined the heel of the shoe up over the backspace key to delete the letter.

	“Bottle time,” Robin suddenly announced as she came back into his cubicle. 

	Chad was so sick of trying to type with his shoe heels that he actually welcomed the break.  He wasn’t too sure about how much he welcomed having to drink another bottle though.  And it had been less than an hour since he finished his last one.  But a few seconds later, he was pulled away from his desk with the bottle held precariously between the two shoes taped to his hands.  He still didn’t seem to be getting any better at managing to hold the bottle between the shoes. 

	Robin checked on him twice before he finished the bottle.  And then she pushed him firmly back up against his desk again.  He felt himself peeing uncontrollably once again before he even began trying to type.  Why bother trying to hold back at all?  What good would it do?  He knew without a doubt that as soon as this bet was over with, he would regain everything he had lost very quickly.  Why not enjoy what he always wanted to experience while he could? 

	In the back of his mind he knew there were a lot of things wrong with that logic, but he didn’t let those thoughts come fully through to his consciousness.  What would be the point?

	Forty-five minutes later, he was starting to look forward to finishing his email – finally!  He was starting to push himself to finish it faster.  But he didn’t make it, because before he could finish, Robin came in with yet another bottle for him to drink.  Once again he was pulled away from his desk and had to fight to hold the bottle between the shoes taped to his hands.  He thought that by now it would get easier to manage, but it didn’t.  The shoes simply weren’t meant for gripping anything at all.  Maybe not even for gripping the ground when he walked in them – because walking in them was fairly precarious too. 

	Robin came in to check his progress twice again before he actually finished his bottle, and then she once again pushed him back into place at his desk.  “Send that to me when you’re done so I can check it before you send it to Mel,” she ordered.

	It took Chad less than ten minutes to finish what he had been trying to do all day.  As he finally managed to type Robin’s email address into the bar and send the thing to her, he breathed a small sigh of relief – but it was only a small sigh.  He’d feel much better once she okayed it and he could finally get it sent to Mel.

	But now that he was done, he was still tied to the chair and the shoes were still taped to his hands.  He knew he could push himself backwards a bit so he wasn’t so close to his desk, but did he dare?  What if she found an error and he had to fix something?  Which now that he thought about it, seemed all too likely knowing her.  So to be safe, he sat quietly right where he was.

	The wait seemed like forever, but it was only about five minutes before Robin came back to his cubicle.  “I’m impressed!” she declared as she entered his cubicle.  “I didn’t see one single error in the whole thing.”

	“So I can send it to Mel now and be done with it?” Chad asked.

	“Absolutely!  Just as soon as you finish your next bottle.”  With that, she pulled him away from his desk again and held the bottle out for him to take between the shoes taped to his hands.

	Another bottle!  When would it stop?  He reached out and precariously grabbed the bottle and started bringing it to his mouth, but his grip with the shoes was worse than usual and it slipped and fell to the floor.  Robin giggled and handed it back to him. This time he managed to get it all the way to his mouth.  He dared not take it out of his mouth till he finished because his lips worked like a third hand to help hold the darn thing in place. 

	With a smile, Robin left him again.  She figured by the time he finished that bottle, and then managed to send his email, it would be time for break.  This time, when she went back to check on him, she timed it better – she only had to wait a couple of minutes for him to finish the bottle.  She took it from him and pushed him back up against his desk.  This time she stayed to watch while he slowly and carefully typed in Mel’s email address – letter by careful letter.  While he didn’t make any mistakes as she watched him, she figured she had definitely found a way to slow his typing down.  Plus… she found it awfully funny to watch him.

	With the email to Mel finally sent, Robin untied him from the chair and removed the shoes from his hands.  As soon as Chad stood up, he pulled his skirt down again.  He could already feel how bloated his diapers were getting underneath and between his legs.  He hoped they weren’t showing yet.  Way too many bottles since lunch! 

	A few minutes later, they were walking through the halls together on their way to the break room.  The hallways were busier this time than Chad would have liked.  They got even busier the closer they got to the break room.  They were arriving at the same time as everyone else.  Before he knew it, a woman rushed up to him and walked along with him on the side opposite from Robin. 

	“So has it been fun?” the woman asked.

	Her question surprised him.  “Fun?”

	“You said earlier that you dressed for work that way because you thought it might be fun?  So has it?”

	Chad thought about that for a few moments.  There had been that bad bit during lunch.  That had been horrible!  But overall?  “Mostly,” he admitted.  “Mostly.”

	“Mostly?” the woman asked, wanting more details.  But just then they arrived at the break room door and pushed their way inside along with a host of others.  The line for coffee was long and they were in the middle of it.  “Mostly?” the woman asked again. 

	But it was Robin who answered for him.  “He had a rather frightening experience during lunch,” she said.  “I think we should wait till we get to the table.  Then we’ll tell you all about it.”

	“Frightening?” the woman asked, totally surprised.  “What happened?”

	“At the table,” Robin replied, knowing it would be much better to explain it all once rather than a dozen times.

	Chad wasn’t at all looking forward to reliving the experience.  He’d just as soon forget it.

	As they stood there, Robin noticed a group of men sitting at one of the tables in the back corner.  It looked like they had been there a while and the table was filled with paperwork.  It was common for working groups to use the break room tables to discuss business.  But there was one thing about this group that stood out from most others.  She leaned over and whispered to Sissy.  “Isn’t that Derek at that table?”

	Sissy looked.  Derek was there.  The one person he had hoped not to see today.  “Yeah,” he whispered back.  He turned his head away so he wouldn’t have to look at the table and hopefully Derek wouldn’t notice him.

	Robin finally got to pour her coffee, then she waited while Sissy poured his.  As soon as he was ready, she leaned in close to him and whispered.  “As soon as you set your coffee on the table, I want you to go over and ask Derek if you can get him some coffee too.”

	Chad was horrified.  Talking with Derek right now was the last thing he wanted to do, especially dressed like he was!  “Please!  I’d rather not,” he pleaded, trying to get out of it. 

	Robin only smiled.  “I’d rather you did.”  She led the way directly to their usual break table, which was now filling up quickly.

	The woman who had been asking the questions as they arrived was right behind them.  “So what happened?” she asked anxiously before any of them had even sat down. 

	Chad didn’t know what to do.  Answer the woman’s question or go see Derek like Robin wanted.  Since he didn’t really want to see Derek at all, he turned toward the woman.  “While I was out at lunch…”

	“Why don’t you let me start telling it,” Robin interrupted.  “I know how anxious you’ve been all today to see to Derek.”

	Chad got the hint – unfortunately.  Amidst a few gasps from the women at the table, he turned and headed for the back corner where Derek was.

	As Sissy left the table, Robin saw that the eyes of every woman there were firmly on him.  “So you want to know what happened during lunch?” she asked.

	Nobody took their eyes off of Sissy.  “Later girl,” one of them said.  “I’m thinkin’ we now know why he wore that outfit to work!”  It was all Robin could do to keep a straight face.

	Derek’s back was to him, so Chad was fairly confident that Derek hadn’t seen him yet.  With a growing sense of nervousness, he approached the table where all the men were intently working.  One at a time, each of the other men locked their eyes on him.  As they did, their expressions of disbelief were all too plain to read. 

	Finally, Derek noticed his friends and turned around.  His expression started off as disbelief, then quickly changed to anger.  “What do you want?” he asked nastily.

	“Um…  I just wanted to know if I can get you another cup of coffee.”

	Derek took the time to slowly look up and down Sissy’s entire body, from the top of his head to the shoes on his feet – and back again.  He wasn’t sure if he felt anger, or contempt, or pity for the “thing” standing in front of him… or guilt because Chad used to be his friend.  But there was still no way he could ever think of Chad as his old friend again.  All he saw now was someone… contemptible.  “Didn’t you wear that to the poker game?”

	Chad nodded.  “Some of it.”

	Derek shook his head before even considering Sissy’s question.  Finally he said.  “Sure.  Why not?  Sure, get me a cup of coffee if you want.  Black.”

	Chad nodded and hurried off to the coffee pots.  He had to wait behind three people before he could pour Derek’s coffee.  Then he carefully carried it back to Derek and set it on the table next to him.  Not knowing what else to say, it was all Chad could do to stop himself from curtseying.  “Um… anything else?” he finally asked.

	“No,” Derek replied.  “That’s it.”

	Again, it was all Chad could do to not curtsey.  He turned and left.  But before he took two steps Derek called, “Wait a minute!”  Chad turned around.  Derek looked to each of his friends.  “You all want another cup, don’t you?”  Not waiting for them to reply he turned back to Sissy.  “While you’re at it, you can get each of us a cup.”

	Chad wanted nothing better than to get back to his seat with the women… as strange as that sounded.  But he just nodded his head and turned toward the pots. 

	“Bring them separately!” Derek called after him. “So you don’t spill any!”

	Chad had to make a separate trip for each of the other three guys at the table.  He noticed as he did so, that not only were the guys watching him the entire time, so were all the women.  He felt so much on display he could hardly stand it.  But all he could do was to get the coffee for each of the guys, one cup at a time while the entire room watched him. 

	When he had finally delivered the last cup, he asked, “Anything else?”  Again, he was tempted to curtsey but he didn’t.

	Derek said, “No.  See you later.”  And he purposely turned his head away.

	Chad finally walked back to the women’s table, noticing that every one of them was staring at him… still.  And was Robin laughing?  He noticed an awful lot of broad smiles on the faces of all the women as he sat down.

	“So tell me, Honey,” one of the women said. “You want to explain just what kind of fun you had in mind when you wore that outfit today?  And I think it’s pretty obvious to all of us now just who you wanted to have that fun with!”  There were some chuckles from all around the table.

	Chad just blushed.  But he realized that it was probably better for the women to think what they did instead of telling them just what kind of a sissy he really was.  But still…  “It’s not really like that,” he tried to explain.  “We’re just friends.”

	“Oh sure!” Another woman replied.  “I’m betting you’re very good friends!”  There were more than a few who laughed with her.

	“Okay,” the woman who had come in with them asked anxiously.  “So tell me what happened earlier.”

	Chad started again on his experience.  “This afternoon, while I was out to lunch, I stopped to buy a bottle of water…”

	“And he was attacked!” Robin finished for him since he was taking too long to tell it.  “Three guys grabbed him and tried to drag him away!”

	There were gasps of horror and shocked looks on the faces of everyone at the table. 

	“You’re kidding!  What did you do?” one of them anxiously asked.

	“I tried to get away, but two of them grabbed me again and started pulling me down to their car at the end of the parking lot,” Sissy replied.  “Fortunately, the police arrived and chased them off.  I was never so scared in my life!”

	“I’ll bet!” one of the women replied. 

	“What did the police say about you?”

	Sissy shook his head.  “That’s just it, he didn’t say anything except to ask if I was alright.  Of course, I was safely locked inside my car by the time he finished chasing them off so I’m not sure how much he saw.

	“Oh honey!  If he was able to see them attacking you, then I have no doubt that he saw plenty!”  There were general murmurs of agreement from all around the table.

	“Now you have another reason to think more carefully about what’s appropriate and what’s not appropriate to wear!” one of the women told him.  “Something like that may be fine for the bedroom, but not for anywhere else!”

	Chad could only agree, but there was no way he could tell them that what he was wearing was not his choice at all.

	“So are you and Derek planning some fun later tonight?” one of them asked mischievously. 

	Sissy heard Robin giggling.

	“Now that you’ve sent your email to Mel,” Robin said quietly as they walked back to their desks after break, “are you ready to try doing some real work again?”

	Chad almost curtseyed to her right there in the hallway in his excitement over getting to do some normal work.  Once again he had to force himself not to since they were still surrounded by all too many other people.  “Definitely,” he replied.

	“Good, because I’ve got plenty that you can get into now.  Just as soon as you finish your next bottle.”

	Ugh!

	Thirty minutes later, Chad was working on their project again.  His shoes were strapped to his feet where they belonged and he wasn’t even tied to his chair.  Normal!  But since Robin had taken so long developing everything she had created, she had left a large backlog of things for him to do. 

	And now that he was back to work normally again, that’s when the darn suppository that Cassie had shoved up inside of him decided to go to work – just like it normally did every day about this time.  He stood up to let the process go faster and easier, but today it seemed to be anything but faster – or easier.  In fact, it almost felt like what was coming out wasn’t totally liquid mush like it usually was.  He decided that it was probably because of the different girdle he was wearing. 

	When it finally finished, he sat down more gingerly than usual, but he noticed when he did that he could now see his plastic panties showing below his hiked up skirt – and the bottom of his girdle.  He figured it was a good thing that break was over already.  But how was he going to get back to his car after work without anyone noticing?  He mulled that problem over in his mind as he started in on the project again.

	Ray had heard of course that Chad had dressed “like a hooker” for work today, but he hadn’t seen him.  Actually, from the descriptions he had heard it sounded an awful lot like the way Sissy had dressed for the poker game – and he didn’t think he wanted to see that again. 

	As he was walking from one office to another, he happened to overhear a few of the women talking about Sissy – and Derek!  He slowed down, but he didn’t want to appear like he was eavesdropping so what he picked up didn’t make much sense since what little he heard seemed to be about Sissy dressing the way he did just for Derek. 

	Further into his journey, he noticed another group of women gossiping.  He slowed his steps and caught a few more snatches of the conversation, which seemed to be all about Sissy and Derek being like boyfriend and girlfriend.  

	No, he must have heard it wrong.  He knew Derek all too well.  Derek was his main rival for the women here at work.  Derek would never be interested in a flake like Sissy.  Still, it was odd that the women should all be talking about it.  And this was a rumor about Derek that he hadn’t even started! 

	As he continued on, he wondered if there was any way he could use that rumor against Derek.  But from everything he could already see, that job had already been done for him… and from the looks of things, all the women around didn’t exactly consider it a rumor! 

	Knowing Derek though, there had to be more to it than the little bits he had heard.  He wondered what Derek thought about it.  But did he dare ask him?  Definitely!  He just needed time to talk to him… and to find Derek of course.  That was often the biggest problem.

	It wasn’t till late in the day that he finally found Derek at his desk.  “Hey, lover boy,” he said as he walked into Derek’s office.  “What’s all the rumors I hear about you and Sissy being together now?”

	Derek had been feeling pretty good all day, but Ray’s jibe irritated him terribly.  It was all he could do to not yell back what an incredible imbecil he was!  With controlled anger in his voice he asked, “What do you mean?”

	“Oh, I just heard that you and Sissy were an ‘item’ now.”

	“An item?  The little shit used to be my friend!  Now he’s probably the biggest flake on the planet.  Get a grip!  You know I’d never date anyone like that!”  He paused and put a sly smile on his face.  “Besides, I’m going out with someone really nice right now.  In fact, she invited me to her place for dinner tonight.”

	Ray was startled, not to mention a bit jealous.  He still hadn’t found a date for tonight.  “Who?” he asked.

	Derek sat back in his chair and just smiled.  He decided not to tell Ray who it was he was dating.  Let Ray go crazy trying to figure it out – it would serve him right!  “Someone beautiful and worth my time,” he replied cockily.  “And that’s all you’re going to get!”

	“Come on, give me a hint,” Ray pleaded.

	“Nope!  Stew on it!”

	Ray walked out, but all he could think about for the rest of the day was finding out who Derek was dating now.  Someone in the company?  Maybe, but all the rumors about him and Sissy were way off track.  He had been sure of that before he talked to Derek.  So who was he dating?

	He was almost back to his desk when he spotted one of the women that he considered would probably know more about all the gossip going around the company than most others.  He stopped her for a moment.  “Who’s Derek dating now?” he asked.  “Have you heard?”

	“Have I heard!” the woman replied.  “I practically saw it!  He and Sissy are dating!”

	Ray thanked her and walked off.  No, whatever was going on between Derek and Sissy was something else… something he wasn’t sure he wanted to know about.  But Derek had been all too cocky in the way he had said he was dating someone, so Ray certain that Derek was seeing someone…and it certainly wasn’t Sissy!

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 8 of 10)

	Chad was glad to be doing something useful for a change – and not playing with paper dolls like he usually did in the afternoons now.  And his shoes were even on his feet – where they belonged.  His feet hurt a bit, but there was no way he was going to remove them now if he could help it.  The only thing that kept hindering his work now – was Robin.  It seemed like every hour she kept bringing him another baby bottle to drink.  In a way, it was like she was giving him a break from his work every hour or so.  While he appreciated the breaks, he could definitely do without the bottles!

	His one biggest problem now though, was his plastic panties – showing under the bottom of his girdle – and, he was fairly sure they would also show below the hem of his skirt – even pulled down.  How was he going to get out to his car like that?  Could he leave early?  Somehow he didn’t think so.  Could he leave late?  That seemed like a much more likely possibility.  Until…

	Chad noticed an email coming in from Mel.  He opened it quickly. 

	Sissy!

	I’m glad you weren’t hurt during your encounter at lunchtime today.  We’ll talk more about that later. 

	Derek will be joining me for dinner tonight, so make sure you make something good – that he will like!  And make sure the apartment looks perfect!

	Full maid’s uniform tonight – and you better look perfect too!

	As always, call me when you change your diaper. 

	Just like her notes in the morning, the email wasn’t signed, but then he didn’t need it to be. 

	Derek was coming for dinner!  And he had to make something that Derek would like!  Chad had no doubt that Mel wanted to impress Derek as much as possible.  So what should he cook?  Everything that immediately came to mind was nothing that Mel had in her apartment.  He usually made diet dishes that women would like, not meat and potato dishes that Derek preferred.  What was he going to do?  Go shopping on the way home?  Dressed like he was?  With his plastic panties showing beneath his skirt?  Not likely! 

	So now he had another problem… Derek!

	Despite his need to leave work as soon as possible, when quitting time came, Chad’s fear kept him rooted to his desk.  He shut his computer down, but he couldn’t bring himself to get out of his chair.

	Robin stopped by at the entrance to his cubicle as she was leaving.  “What are you doing?  It’s time to go home.”

	“Um…  I’m giving it a few minutes till most people can leave,” he explained.  “I’m afraid my diapers will show too much below my skirt.”

	“How long do you plan on waiting?”

	“I don’t know.  Probably ten of fifteen minutes.  Hopefully, that should be enough.”

	Robin smiled and came all the way into his cubicle.  “Plenty of time then… for this!” she said as she pulled another bottle out of his diaper bag.

	Chad wanted to groan out loud, but he put the bottle to his lips and started drinking.  As soon as Robin had left, and he was sure she wasn’t coming back, he stuck the unfinished bottle back into his diaper bag again.  He really didn’t want to drink anything else.

	After ten minutes, he cautiously got up and checked the halls.  It seemed clear enough.  He walked down to the first turn, and saw too many people still around.  He went back to his desk.  Five minutes later, he tried it again – and again went back to his desk.  He had to wait another five minutes before everything had cleared enough that he felt sufficiently safe to hurry to his car. 

	By the time he got home, got all his clothes off, took a much needed shower, put his one single diaper on again, and finally phoned Mel, he was a half hour later than usual.

	“Why are you so late?” Mel complained when she answered his phone call.

	Chad didn’t have any other answer except the truth.  “My diapers were showing too far below my skirt for me to get to my car.”

	Mel would have laughed if she wasn’t so irritated at him for being late – today of all days – today when Derek was coming for dinner!

	“What are you going to do about dinner?” she asked. 

	“I don’t know yet,” Chad admitted.  “Derek usually prefers steaks and maybe a baked potato.  We don’t have any so I’m going to see what I can put together when I get to your apartment.”

	Mel thought about it for a moment.  Derek preferred steaks.  “Don’t do that,” she said.  “Go to the grocery store as fast as you can and get whatever steaks you think he’ll like!  Get two.  One for me too.  And try to get back before either of us get there!”

	Chad wasn’t too sure about doing that, especially in light of his earlier experience at the convenience store, but he agreed.  As quickly as he could, he finished getting dressed in his full maid’s uniform and touched up his makeup and hair.  Then he grabbed his purse and ran out the door and back down to his car.  He was going to the grocery store again, but this time, he was going alone – in his maid’s uniform.

	As he drove, he kept remembering all the past trips he had made there with Mel.  It seemed like every week she did something to make it more embarrassing.  So today, alone and only wearing his maid’s uniform, it shouldn’t be quite as bad as it had been the last few times.  But that didn’t mean he still wasn’t nervous about it. 

	He parked his car and hurried inside.  The store wasn’t quite as crowded as it was on Sunday mornings, but there were still a lot of people there.  He immediately wished he had left his bright white apron off.  That way, it would have looked like he was wearing a more normal dress.  Did his apron call too much attention to what he was wearing?  He was sure it did, but like everything else in his life, there wasn’t much he could do about it. 

	He quickly found two nice steaks, and then collected two baked potatoes.  He knew better than to buy any for himself – as much as he would have liked some, he already knew that his dinner tonight was going to consist of nothing but baby food.  Ugh!

	As quickly as he could, he carried everything back to the checkout counter where he had to wait in a short line.  All too many people turned to look at him, but at least his maid’s dress was better than most of the outfits Mel had been making him wear out in public lately.  Fortunately, while everyone looked at him, nobody said anything. 

	A few minutes later, he paid for his purchases and was hurrying home.  As he parked his car, he was glad to see that Mel and Derek weren’t there yet.  He ran up the stairs to Mel’s apartment, thankful for the low, easy to do everything in, heels on his feet.  Two minutes later he was breathlessly trying to get everything prepared as much as possible before anyone got there.  He didn’t get far however before Mel came running in.

	“Sissy,” she called as she came through the door.  Chad ran out to greet her with his usual curtsey.  “How is everything going?” she asked.

	He curtseyed.  “I just got back,” he said.  “I was just starting.”

	Mel took a moment to look him over.  “Your shoes could be shined better. Your apron and dress could look better too.  I suppose you wore them to the store?”

	He curtseyed again.  “Yes, Mistress.”

	She shook her head.  “And your earrings are all wrong!  You don’t wear earrings like that with your uniform!”

	Chad realized that he had neglected to change his long dangling heart shaped earrings for the simple studs he usually wore.

	“You’ll just have to do,” Mel declared exasperatedly.  “Hurry up now and get dinner ready.  I’m going in to change.  When Derek gets here, I expect you to answer the door as a proper maid.  Curtsey, greet him – properly.  And offer him a drink!”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Good!”  She turned and ran off toward her bedroom.

	Chad went back to preparing dinner – for them.  He had just put the baked potatoes into the microwave oven when he heard someone knocking on the door.  Wiping his hands quickly he hurried to answer it.  He was glad to see Derek when he opened the door.  Knowing that Mel would probably be listening from her bedroom, he curtseyed politely and said in his sissy voice, “Good evening, Derek.  Please come in.”  He closed the door again as soon as Derek had entered – even though Derek never once took his eyes off of him. 

	“Where’s Mel?” Derek asked.

	Chad curtseyed.  “Changing.  She just got home from work.  Can I get you a drink while you wait?”

	Derek considered it.  “Beer.”

	“Um…  I’m afraid all we have here is wine.  Will that do?”

	Derek rolled his eyes.  “I guess it will have to.”

	Chad hurried off while Derek found a seat in the living room.  It only took Chad a few minutes to pour a glass of wine for Derek.  He quickly carried it out to him.  He waited while Derek sampled it.

	“Hmm.  Not bad,” Derek said.  “Beer would have been better, but this is okay.”

	“Mel likes wines,” Chad explained.  “She has a pretty good collection.”

	Before Derek could reply, Mel’s bedroom door opened and she came out wearing a simple – but short – red dress.  “Hi Derek,” she said.  “Sissy, I’ll have a glass of that too.”

	Chad curtseyed and hurried off as Mel sat down next to Derek on her sofa.  He poured her glass of wine and hurried out to her with it.  He curtseyed as he presented the glass to her. 

	“Thank you Sissy,” Mel said.  “Now please get dinner ready.  I’m starving.”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Right away,” he replied.  But Mel wasn’t paying the least bit attention to him anymore.  He went back to preparing dinner.

	“So what’s this big problem you seem to have lately?” Derek asked Mel.

	“Ugh!  Are you familiar with Sunshine Corporation and Green Growers United?” Mel asked.

	“I’ve heard of Sunshine,” Derek replied.  “Big conglomerate, aren’t they?”

	“Very!” Mel replied.  “Green Growers is a major collection of farmers, mostly pesticide free stuff.  They’ve been doing a booming business for years now but as I understand it, they’re looking for capital so they can expand.  Enter Sunshine Corporation.  They’re trying to buy Green Growers, but the Green Growers board members don’t want to lose their positions.  It’s a bit of a tricky problem, but basically, Sunshine is going to remain the quiet owner of Green Growers and simply infuse them with more cash.”

	“So should I be buying stock in one of them?” Derek asked.

	“I wouldn’t.  This one could just as easily lose money as make it.”

	“So what do you have to do with it that makes it such a problem?”

	As Mel as telling Derek about her involvement in the merger, Chad prepared their dinner and carefully set the table.  When the food was ready, he dished it out and put it all on the table along with fresh glasses of wine for each of them.  Then he called them to dinner.  They both got up slowly from the couch as they talked and came slowly into the kitchen, paying no attention to anything except themselves and what they were talking about.

	As soon as they were seated, Mel excused herself from the conversation she was having with Derek and turned to Sissy.  “Sissy,” she said, “we’re seated.  Where do you belong?”

	Chad breathed a small sigh and started for his perch in the other room. 

	“Don’t forget to take another bottle with you,” Mel called behind him.  “If you’re late tonight, I’m going to let Derek punish you!”

	Chad’s eyes went wide with fright.  He ran back to the refrigerator and took a fresh baby bottle out.  He was drinking it before he reached his perch.  A minute later, he was stuck in his corner again, head tilted back, staring only at the corner of the ceiling until he could finish his latest bottle.  He could almost hear Mel and Derek talking behind him, but he couldn’t make out anything of what they were saying.  Were they talking about him?  If so, maybe it was best that he couldn’t hear them. 

	As soon as his bottle was finished, he lowered it to his side and lowered his head to stare into the dim close confines of the corner where he could see nothing.  His forehead was resting against the corner.  He could feel his false breasts shoved into the corner walls as well.  While his heels were trapped over top of the bar of the perch, his toes were forced far down below, a position that made his feet hurt and soon caused his legs to hurt as well.  It was a position he was all too used to.  Certainly not fun.  Just something he had to put up with – because of what he was – a sissy. 

	He didn’t know how long he was forced to stay like that, unmoving and uncomfortable.  Time seemed to have a different speed whenever he was stuck in his corner.  He occasionally felt himself wetting, but most of the time it was very short lived.  More often, he felt like he was going to pee, but he couldn’t feel anything happening.  And sometimes, that feeling simply went away.  Was he peeing then, only so slowly that he couldn’t feel it?  He had to hope so, only because he didn’t want to get punished by Derek for not leaking on time. 

	He occasionally heard a bit of laughter coming from the kitchen behind him, but other than that, he couldn’t make out anything of what they were talking about.  He finally just let his body relax as much as possible and entered an almost trancelike state where he was somewhere between awake and sleeping.  A state where he could ignore the pain in his feet and legs.  A state where he didn’t have to concentrate on not moving.  A state he could maintain for a very long time.  Except…  

	The telltale tickle of his diaper leaking was enough to startle him fully awake.  “I’m leaking!” he called into his corner.  But his statement went unanswered.  “I’m leaking!” he called again much louder.

	“Damn it!” Mel’s voice came agitatedly from the kitchen behind him.  “Can’t you learn to stay quiet while I’m entertaining company?  Just shut up and stay there till we’re ready for you!  I can already see we’re going to have to punish you for things you’ve done wrong tonight.  So just stand there and think about that!  And be quiet!”

	Punished?  For what?  Not that she really needed a reason.  That was part of the contract.  She could punish him for no reason at all.  But as hard as he tried, he couldn’t think of a single thing he had done wrong.  Maybe he went over his time limit for his diaper to be leaking?  Since he had no way of knowing how long he had been on his perch, he didn’t know the answer to that one. 

	So he was still stuck there, standing on his uncomfortable perch and crammed into his corner.  With nothing to do, nothing to see, and the only thing he could really feel was the miserable aching in his feet and legs… oh, and the pee running down the inside of his legs from his leaking diaper – which was an all too irritating feeling.

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 9 of 10)

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice finally called from the kitchen.  “Get out of your corner and start preparing the floor of your punishment area!”

	While Chad was very grateful to finally be allowed out of his corner, he wasn’t glad about being punished.  What for?  And his biggest question was… who was going to do the punishing?  Having no choice, he quickly grabbed a stack of diapers and spread them out, protecting the floor as he usually did.  By the time he was finished, he heard Mel and Derek getting up from their seats at the table.  He stood back out of the way as they approached.

	“What are you doing?” Mel asked.  “Are we going to have to punish you because we had to wait for you to get undressed as well?”

	Still not knowing why he was getting punished, Chad started removing his clothes.  He soon stopped though when he realized that Derek was standing there watching him. 

	“What are you waiting for?” Mel asked.  “I told you to get undressed.”

	Chad resumed undressing.  His apron, his dress, his shoes … and after another slight pause, he removed his plastic panties, and finally his leaky overly soaked diaper – leaving him in only his waist cincher and the bra to support his glued on breast forms. 

	Mel walked over to the corner and retrieved her yardstick that she used to punish him.  Chad was actually glad to see her get it.  He didn’t want to be punished by Derek.  But as she turned around to bring it back, he felt his fear growing.  He didn’t want to be punished at all!  And just then, he heard an odd sound that startled him a bit.  He looked down… he was peeing on the floor!  He jumped back a bit because he was so surprised by it.  Well, at least he was standing on the part of the floor he had already protected.  He could tell that Derek looked simply disgusted.  Mel however, looked like she was going to laugh… which she didn’t.

	“Okay Sissy,” Mel said.  “You know how this works.  Assume your position!”

	Chad slowly moved over closer to the back of her chair and leaned his body against it, bracing himself against the chair with his hands.  Then, because he knew he had to, he raised his backside up, making it the perfect target for her yardstick.  And all too soon he heard the familiar swosh of her stick and felt the stinging slap as it connected painfully with his backend.  He straightened up and turned to Mel.  He curtseyed.  “Thank you,” he said in his sissy voice.  Then he got back in position again.

	“See how we do it?” Mel said to Derek.  She held the stick out toward him.  “Now it’s your turn.”

	But Derek shook his head.  “Not with that!  I’ll break it for sure!  Don’t you have anything… stronger?”

	“Not that I know of.  Can’t you just try not to break it?”

	Derek shook his head.  But an idea came to him.  Instead of taking her stick, he removed his belt instead.  “I’ll just use this,” he said.  “It should do the job nicely, and you won’t have to worry one little bit about your yardstick getting broken.”

	Mel raised her eyebrows for a moment, but said nothing.  She backed out of the way to give him room. 

	Derek folded his belt in half to make it easier to handle.  “You deserve this!” he muttered quietly but menacingly.  Then all too quickly he brought the belt up… and down hard!  The resulting slap was far louder than any sound Mel’s stick ever made.  The pain from his belt was far more as well.  Chad cried out in pain and surprise.  It took him a moment to recover enough to realize they were waiting for him.  Doing his best to not rub his sore backside, he slowly turned around.  They were both watching him.  Waiting for him.  Hesitantly, he curtseyed and said “Thank you,” to Derek.  Then he started getting back into place again.  But he wasn’t at all sure he could manage to endure another slap from Derek’s belt. 

	“This takes too long!” Derek grumbled.  He waited till Sissy had raised his backside up for him to hit, then he brought his belt down just as hard once again.  “Just stay there like that!” he demanded, “till I tell you to move!” 

	Chad was surprised, and hurting, but before he knew it, Derek had hit him again.  And then again!  He really needed to brace himself against the back of the chair now.  In fact, he was holding on for dear life!  Not just because of the force of the blows, but because the pain was so much he had to hold tight.  Derek kept hitting him… all too hard… and all too fast.  It was like there was no letting up.  He was crying before he knew it.

	And then Derek stopped.  “Now you can thank me, you stupid simpering jerk!”

	Crying, Chad straightened up.  His hands went immediately to his backside, but touching himself was painful.  He turned around and curtseyed.  “Thank you,” He said to Derek.  He just hoped he was finally done now.

	“That was for not getting me any beer when you went to the store earlier!”  Derek declared. 

	Not getting any beer?  Chad was shocked.  He didn’t know he should have… but then, he should have guessed.  But at least that was over with now.  “I’m sorry, Derek,” he managed to get out between his sobs.  “I’ll remember next time.”

	“You better!  Jerk!”

	Chad turned to Mel.  Can I get my diaper now?”

	“What?  We’re not nearly done.  We’ve only just started.  That was just for not getting him any beer.  Now we have my list of things you did wrong to deal with!”

	List? 

	“Tell you what, Derek,” Mel said, “you seem to be better at this than I am, I’ll let you administer the punishment for each item.”

	What list?”

	“With pleasure!” Derek growled. 

	“Back in position, Sissy!” Mel ordered.

	Chad would much rather have run away, but he knew without a doubt that he wouldn’t get very far… and that he would only get punished much worse if he did.  Once again he leaned over the back of the chair.  He was still crying from his last punishment… and Mel had a list?

	“First of all,” Mel said, “you were late getting home from work… which meant that dinner was late!  Just because you were afraid of your coworkers seeing your diapers!  Not good enough!  Derek, have at him!”

	Once again Chad was subjected to a serious of blows from Derek’s belt.  He was crying like a baby by the fourth one.  But Derek didn’t stop at four.  Chad couldn’t even count how many blows he got because they hurt so much.  And when it was finally over, he had to stand up and curtsey and thank Derek once again.  Then of course, he had to go all through it again.

	Late coming home…  Shoes not shined well enough…   Uniform not starched to perfection…  Wearing the wrong earrings with his uniform…  And being rude and interrupting them while they were eating.  Chad had no idea how many times he got hit with Derek’s belt.  He did know that Derek never seemed to ease up on how hard he was hitting.  He also knew that he was hurting like he had never hurt before, and was crying like he had never cried before.  And it seemed like each time he got up to curtsey to thank Derek, he felt pee splashing down on his feet from out of his chastity device, even though he was hurting far too much to even feel that he was even peeing each time.

	And then, after Chad had curtseyed the last time, Derek put his belt back on and said, “That’s only a tiny taste of what I’d really like to do to you… jerk!  Just pray I don’t really get a chance to hurt you!”

	“Now hurry and get your diaper on!” Mel ordered.  “You’ve only got an hour and forty-five minutes to be leaking again… starting two minutes ago!”

	Chad picked up one of the diapers from the floor – many of which he noticed were already decorated with some of his pee.  Standing, he put it on.  He winced with pain as it touched the skin of his backside.  Gingerly, he finally fastened it in place. 

	“Now go find yourself some dinner from the jars in your cabinet,” Mel told him.

	Chad curtseyed and left, but the act of curtseying made his diaper rub against his raw backside, causing him more pain. 

	He pulled several jars of baby food out for himself and dumped them out onto one of his plastic child plates.  Then he grabbed another bottle and took a good long drink from it.  He didn’t want to get punished later for not leaking on time – especially not after what Derek had just done to him.  The thought of sitting in his highchair just then wasn’t exactly appealing, so he stood at the counter and started shoveling the mushy food into his mouth with his tiny baby spoon.

	Mel walked back into the kitchen.  “What are you doing there?”

	Chad remembered to curtsey.  “Eating.  I was too afraid to sit down.”

	Mel couldn’t help but crack a big smile.  “Nonsense!” she replied laughingly.  “Climb up into your highchair.”

	Chad had several grave misgivings about that, mostly because of his burning rear end.  Reluctantly, he went over to his chair and climbed gingerly up into it.  The burning pain intensified greatly everywhere his bottom compressed against the seat.  He was about to slide off the chair again, but Mel quickly pushed the tray into place, locking him right where he was – trapped, in his highchair, on his horribly burning bottom.  He wiggled painfully trying to find some comfortable position to sit, but there was none.

	Mel brought his plate of baby food and his bottle over to his tray and set it down for him.  Then she went to the refrigerator and got him a second bottle of her green tea and set that down for him as well.  “That should keep you occupied for a few minutes,” she said.  With a smirk, she turned and left him.

	Chad no longer felt like eating.  And trapped as he was on his stinging bottom, there was no way for him to get even remotely comfortable.  His only chance to get out of it now was to finish his dinner and both bottles as soon as possible – and hope that Mel would release him sooner rather than later.

	Derek leaned over and kissed Mel on the lips.  The passion he was feeling was returned, but only until her phone ringing interrupted them.  A bit irritated at the intrusion, Mel got up and found her phone.  “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel.  What’cha doin?”

	“Hi Sandy.  What’s up?”

	“I thought you might like to go through some of the music I found for Sissy’s little performance next week.”

	“Oh…  I really need to, but…  I have… company right now.”

	“Oh, you do?”

	“Uh…  Yeah.”

	“Derek?”

	“Um… Yeah.”

	Sandy giggled.  “Why don’t we try again tomorrow night?”

	“That might be a better idea,” Mel agreed.  “See you then for sure.”

	Mel hung up her phone and glanced over at Sissy.  He was still in his highchair – of course he couldn’t get out of it – and was drinking one of his bottles.  It looked like he had already eaten his dinner and was now just finishing the second bottle she had given him.  “Sissy, are you about done now?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied, anxious to get out of his highchair.  He immediately put his bottle back to his lips to finish it quickly.  He was still finishing it as he slid painfully off the chair.  And a moment later, the bottle was empty.  With a sigh he said, “All done.”

	“Good,” Mel replied.  “That was fast.  Now see how fast you can get the kitchen straightened up, even if you have to save a few things to clean tomorrow.”

	Chad immediately set to work, but there really wasn’t much to do since he had only cooked a few steaks and potatoes.  Twenty minutes later, the kitchen was spotless again.  But did he dare tell Mel?  She had seemed to be in a hurry about something though since she wanted him to clean everything up fast.  He glanced back into the living room and saw Mel and Derek once again locked in a kissing embrace.  Jealousy hit him hard.  But what should he expect, that she would like him enough to do what she was now doing with Derek?  He knew better.  He was nothing but a sissy.  A worthless sissy!

	Still…  He quietly went into the living room where he waited silently for their lengthy kiss to end.  Then he cleared his throat quietly to get their attention.

	“What is it Sissy?” Mel asked.

	“I’ve finished the kitchen,” he replied.  “Would you like me to go home now?”  He was actually hopeful.

	“Absolutely not!” Mel replied.  “It’s way too early.  Grab another bottle and get back up on your perch.  And please be quiet about it!  We’re… busy.”  She immediately went back to necking with Derek, who didn’t seem to be disappointed in the least.

	Chad didn’t want another bottle, especially not after he had just finished two of them with dinner.  But he got one anyway and once again climbed up on his perch and started drinking it.  He could hear the faint sounds of Mel and Derek making out on the couch a short distance away.  He just couldn’t see them – not with his head staring at nothing but the ceiling corner while he drank his bottle. 

	What was he doing with her?  Was it anything he had ever done with his wife… make that – ex-wife?  No, he was sure it wasn’t.  Because of his strange yearnings, he had never actually been that forward or physical with her.  It was just another one of his big failings – all because of what he was – a sissy!  No, Mel would never have anything to do with the likes of him… other than to ridicule and dominate him, which she seemed all too good at.  Fortunately.  But then, wasn’t that the life he really craved?  Wasn’t that what he always wanted?  Unfortunately, the answer was still a big yes.  He just always imagined it to be a bit less painful.  Not to mention he always imagined that he would get some kind of sexual release – at least once in a while. 

	What would happen if he didn’t win the bet – not that it could really happen – he knew that much for a fact!  But what would happen?  Would he ever feel sexual release again?  Knowing Mel, not if she could help it.  It was another reason why he really had to win this thing.  He really wanted some relief!

	His bottle emptied and he quietly lowered his bottle down by his side.  His head lowered too so that he was once again staring at the blank corner walls.  He closed his eyes and concentrated on the sounds coming from the couch.

	“Maybe we should continue this in the bedroom,” Mel suggested quietly as she ran her hand over the skin of Derek’s chest inside his shirt.

	“Sounds good to me,” Derek replied.  He started to get up from the couch, but he noticed Sissy in the corner.  “What about him?” he asked.

	“He’ll be fine.  He can just stay there like that.”

	Derek kept looking at Sissy.  “I don’t really trust him,” he said. 

	He walked over closer to Sissy.  Very close.  “Are you enjoying yourself there in your corner?” he asked.  “Have you enjoyed listening to us on the couch?”

	Chad started to turn his head to answer, but Derek noticed the movement.  “Don’t move!” he ordered angrily.  “I don’t want to hear anything you have to say!”

	Chad immediately buried his face in the corner once again as fear ran though him.  His burning stinging bottom was still an all too painful reminder to not cross Derek in any way.

	“That’s right,” Derek said, “you keep that stupid face of yours buried there where nobody can see it!  Don’t you dare turn it away from that corner!”

	He stared for a moment at the long dangling heart-shaped earrings hanging down from Sissy’s ears.  They were essentially odd shaped rings.  If there were some hooks attached to the walls, he could just hook them over them and they would hold Sissy’s head right there so he couldn’t move it.  But there were no hooks. 

	Derek looked back at Mel.  I’d rather not be interrupted by this clod,” he said.

	“Don’t worry,” Mel replied.  “He’s not going anywhere.” 

	Derek stepped away from Sissy and started for the bedroom.  But he stopped and turned back.  He shook his head.  “I just don’t trust the little jerk.  I can’t trust him anymore.  Not… anymore.”

	“He’s not going anywhere!” Mel repeated.

	Derek kept staring at Sissy up on his perch.  “I still don’t trust him,” he muttered.  Then a moment later he asked.  “Got any rope?  Robin has to tie him up to keep him in place at work.  Maybe that’s why I don’t trust him to stay there.”

	Mel rolled her eyes.  “He’s not going anywhere!” she insisted.  “But if you want…”  She went over to her bottom desk drawer and pulled it open.  “I’ve got plenty of rope here.  I use it on him… often.”

	Derek pulled a piece of the rope out of the drawer.  He had to untangle it but that was fairly easy.  He went over to Sissy and tied his hands behind his back.  Then he went back to the drawer and grabbed another piece of rope.  This one he used to tie Sissy’s ankles together, with much of the rope going under his perch so that Sissy’s feet were tied to it.

	“Now… he’s not going anywhere!” Derek proclaimed as he stood up again.  “Got anything I can use to gag him with so he doesn’t suddenly yell for one of us while we’re busy?”

	Mel went to Sissy’s purse and hunted around in it for a moment.  She found his pacifier and brought it back to him and stuck it in his mouth.  “There,” she said, “that should take care of it.”

	But Derek still wasn’t satisfied.  He grabbed a third piece of rope from Mel’s drawer and pushed it through the ring on Sissy’s pacifier.  Then he tied it tightly behind Sissy’s head.  “Now I feel better,” Derek replied as he headed for the bedroom with Mel.  “At least he won’t be bothering us for sure now.  But you should see what I’d like to do to him.”

	“What’s that?” Mel asked, knowing that everything that Derek had just done was totally unnecessary.

	Derek stopped and walked back to Sissy.  He pulled on one of Sissy’s earrings.  “See these?” he said to Mel as she walked over closer.  “All you’d have to do is to install a couple of hooks on the walls, then just slip them over the hooks.  He won’t be looking anywhere except the corner then!”

	Mel giggled.  “I wasn’t exactly worried about that anyway.  It’s never been a problem before.”

	“But I haven’t been around here much before,” Derek countered.

	Mel shrugged.  “Then if you want, find some hooks the next time you come.  I don’t care.”

	Derek nodded.  “I just might!”  He turned to go back to the bedroom, but he stopped once again and went back to Sissy.  “We’re going to be making some noise in the other room.  I expect you’ll be able to hear some of it through the wall.  I hope what we’re doing in there makes you so jealous you start to cry all over again – you stupid sissy!  Just don’t let me, in there, hear anything out of you in here, or I’ll whip your butt worse than before!”  With that, he finally left Sissy alone and took Mel into her bedroom – for some very delayed fun!

	 


Chapter 53 (Tuesday – Week 8 Part 10 of 10)

	Chad knew they were gone.  He knew they were both in the bedroom.  He could hear them… sort of.  Well, actually he could hear some muffled noises coming through the wall.  What he hadn’t heard though, was the bedroom door closing. 

	Still staring into his corner, he moved his arms a bit behind his back.  But that was about all he could move.  There was no way he could move his feet at all.  Especially not tied to his perch the way he was.  He mentally steeled himself for a very long session right where he was.  His toes were not going to like it, but as with everything else in his life, there was nothing he could do about it. 

	He heard giggling coming through the wall.  He tried to listen harder  He turned his head to the side a bit so that he could put his ear closer up against the wall.  Since they were in there and couldn’t see him, he dared to actually move his head that much.  He certainly didn’t have to worry about moving anything else – he couldn’t! 

	He could hear that Mel and Derek weren’t talking much, but it did certainly sound like they were having fun – the kind of fun he couldn’t have.  The kind of fun that Mel had rendered him incapable of having.  The kind of fun that meant not only sexual stimulation, but more importantly, release.  The very thing his body yearned for – but couldn’t have.  All because she had rendered him incapable of it.  All because of what he was.  A sissy. 

	Derek was in there with her now.  A big, strong, handsome – virile man.  Confident!  Mentally secure!  Not only normal – but all male – totally.  Not like him.  Not like him at all. 

	And what was he?  A sissy! Nothing but a big sissy!  A bigger sissy than most in fact.  He wasn’t like Derek in any way.  He might be male – but biologically only.  None of those other traits applied to him at all – anymore.  Maybe they used to… sort of.  But he had never been the strong confident male that Derek was.  He didn’t deserve for women to like him.  He didn’t deserve… anything!  Except all the ridicule that he got – every day of his life – now.  All because he was nothing but a sissy.  A big, big, sissy!

	Maybe it was because of what Derek had said to him just before they went into the bedroom.  Maybe it was because of the self-degrading thoughts running through his head just then.  Or maybe it was because of the tiny things he could hear through the wall and could recognize what they were.  Or maybe it was all of that.  But as he listened to Mel and Derek’s little noises in the room on the other side of the wall – he cried again.  Not loudly, but for himself.  He couldn’t help it.  He was a sissy.  And there was nothing he could do about it. 

	Derek planted one last powerful kiss on Mel’s lips and rolled off of her.  “That was great!” he declared happily.  “But now I’ve got to pee!”  He quickly got out of bed, totally naked, and headed for her bathroom.  But as he approached the bedroom door, he stopped.  Sissy was out there – and he was naked!  He wasn’t sure if he wanted to worry over whether Sissy might see him naked or not.  He peeked his head out of the doorway – and saw Sissy – leaning up against his corner with his eyes closed.  The reason he could see Sissy’s eyes though, was because Sissy’s head was still turned to the side as he rested it against the wall. 

	As much as Derek needed to pee, he went back to Mel.  He put his fingers to his lips to caution her to be quiet.  Then he motioned her to look out the door toward Sissy.  Once she had seen he whispered.  “Now you know why I don’t trust him.”

	“It looks like he fell asleep like that,” she whispered back.

	Derek looked again and was surprised to realize that she might be right.  “I’ll be right back,” he whispered.  He quickly hurried to the bathroom to relieve himself, then still naked, he came back to the bedroom again and put his underwear and pants on.  Then he removed his belt from his pants. 

	Mel had slipped a robe on as she watched him.  She was surprised when Derek removed his belt but she said nothing about it.  She followed him as he went out toward Sissy.  Sissy never moved, even when they got close.  She could see that his eyes were closed and that he really was sleeping in that odd position.  Maybe he wasn’t as uncomfortable on his perch as she thought!

	Derek walked up behind Sissy, raised his belt, and slapped it hard against Sissy’s diapered backside.

	Sissy jolted awake at the unexpected blow to his already tortured rear end.  What had happened?  It took him only a moment to realize that Mel was right next to him and that Derek was there too… and that he wasn’t facing into the corner like he was supposed to.  It took him another moment to realize that he had actually fallen asleep there.  How long had he been up on his perch this time?  Not knowing what else to do, he quickly reburied his face in the corner.

	“That’s right!” Derek said behind him, “you better hide that stupid face!”

	Mel was tempted to tell Derek to ease up, but she didn’t.  “Untie him Derek,” she said instead, “while I go and get dressed.  And Sissy, once you get yourself off of that perch, get yourself another bottle!  I’ll be back in a few minutes.”  She turned and left them alone.

	Derek untied Sissy’s hands, then untied his feet.  He didn’t remove the rope holding Sissy’s pacifier in place till Sissy had managed to get himself off of the perch and stretch his aching legs and feet.  Then Sissy hurried off to the kitchen to get his bottle.  He had barely started drinking it though when Mel came back from the bedroom wearing some shorts and a t-shirt.

	“How much longer before you can send the little jerk home?” Derek asked.

	Mel smiled.  “Not quite yet.  He still has to get that diaper leaking… and then I had one other thing I was planning on doing with him tonight.  You can stick around and watch if you like.”

	“What’s that?” Derek asked.

	But Mel just smiled at him mischievously.

	“I guess I’ll stay,” Derek decided.

	“Good,” Mel replied.  “Maybe by that time you’ll be ready for a bit more exercise.”

	“I’ll definitely stay!” Derek declared.  “Sissy!  Get yourself two bottles!”

	Since Derek was planning on a little more sex with Mel after Sissy left, he didn’t bother getting dressed any more than he already was with just his pants and underwear.  He sat on the couch and turned the TV on while Mel retrieved her laptop so she could get some work done as she sat next to him.

	To keep Sissy occupied until he started leaking again, Mel had him stand right where they could easily see him and drink his bottles.  She positioned him where he could also see the clock.  Every minute that passed, Sissy had to stop drinking, curtsey, and softly announce whether he was leaking or not.  Then he could curtsey again and put his bottle back into his mouth to keep drinking.  When he needed another bottle, he had to run and get back again in the one minute time span between curtseys – and of course, announce whether he was leaking or not. 

	Mostly, Mel and Derek ignored him.  But every once in a while they did look over to watch him… Derek mostly during the commercials, and Mel whenever she reached a point where she needed to think about something. 

	Sissy, for his part, was doing everything he possibly could to make himself leak as soon as possible… just as he usually did.  It seemed like most of his life lately was one big effort to make his diapers leak.  A never ending effort! 

	It took Sissy nearly forty-five minutes to start leaking again, and when he did, his announcement was too excited to be anything but quiet.  “I’m leaking!” he suddenly declared with another curtsey.

	“It’s about time!” Derek grumbled. 

	“Good!” Mel said as she closed her laptop and set it aside.

	“Now what?” Derek asked.

	“Now?”  She turned to Sissy.  “Sissy, grab some of those diapers off the floor of your punishment area and protect the bed – thoroughly!  And hurry up!”

	Sissy grabbed a large stack of the diapers in his arms and quickly carried them into the bedroom.  Two minutes later, Mel’s bed was thoroughly protected under multiple layers of spread-out disposable diapers. 

	“Okay, Sissy,” Mel said.  “Up on the bed.”

	Chad wasn’t too sure what Mel had in mind for him, especially since Derek was there, but he climbed up on her bed and started laying down. 

	“No,” Mel said.  “Turn over, and stay on your knees.”

	Sissy didn’t really know what Mel had in mind for him, but he now had his suspicions.  What he hoped Mel was going to do with him was also something he didn’t want her to do – only because Derek was there.  But when Mel made him move up closer to the head of the bed and then started bringing out her ropes to make sure he stayed there, he became fairly certain of exactly what she had in mind. 

	The concept of Derek seeing him get raped in the rear end by Mel was horribly embarrassing.  Mel had been showing Derek all too much about what she did with him lately.  First Sunday, then tonight.  And now she wanted to top things off by showing Derek how she teased him sexually?  But he had nowhere to go to get away – as if he would… or could.  Especially once Mel had tied his wrists to the head of the bed and also to his knees, along with tying his ankles to the foot of the bed.  He wasn’t going anywhere.

	And all too soon he felt Mel unfastening his soggy leaking diaper and removing it.  His present position made that act seem all too embarrassing as well – even though Derek had seen him changed several times now.  As he felt how naked and exposed he was in front of Derek – knowing what Derek was about to see happening with him, he felt himself involuntarily peeing on the diapers he had used to protect Mel’s bed.  He was glad he had put several layers under him. 

	“Disgusting!” Derek muttered quietly. 

	Mel went to her drawer where she kept the strap-on toy.  With her back to Derek, she removed the end she would normally have put up inside of her and left that part in the drawer. 

	Derek couldn’t believe what he was seeing when he watched her buckling the large phallus onto her hips.  “What the heck?” he exclaimed.

	Mel just smiled.  “This is the only type of sex he’s allowed anymore.  And the most interesting part is… that he really likes it!”  She grabbed her lube from the nightstand and smeared it liberally over the fake penis sticking out from the front of her shorts.  Then, with a wry smile at Derek, she climbed up on the bed behind sissy.

	Derek watched open mouthed as Mel carefully lined the tip of her tool in place against Sissy’s backside, then with one hand still on it to help keep it aligned right, she began pushing it in with her hips.  The moment he realized the thing was actually going into Sissy, he felt a moment of increased revulsion.  What he watched as Mel now placed both hands on Sissy’s hips to steady herself was not sexually stimulating for him in the least.  In fact, he found it nothing but revolting.  And yet, since he still felt nothing but total contempt for his former friend, he hoped that Sissy was feeling just how humiliating the act really was.

	Incredibly, Derek watched as Mel slowly buried the entire length of her large strap-on shaft inside of him… and kept pushing to make sure it was completely buried.  Then she slowly began withdrawing it again.  He saw a small shudder run through Sissy’s body.  But was it a shudder from the horror of the act – or something else?  It was a minute later when he realized that Sissy was actively trying to push himself onto the thing just as much as Mel was guiding it in and out of him.  He realized that Sissy was loving it!  Unbelievable!  And then Mel started talking to Sissy!

	“You like this,” she said softly.  “You love it!  Show me how much you love it!  Are you going to show Derek how you can cum now from just this being done to you?  How you no longer even need that tiny little thing that you pee out of?  Show him how useless that thing is to you now.  Come on, show Derek how much you love this and no longer need your old tiny piece of equipment.”

	Showing Derek what was all too obvious now was the last thing that Chad really wanted to do – on one level.  But the stimulation coupled with the humiliation of what was happening was fueling his sexual need all too much to be denied.  He hated showing Derek how much he loved this, but he simply couldn’t help the way his body reacted.  Fortunately, he was now fairly sure that achieving orgasm had been a little twist of his imagination.  But damn, Mel talking to him like that while she was fucking him was making him so hot!

	“Do you like showing Derek the only way you’ll ever be able to have sex again?” Mel continued softly.  “Do you wish it was Derek doing this to you instead of me?”

	Off to the side, Derek grunted.  “No way I’m ever sticking my cock into his asshole!”

	Mel looked at him and scowled.  “Well then, maybe you’ll let Sissy have it some other way instead.  Would you like that Sissy?”

	It took a moment before Derek had any clue what Mel was talking about.  His suspicions were quickly confirmed though when Mel started talking to Sissy again.

	“Would you like that Sissy?” she said to Sissy again.  “Would you like sucking on Derek’s cock sometime?  Maybe you’d like sucking on it better than your pacifier.  Maybe you can suck on it and get him all nice and hard for me before I have sex with him.  You can get him in the mood so we both can have a good time while you… well, maybe while you stand helplessly on your perch knowing that he’s doing what you’ll never be able to do again.  But of course, I’m sure you’ll probably be wishing you were me instead of Derek.  You’ll be wishing Derek was having sex with you instead.  But that’s not going to happen I’m afraid.  Derek isn’t interested in having sex with you at all.  He only likes me. Too bad.  So about all you can do then is to get him all nice and hard and ready to have sex with me and then stand there and wait like a good little sissy while we have a good time.”

	Sissy didn’t know why, but the cruel images Mel was sending to his brain were making him hornier and hornier.  And in response he worked himself faster and faster against the artificial phallus she had buried inside of him. 

	“That’s it Sissy,” Mel coaxed.  “Show Derek how much of a sissy you really are.  Show him how much you love doing this.  Show him how much you no longer need having sex any other way.  Show him how you can cum from only doing this.  Prove to him that you’re not a man at all anymore.  Prove to him how much of a sissy you really are.”

	Chad’s body and brain were on fire.  He didn’t think he had ever been so aroused.  He couldn’t help himself.  The delicious feelings from her toy going in and out of him combined with the things she was saying were forcing him to go further than he had ever gone before in search of that elusive orgasm he knew he could never reach.  He worked himself harder and harder… faster and faster against her artificial cock – and it felt sooo good! 

	And then all of a sudden he was feeling things he couldn’t believe he was feeling.  Feelings that reached from his toes up to the hair on his head.  And unbelievably, he suddenly realized he was in the middle of a gigantic orgasm.  He was helpless to fight it… as if he even wanted to.  He worked himself furiously against Mel’s cock, trying to get everything he could out of what was happening to him. 

	Mel realized what was happening to Sissy.  She quickly looked to Derek and pointed down underneath.  “Did he get hard at all?” she asked quietly.

	Derek couldn’t believe what he saw was happening to Sissy, but he looked where Mel wanted – and couldn’t believe what he was seeing there either. A long stream of cum was running steadily out of Sissy’s chastity device.  Cum… not pee!  And Sissy’s tiny little penis was just as miniscule as ever.  As if all the sexual stimulation he was receiving no longer had any effect on that part of him at all!  He looked back up to Mel and shook his head.  “He never grew a bit!” he replied, the disbelief clearly in his voice.

	Sissy was winding down now, slowing down more and more.  He had made it!  He had actually made it!  It wasn’t his imagination at all.  As much as he tried with Cassie, maybe he just needed Mel to do it to him instead.  Mel… and her strap-on… and the things she said to him.  Maybe that had been the missing ingredient all along.  The wonderfully cruel things she said as she fucked him as if she were a real man… proving to him that he was no longer a real man.  Especially not if he could orgasm from it. 

	He didn’t know what Derek must think of him.  Was it any worse than what he had already thought about him?  There was no way it could ever be anything better, that much was for sure!  He just hoped that Derek wouldn’t say anything more to him now.  He had debased himself enough by this.  But he couldn’t help it.  His body and his overgrown needs had betrayed him… completely. 

	Mel pulled out of him and got down off the bed.  She removed the strap-on device from her hips and set it aside where it could be cleaned later.  She turned to Derek.  “You start untying his feet.  I’ll get his hands.” 

	A few minutes later, Chad was no longer tied the way he was.  He was lying on his back instead – while Mel refastened the ropes to wrists once again.  But Sissy was too worn out, too amazed at what had just happened to offer the least bit of resistance – as if he would anyway.

	Mel quickly wiped his front side off, but the cold wet cloth she used on him caused him to start peeing again.  She had to quickly grab one of the diapers off the bed to put over him till he stopped.  Then she wiped him off all over again. 

	She grabbed her jar of suppositories and held it up so Derek could see as she took one out.  Then she had him raise his legs, completely exposing his backside for her.  She wiped that down too before “pretending” to put the suppository up inside of him.  She saw Derek about to say something, but she quickly shook her head to silence him before putting the suppository back into the jar where Sissy couldn’t see her doing it.

	Then she proceeded to diaper him.  The inside diaper was the one she had just used to catch his latest bit of peeing.  She cut slits all over it once it was on him.  The second diaper was the one his cum had landed on a few minutes earlier.  She cut slits all over that one too after it was on him.  Then she added two more layers of diapers and wondered if she should add a fifth.  But she stopped at four.  Hopefully it would be enough.  If not, well, Sissy would have to do the wash anyway, not her.

	Five minutes later she sent Sissy home.  But not before he had to curtsey and thank Derek for punishing him earlier and for witnessing how much of a sissy he really was now.  As Sissy finally walked out and the door closed behind him, Mel stared at the back of the door.  What had Sissy really thought about Derek being there tonight?  What did he really think about Derek witnessing everything?  What did he think about having Derek punish him instead of her? 

	There were a lot of questions she couldn’t answer.  Not for sure.  But they were all questions she was very concerned about.  She had pushed the envelope with him again.  She kept doing that.  This time it was with Derek.  What would she be doing next with him?  She almost didn’t want to think about that because it scared her… but at the same time, it thrilled her too.  She really did get off on dominating him so much.  She really did get her kicks from forcing him to do the most stupid things.  She really did get so much joy and excitement out of having him as her total servant – in every little way she could think of. 

	She felt Derek putting his arm around her.  She looked away from the door and up at him.  “I hope I didn’t scare you too much with what I do with him,” she said.  “I can’t help it.  I really love pushing him like that.”

	“I’m still here,” Derek replied.  “I’m determined to not let that little shit-head get in my way.  I still think he deserves everything that happens to him.  He wanted it after all.  So now I’m glad to see him getting it!”

	Mel realized that she and Derek were looking at what happened to Sissy in two distinctly different ways.  Derek’s came more from anger than anything else.  Anger that she knew would eventually fade.  But what would it fade into?  While she?  Well, she just loved it.  She always would.  She had no doubt about that anymore. 

	“Shall we see if I can give you any pointers in the sex department?” Derek asked as he softly guided her back to the bedroom.”

	Mel almost laughed.  “Oh, I intend on taking very careful notes this time!”

	As Mel laid on her back on the bed once again and Derek moved on top of her, she thought once again of Sissy and what she had just done to him.  And as she felt Derek’s wonderful cock sliding into her once again she tossed one last thought to Sissy.  “Good night Sissy.  Sleep tight.”   

	All other thoughts of Sissy were quickly driven from her mind as Derek strove to drive her to distraction!  Something he had a lot less difficulty doing this time than any other time before.

	Gloria walked her last client of the evening to the door.  She shook hands with him and told him she was looking forward to seeing him again next week.  Then she opened the door and held it while he walked out.  But as she did so, she noticed that the parking lot held three cars, not two as there should have been.  And in the dim evening light, she could see a man leaning against one of the cars.  A momentary bout of fear ran through her. 

	She closed the door and waited just inside, keeping a careful watch on the stranger while her last client of the night started his car and left.  But the man leaning against his car didn’t leave.  Instead he seemed to push himself away from the car and walk closer.  He had something in his hand… a gun?  Her fear increased – until he got close enough to the light for her to see who it was.  Ray!  With a bottle in his hand!

	She was too surprised to see him to realize that she was no longer afraid.  She opened the door for him.  “Ray!  What are you doing here?”

	Ray held up the bottle of champagne he had brought with him.  “I found this lying around on the street corner and was wondering if it might be yours.”

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 1 of 9)

	Derek’s strong arms enveloped her as they laid on her bed.  His powerful kiss lingered on her lips.  Even in her sleep she thrilled to the luxury of his embrace.  He was all male… so much male.  And she of course was so much female. 

	For some reason, she happened to glance to the side, and her attention was caught by Sissy, just standing there quietly.  Watching them.  Making no sound, no movement.  He was just there.

	She went back to paying attention to Derek’s wonderful body, but memories of Sissy started invading her mind.  She wanted to pay attention to Derek, only Derek, but her mind refused to leave Sissy alone. 

	In her sleep, she turned to Sissy.  “Leave us!” she commanded.  Sissy didn’t curtsey, he simply nodded oddly and walked off.  She would have to speak to him later about not curtseying.  But at least he was gone.  She went back to making delicious love to Derek, but her mind refused to think only of Derek.  Her mind could not help but think about Sissy too. 

	Derek’s body felt so good.  His kisses felt so good.  His love making felt so good… and yet, her mind refused to let go of the one thing she didn’t want to think about.  Frustrated, she got out of bed, leaving Derek behind, to find Sissy and see what he was up to.  But he wasn’t out in the living room.  He wasn’t in the kitchen either.  He wasn’t in her apartment at all.

	She went outside, over to his apartment… but he wasn’t there either.  Where was he?  She knocked on door after door, asking if anyone had seen Sissy. But nobody had.  She went down to the parking lot and searched everywhere she could think of… but no Sissy. 

	Where was he?  What had become of him? 

	She remembered the way he had simply nodded his head when she had commanded him to leave.  Why had he done that?  And now she was afraid that making love to Derek had driven him away – permanently.  Her command telling him to go was the final straw.  He had gone – permanently. 

	In her despair, she wept.  She wanted Sissy in her life… as dumb and crazy as that sounded, she didn’t want him to be gone. 

	Something else was irritating her too.  But then Derek was there, by her side, trying to console her… trying to love her.  She was glad he was there.  She wanted him there.  She wanted his love and attention… but she wanted Sissy too.  Why couldn’t she have both?  The other irritation grew.  Was it just that Sissy was gone?  But now she had chased Sissy away – and it hurt.  It hurt a lot!  Far more than she ever thought it would.

	The irritating buzzing of her alarm clock finally reached all the way through to her sleepy brain enough to bring her fully awake.  Ugh!  She opened her eyes, but she was so tired that she only wanted to go back to sleep again – bad dreams or not.  It had been a long night last night – very long.  Wonderful… but long.

	Yawning, she forced herself to move enough to sit up on her bed.  Memories of the emotions from her dream lingered, but not much more.  Sissy!  And Derek!  And of course, she wasn’t going to forget Ray either… although right now, Ray seemed a lot less immediate – or interesting.

	She looked at her clock.  So early!  An hour earlier than usual.  But she had to get up early – because of Sissy.  She had to talk to him.  It was important.  She really should have talked to him last night, but she had put it off because of Derek.  And Derek had stayed last night because she wanted him to stay.  But in the process, she had failed in her responsibilities to Sissy. 

	As she headed out toward her coffee pot, she remembered letting Derek beat Sissy last night – and how he had hurt him.  She remembered the way Derek had tied Sissy to his perch last night – because he didn’t trust Sissy.  And she remembered how she had shown Derek the way she raped Sissy’s ass last night… and the way that Sissy had again orgasmed for her… or was it for both of them?  No matter. 

	She knew all last night that she was neglecting her responsibilities toward Sissy by not talking to him… but she had let Derek distract her.  And now she felt bad about it. 

	As she watched the coffee dripping down into the pot, she remembered Robin’s description of the way Sissy had been accosted at lunchtime yesterday.  That was one thing she should have never put off.  She really should have insisted with Robin that she talk to him on the phone right away… but she had put it off.  Not good. 

	And then there was the other thing… the email that Sissy had worked all day on because he had been forced to type with the heels from his shoes that were taped to his hands.  That thought brought a smile to her lips, but the content of the email didn’t.  Robin had said that she thought Sissy had some good points in there.  And she was right!

	Why couldn’t Sissy simply admit defeat in this bet?  Why?  It would make everything so much easier on both of them!  Well, her especially.  But ultimately, it would be easier on them both – because of her long range plans for him.  Plans she dare not reveal until after she won the bet.

	But she knew why he wouldn’t admit defeat.  It was really the same reason she herself would never admit defeat.  Neither of them liked to lose.  Plus… Sissy had come up with a pretty good list of reasons why he needed to win – friends, a life, and more importantly, self-respect.  He didn’t know that she knew those things and she had to make sure he would never know it.  They were all… obstacles she had to overcome.  Somehow.

	She poured herself some coffee and carried it into her living room to think… and wake up.  So how were they supposed to solve the problem of who won the bet if it was close?  That was the one thing that Sissy didn’t put in his email.  And she was fairly sure she knew why.  It was because the answer was all too obvious.  But that obvious answer wasn’t one that he would be happy with.  And she supposed she really couldn’t blame him. 

	So her job now would have to be to convince him.  And that wasn’t going to be easy.

	Sissy’s heart was pounding as he turned off the irritatingly loud music blaring out of his pink clock radio.  How could such a tiny box put out that much annoying sound?  On the outside, the box looked so sweet and innocent.  And yes, it was his sweet little clock radio.  Sweet on the outside, but it housed a monster on the inside. 

	He glanced around his still dark room.  Something seemed different, or felt different.  But what?  Nothing he could put his finger on.  Then his gaze again swept over his clock radio… the time!  He started at the time display, trying to figure out if he was seeing it wrong, but no!  It did read an hour earlier than usual.  Was it a mistake?  It had to be!  Mel!  She had come in last night so tired from her visit with Derek that she had made a mistake and woken him up an hour early!  Darn her!

	Angry about it, he started waddling his way out toward the kitchen to see if she had left him a note.  Did she bother?  At that point, he didn’t really care.  He would have been happier with another hour of sleep!  But the note was there on his kitchen counter, right where she always left it.

	Sissy,

	Dress normal for work today, but look nice!  Wear the same shoes you wore yesterday.

	Don’t forget your usual three bottles before you get ready.

	I need you here early in the morning so we can talk.  We have a lot to discuss.

	That was it.  He now knew why it was so early – she wanted to talk to him.  Probably about the email he had sent her yesterday over how they should decide who won the bet if it was close.  At least she was paying attention.  Despite the early hour, he was glad she was taking it seriously.  At least, he hoped she was.

	He grabbed his usual three bottles out of the refrigerator and carried them out to his one and only chair facing his wall of shaming pictures.  But he didn’t really see anything on that wall, his mind instead wrestled with how they should decide who won the bet.  The obvious way was definitely out!  So how else could they do it?

	A full hour earlier than usual, Chad checked his reflection in his bedroom mirror one more time.  He had chosen his colorful print dress again – because he liked it.  He would have much rather worn a more comfortable pair of shoes, but the ones he had on did look good with the dress.  Of course, they were sexy enough that they would look good with anything. 

	His hair looked – okay.  His makeup as well.  The jewelry he had chosen was the wooden necklace and bracelet again along with the clear studs in his ears.  Underneath it all, he could still feel the overall compression of his all-in-one girdle – over top of his waist cincher, three diapers, and his plastic panties.  And of course, his pantyhose over that. 

	He was dressed normal again – not like the “hooker” look he had gone to work in yesterday.  He was relieved about that!  Normal… for him… now.  He was a guy, dressing as a woman for work, with diapers hidden under his clothes.  Such a thing was anything but normal!  But for him… lately… it was.

	With one last sigh, he grabbed his plastic bag containing the three empty baby bottles he had drank last night along with the three he had finished this morning.  He grabbed his diaper bag and his purse.  Then he took one last big breath to steady himself before his day full of humiliation would begin again.  And he stepped out his door… on his way… to more humiliation. 

	He hated it!  He loved it!

	Mel was yawning and stirring his baby cereal when she heard him knocking at her door.  She hurried to answer it.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad said in his lisping sissy voice as he curtseyed to her.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” Mel replied as she stood back to let him in.

	She started looking him over as he was putting his things under her little table.  His colorful dress again.  Good choice.  When he stood back up for her inspection, she quickly went from the top of his head down to his shoes.  Acceptable.  “Okay, Sissy, get up in your highchair.  I have your breakfast just about ready.”

	Five minutes later Chad was locked in his highchair with a big bib tied around his neck.  He was eating a large batch of lousy tasting baby cereal with a tiny rubber coated baby spoon held in his left fist.  The usual. 

	Mel poured herself a fresh cup of coffee before leaning back against her counter where she could see and talk to him easily.  “So tell me about yesterday,” she said.  “I particularly want to hear about you being attacked at lunchtime.”

	Chad stopped eating.  Attacked?  Yeah, that was as good a description of it as anything.  But just thinking about it brought back all too much nervousness.  He didn’t know where to start.

	Mel realized she was being too confrontational in her attitude.  She could easily see how nervous he was just thinking about it – and he hadn’t said a word yet.  She berated herself again for not speaking about this with him yesterday.  She pulled out one of the kitchen chairs and sat down near him.  “Just start at the beginning,” she said kindly.  “Why did you go there to begin with?”

	Chad forgot about eating.  “I needed water… to refill all the baby bottles I had finished earlier.  Robin makes me refill them all so I have plenty to drink all afternoon.”

	Mel was a little surprised at that because she had been sending him with six bottles for the last week.  “How many is she making you drink every day?”

	“Way too many.  Probably at least ten.  And that’s not even counting the full cups of coffee she makes me get on my breaks too!” he added quickly.  “It’s way too much!  All I do all day is drink bottle after bottle!”

	It sounded to Mel like Robin was doing more than her part as far as keeping him drinking – and wetting.  She made a mental note to thank Robin for it.  But she wasn’t the least bit interested in Sissy’s complaining about that.  She moved on.  “Have you stopped at that store before?” she asked.

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah.  Sometimes.  Mostly just lately since Robin has been making me drink so much.”

	“And have you ever had any problems there before?” Mel asked.

	“No.  Not really.  Everyone there just usually looks at me oddly, but they never say anything to me.  Kind of like most places.  But I’ve never been anywhere dressed like I was yesterday.”

	Mel had no doubt the problem had been the way he was dressed.  She just had to get all the facts.  “So what happened?” she asked.

	“I had just gotten my bottle of water and was heading back to the car with it, when these guys stopped me.  I tried to get away from them, but they grabbed me and started pulling me toward the end of the parking lot.  It tried to get away, but I couldn’t.  And then the police showed up – fortunately!  They let go of me and I ran back to my car and locked the door.  You wouldn’t believe how scared I was!”

	Mel had no doubt.  She’d be scared to death herself.  Any woman would.  “I do believe it,” she replied.  “I totally believe it.  You had good reason to be afraid.  How many of them were there?”

	“Three,” Chad replied.

	Mel nodded.  “Did they say anything to you?” she asked.  “Or did they just grab you?”

	“This one guy stopped me first.  He said something about not coming into his neighborhood dressed for business without doing what he wants… and he wanted me to go to work on him!  When I tried to get away, that’s when his two friends grabbed me and started pulling me toward their car.”

	“And then the police showed up?”

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah.  They let go of me real quick then.”

	“And the police only asked if you were okay?”

	“That’s all,” Chad replied. 

	Mel nodded.  It was pretty much the way Robin had told it.  The problem was, it was her fault.  She had unwittingly placed him in that dangerous position.  But she had never figured him to go anywhere other than to work and the gym – where she knew he would be safe.  She didn’t think about him going out to lunch or anywhere else.  For the future, she would have to keep his safety more in mind.  But before she made any bigger decisions, she would take the time to think seriously about all this first.

	“Do you ever have any problems when you’re dressed more normally… like you are now?” she asked.

	Normally?  But Chad knew what she meant.  He shook his head.  “Not really.  Like I said, usually everyone just looks at me funny but they rarely say much… usually anyway.  Sometimes they laugh.”

	Mel considered that.  “So normally, there’s no real problem?”

	“Only that it’s very embarrassing.”

	Mel smiled.  “That’s the point!  So you’re over what happened yesterday?  No problems now?”

	Chad had to think about that for a moment.  “I guess so.  I mean, I still get nervous just thinking about it, but what else can I do?  It’s over and I didn’t get hurt.  But if that policeman hadn’t arrived when he did…  I’d rather not think about what would have happened!”

	Mel nodded.  It could have easily become a very big problem – and ultimately for her too because she was responsible for him.

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 2 of 9)

	Mel got up from her chair with her coffee cup and went back to leaning against the counter.  “I read the email you sent me,” she told him.  “We didn’t get a chance to talk about it last night.”

	“I just feel like we need a better way to decide,” Chad told her.  “What if it’s real close?”

	“Are you expecting it to be close?” she asked.

	Chad thought about that for a second.  “No.  Not really.”

	“Well you must be worried about it since you went to all the trouble of thinking up all the scenarios and arguments you put into your email.”

	“I just got to wondering, that’s all.”

	Mel nodded.  She never intended to ask the question, but it was becoming a sore point with her.  “Why can’t you just admit defeat now so we can get on with other things?”

	Chad wasn’t at all sure what “other things” meant, but that wasn’t the point.  “But I’m not going to lose!  I can’t lose!”

	“What do you mean you can’t?”

	“I can’t!  It can’t be done!  I know that for a fact!”

	“How?”

	“Because of what I’ve read!”

	“On the internet?”

	He nodded.  “Yeah… and… because I know myself too well.”

	“So you’re basing everything on what you believe from something you read on the internet.  And you think that if it’s on the internet it must be true?”

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy about the way she had put that question.  But…  “I believe it!” he replied.  “But not just because it’s on the internet.  I just… believe it.  And because I know my body too well.”

	His basic reasons for thinking he could win were the basis of their bet.  And he still believed those reasons.  And, it looked like he still thought he could win.  But…  “And yet, you’re still worried about this bet being close?”

	“No.  Not really.  But… well… maybe I am.  I mean… what if it is close?”

	“I still think you should just admit defeat… the sooner the better!”

	“I won’t!”

	“So I guess we’re going to have to decide how were going to decide!”  It was an odd way to phrase it – but accurate.

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah.  I guess so.”

	“You know of course, the only real way is to have someone else decide for us.”

	“But that’s just the problem!  Everyone else who knows about it is going to be biased toward you!  It won’t be fair!”

	Unfortunately, he was probably all too right about that.  “But it’s still the only way!  Besides, I think you’re wrong.  More wrong than you think.”

	“Why?  Who wouldn’t do what you say?  Nobody!”

	Mel shook her head.  “I happen to know that Cassie feels more sorry for you than you think!” she told him.

	“Then can we get Cassie to decide?”

	“But that wouldn’t be fair to my side.  We need someone else to balance Cassie’s vote.”

	“So ask Sandy… I guess.”

	“I can certainly do that.  But what if it really is close and Cassie votes for you and Sandy votes for me?”

	Chad could see where she was going with this.  “So we need a third person too.  And that’s where the problem comes in… because there isn’t anyone else who wouldn’t side with you!”

	And Mel knew for a fact that he was right.  But it still remained the only way.  So now it was time for her big proposal.  “What if… we asked everyone who knows about the bet to decide… but only if they completely agree to not be biased toward either one of us.  Only if they agree to judge things on the facts and not on which of us they would like to see win.”

	Chad shook his head.  “It’ll never happen.”

	“But if it’s close, it’s the only fair way.  Besides, to be totally honest with you, if it really is close, then I want it to be decided fairly myself.  I don’t want to win just because someone is more my friend than yours.  Not only would it not be right, but… I don’t think I could live with the fact if it came out wrong.”

	There was something about the way she had said the last statement that made Chad believe her.  “But who would do that?”

	“We’ll just have to ask,” she replied.  “And believe me, if I don’t feel perfectly sure that they’re going to be nonbiased, then I don’t want them deciding this thing either.  You know,” she added, “that as much as they are my friends, they could just as easily vote against me just because they don’t believe in what we’re doing.”

	That was something that he hadn’t thought of.  And he guessed it was possible.  But overall, he was more sure that everyone would side with her.  He was screwed.  But what choice did he have?  “I guess.” he replied somewhat noncommittally.

	“Do you want me to ask everyone for you?  Or would you like to do it yourself since you’re the one most concerned about it?”

	Chad knew he would rather make sure himself, but as he thought about that, he could just picture himself trying to ask everyone…  Curtsey, ask stupidly in his sissy voice, curtsey again like an idiot.  Yeah, they would be real convinced to be serious about it then.

	“No,” he finally replied.  “You better do it.  But please… please make sure they’ll try to be honest about it!”

	“I will,” Mel agreed, “I promise.”

	Chad had no other option.  He would have to trust her.  But he was still worried about it… and he wasn’t happy about it either.  But hopefully it wouldn’t matter.  Hopefully he would win this thing easily and quickly.  All he really needed was just a few hours to completely get his body back to normal again.  Just a few hours!  Half a day at the most!  He was sure that’s all it would take.  He did still believe he would win – and easily! 

	He felt himself uncontrollably peeing again.  Yeah, he was sure he could win!  He had to win!  He had to!  Just a few hours of normalcy, that’s all it would take!

	Chad got out of his car at work with his diaper bag and his purse slung over each of his shoulders.  He was glad for the way he was dressed today – compared to the way he was dressed yesterday.  The shoes he was wearing could be a lot more comfortable, but compared to everything else, he simply felt a lot better. 

	“Hi Sissy!” one of the women he knew called as he headed toward the door.  He waved his hand and returned a quick greeting, then hurried on toward his desk.  He was a few minutes earlier than usual this morning – which was good!  Very good!  He was determined to once again greet Robin the way she wanted him to.

	He went straight past his desk to check Robin’s cubicle first – not there yet!  Good.  He was about to turn around and go back to his desk, but he decided to drop his diaper bag off on her desk first – it was only going to wind up there soon anyway.  Then he went back to his desk where he stashed his purse in his bottom drawer and hit the start button on his computer.  Then he went back out to stand in the hallway and wait for Robin.

	As Robin got out of her car, her thoughts were focused solely on Sissy – just as they had been on him all the way to work.  What would he be wearing today?  After yesterday, a small part of her wasn’t sure she wanted to find out, but a bigger part couldn’t wait.  His outfit yesterday had provided her with plenty of entertainment… the rest of the company too!

	When she finally turned the corner and saw him, she didn’t know if she was disappointed or not that he looked so… normal.  But after what had happened yesterday, it was probably for the best.  Still, there was something big in her that was disappointed.

	Chad curtseyed.  “Good morning Robin,” he said in his sissy voice before curtseying once again.

	Robin smiled.  “I can’t tell you how nice it is for someone to show me a little courtesy and respect!  Morning Sissy,” she added as she walked past him into her own cubicle.  She noticed that he had already put his diaper bag on her desk.  “You’re learning… finally!” she said as she dumped her usual armload of things on her desk.  She dug her mirror out of her large bag and checked her face and hair.  Then she stowed her bag in her desk drawer. 

	She quickly checked his diaper bag – everything looked the usual.  She looked back at him to tell him to get to work, but something about him was bothering her.  What was it?  Part of the problem was that he looked so… normal!  And maybe that was it.  That and the fact that she didn’t want to see him as normal.  But she also knew that he had things to get done.  The tiny course of action she thought up was the only thing she could think of quickly.  “What’s it going to take to get you used to keeping your thumb in your mouth whenever you’re not talking?”

	Chad said nothing, but his right thumb slowly found its way into his mouth.

	Robin nodded.  Even little things like that helped a lot!  “You still have work to do?” she asked, knowing full well that he did.

	Chad removed the thumb from his mouth and curtseyed.  “Yes. Lots.”  Curtsey – thumb back again.

	“Good!”  She pulled one of the baby bottles out of the bag and handed it to him.  “You can get started on your work just as soon as you finish this!”

	Mel yawned again as she hung up her phone after talking with another client. 

	“Need some coffee?” Andrea asked from the doorway to her office.

	“Absolutely!” Mel agreed.

	“I’ll put a fresh pot on while you sign these!” she said as she carried the stack of paperwork in and set it on the desk for her.

	“Thanks!  I appreciate it!” Mel replied.  “How bad is my schedule today?”

	“Light.  Just a few clients this morning.  You said you wanted the time to work on the latest version of the contract from Feinbaum that’s due today.  I’ll let you know as soon as it gets here.  Oh, and don’t forget, you have a fitting scheduled for later this morning for your new suits.”

	“Yeah, I remember,” Mel said as if the thought of the fitting bothered her, but actually, she found herself pleased by the appointment.  Not only was it a chance to do a bit of shopping, but it would get her away from the office and her mind off of business for a while – on a day when her brain was foggy and tired to begin with.

	Andrea left and Mel got busy on the stack of paperwork.  But she was interrupted a short while later by her phone.  “Mel,” Andrea’s voice came over the receiver, “Your friend Gloria is calling.”

	“Thanks Andrea,” Mel replied before pushing one of the buttons on her desk phone.  “Hi Gloria.”

	“Mel,” Gloria’s voice came back.  “You won’t believe what happened last night!”

	Mel realized that Gloria sounded excited by something.  “You sound like you just won the lottery or something.  What is it?”

	“I had a visitor waiting for me out in the parking lot when my last patient left.”

	“Oh?  Who?”

	“Ray!  Would you believe it?  He showed up with a bottle of Champaign!”

	“Holy cow!  You’re kidding?”

	“No!  He was there!”

	“I can’t wait to hear all about it at lunch!”

	“Eat your heart out girl, because he was here… and it was juicy!  If you know what I mean.”

	Mel laughed.  “I don’t have to eat my heart out because I had company last night too!”

	“Derek?”

	“You guessed it!”

	“Lunch girl!”

	“Definitely!  Oh… Gloria… while I’ve got you on the phone…  I wonder if you’d do a favor for me?  Well, actually, it’s a favor for both Sissy and me.”

	Gloria was instantly hesitant.  “What?”

	“Well…  Just in case this bet between us is real close, we’re looking for people who can judge us fairly and make the decision for us.  And I don’t think anyone can be more fair about this thing than you.”

	“No way!  Sorry Mel but I told you before, I’m staying as far away from your bet as I can now – aside from the little info gathering I’m doing during your sessions.  But that’s it from now on.  Sorry.”

	Mel was disappointed.  “Okay, Gloria.  Thanks.  I’ll talk to you at lunch.”  She hung up her phone.  Gloria was out.  But she had half expected that. 

	Andrea came in bearing a cup of steaming coffee.  She set it on Mel’s desk.  “At the rate you were yawning earlier, I figured I better bring this to you before you fell asleep!”

	Mel smiled.  “Thanks Andrea,” she said as she took the cup and immediately took a small sip.  “Oh, Andrea, while you’re here.  Sissy and I are looking for people to help judge our bet in case it’s a too close for us to decide on our own.  But the thing is, you’d have to be perfectly honest about it and not be biased by our relationship.

	Andrea was very surprised.  She took a moment to mull it over.  “I guess I can,” she replied.  “I do feel kind of sorry for him.  Not as much as I love hearing about what you do to him, but I guess I can try to be fair.  To tell the truth, if you had asked me to do this without asking me to be fair, I still wouldn’t do it any other way.  Yeah, I think I can be fair about it – whether it goes against you or not.  So if you don’t like that, don’t ask me.”

	Mel smiled.  “No, that’s exactly what I need… what we need.  Thanks.”

	“When is this supposed to happen?”

	“If… we need you,” Mel corrected.  “There’s only about a week and a half left.”  She looked at her calendar.  “According to the terms in the contract, he has two days to get his control back.  His first day will be a week from Friday, so if we need you to judge it will be on Saturday.  Will that be okay?”

	Andrea nodded.  “Sure.  Saturday should be good.  If you need me, let me know.”

	“Thanks, Andrea.  I appreciate it.”

	“You might not appreciate it if you lose!”

	“It doesn’t matter!” Mel replied.  “I still appreciate it.”  One down Mel thought as Andrea walked out.  Now who should I call next?

	Robin glanced at her clock.  It had been almost forty-five minutes since Sissy had finished his first bottle.  She had decided that today she was going to try to get him to drink all six bottles before he went to lunch, then make sure he finished all six again before he went home for the day.  He would get those… as well as the cups of coffee he usually got during his break periods.  She made a mental note to make sure he got a good sized drink of something with his lunch too.  She figured if that didn’t keep him wetting, nothing would!

	Since it was about time again, she gabbed another baby bottle and called over the wall.  “Sissy…”

	It was a moment before Chad could get there.  He curtseyed – like he was supposed to.  “Yes?”  Then he curtseyed again.

	Robin started to hold out the bottle for him to take, then she stopped and shook her head.  “Go back and come over here again.  And this time I want to see you turning the corner to come in with your thumb already in your mouth!”

	Totally surprised, Chad curtseyed, put his thumb in his mouth and left.  A moment later, he returned again – with his thumb still in his mouth.  Then he removed it and curtseyed again.  “Yes Robin?” he asked.  Then he curtseyed again… and reluctantly stuck his thumb back in his mouth again.

	“Much better!” Robin declared as she held out the baby bottle for him to take. 

	A moment later, Chad was slumped down on her cubicle floor with the bottle in his mouth.  It hadn’t even been an hour yet since he had finished his last bottle!  In fact, it was much less than an hour!  Why?  Was Robin bored or something and just wanted to see him acting like a fool?  His usual state? 

	His whole life lately seemed to revolve around two things – drinking baby bottles, and doing everything possible to keep wetting to make his diapers leak.  Fortunately… or unfortunately, depending on how he looked at it, the bottles helped a lot with the leaking.  The problem was though, that he didn’t want to be wetting here at work!  And even trying to hold back at all had become impossible!  With a bit of a mental sigh, he closed his eyes and resigned himself to drinking yet one more baby bottle.

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 3 of 9)

	One client later, Mel was again back at her desk.  She picked up her phone and dialed Cassie’s number.  She had to leave a message for Cassie to call her back.  But just before she was about to tackle something else, Cassie returned her call. 

	“Hi Mel.  What’s up?” Cassie asked.  “More changes for Sissy?”

	“Not quite,” Mel replied.  “Actually, I’m looking for a favor – if we need it.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well, you know we’re getting closer and closer to the end of our bet.  And Sissy is worried about how we’re going to decide the winner if things are looking really close.  So we’re asking for judges to make the decision for us – if it looks like we need them.”

	“Um…  Yeah, I guess I can do it.  But Mel, I gotta warn you, I’m just as likely to side with Sissy on this thing if it looks close enough.  So you may not want me to do this.”

	“That’s just it, Cassie.  What we want, me included, is for the judges to be perfectly honest.  To call it like it really is and not base anything on how they feel about either of us.”

	“So you really want it to be fair.”

	“Yes.  Exactly.”

	“Then I guess I can do it.  When do you think it will be?”

	“A week from Saturday.”

	“I don’t see any problem.  I’ll try to make sure my schedule is clear that day, just in case.”

	“Thanks Cassie. Oh, and Cassie, I was going to ask Sandy too.  In fact, I’m trying to get as many people to decide this thing as I can.  That way we can lessen the impact of anyone who seems to be too impartial.”

	“I get it,” Cassie replied.  “You’re selecting another jury.”

	“Um… something like that.”

	“No problem.  Do you want me to ask Sandy for you?  Although, I’m not too sure how impartial she’s going to be.”

	“No, I better talk to her myself.  Thanks though.”

	Mel hung up her phone.  They now had two judges.  So who to talk with next?  Someone who knew about the bet… obviously.  So that left Sandy, Robin, and Derek.  Just thinking about Derek brought a smile to her face.  She picked up the phone again and dialed his number.  When he answered, it sounded like he was in his car somewhere.  “Hi Derek.  I’m glad I caught you.”

	“Hi Mel,” Derek replied.  “I was just thinking about you.”

	Mel smiled.  “Great minds think alike, I guess.”

	Derek laughed.  “What can I do for you?  Take you out somewhere… away from Sissyface?” 

	“Um…  No.  Nothing like that unfortunately.  What I’m calling about is something else altogether.  “I’m trying to set up some judges for our bet in case it’s too close for us to figure out ourselves.”

	“And you want me to be part of it?  Sure!  No problem!  I’ll be glad to be a judge and tell the little shit that he loses.”

	“But that’s just it, Derek.  I don’t want you to do that.  We need people who are going to be totally impartial.  People who can do it honestly, without regard for how they feel about either of us.”

	Derek thought about that for a moment.  “I seriously doubt I can do that.  In fact, I know I can’t.  Look… the little shit asked for it, and now he’s got it!  And I still hope he keeps getting it!  End of story!”

	Mel was disappointed.  “Thanks Derek, but I better pass.  If you can’t be fair, then we can’t use you.  Sorry.”

	“No problem,” Derek replied.  “But if you can’t use me for that, maybe you can think of some other way to use me… like the way you did last night?”

	Mel laughed.  “Who used who?  God!  What a night!  I’m still yawning, and I don’t know how many cups of coffee I’ve had today.”

	“Me too,” Derek replied, “but don’t tell anyone.  So how about tonight?  Any chance you’re willing to get away yet?”

	“Sorry Derek.  Like I said, not till this thing is over with.  Then we can do anything you want – without Sissy.  But you’re always welcome to stop by my apartment anytime you want.  I do have a lot of things I need to do tonight though, but you’re welcome to come anyway.”

	“Are any of those things that you need to do like what you did last night?”

	“No.  Not even close.  I need to get Sissy back into ballet training again.  I’ve put it off way too long.  He’s going to be performing next weekend – he just doesn’t know how or where yet.”

	“Ballet practice?  If you don’t mind, I think I’ll pass!”

	“But he’s adorable to watch!”

	“Maybe for you, but I’m not sure I want to stomach anything like that tonight.  Thanks anyway.”

	“No problem.  Another time then?”

	“You can count on it.”

	Mel hung up her phone.  Derek was definitely out!  But considering the way he still felt about Sissy, that was probably a good thing.  She was sure he would probably mellow over time, but for now Sissy still bothered him.

	Chad was sitting on the floor of Robin’s cubicle finishing up his third bottle since he had gotten to work.  Once again Robin had started him drinking again in well under an hour. 

	He knew that break time was coming up in a few minutes, but at least today he wasn’t dressed like a hooker.  In fact, the only thing about him that he expected any of the women might want to talk to him about was his fingernails, which still spelled out SISSY.  And since the women had already seen his nails for the last two days, maybe they might not even mention it. 

	The one thing he wasn’t looking forward to about break today, was getting another cup of coffee.  After drinking three bottles just since he had gotten to work, he didn’t need a cup of coffee on top of them.  His bottle emptied and he made a small sigh of relief – which unfortunately alerted Robin that he had finished.

	Robin glanced at the time.  It was still a little early for them to go to the break room – by about five minutes.  So what should she do with him?  She looked down at him to figure it out and noticed that his thumb wasn’t in his mouth again.  “Why aren’t you sucking your thumb?” she asked.

	Chad mentally groaned as he moved his thumb to his mouth.  It looked like Robin was going to be after him to keep his stupid thumb in his mouth all day. 

	“Stand up,” Robin directed and waited till he was on his feet.  “We still have a few minutes before we can leave for break.  So till then, you can practice curtseying and putting your thumb back in your mouth. 

	Ugh!  Chad removed his thumb and curtseyed.  “Yes Robin,” he replied, then he curtseyed again and put his thumb back in his mouth again.

	“Just like that!” Robin told him.  “You can even say ‘Yes Robin’ each time so you get used to it.”

	This was the last thing that Chad wanted to be doing, but he had little choice in the matter.  He removed his thumb, curtseyed, said “Yes Robin,” curtseyed, and stuck his thumb back in his mouth again.  Then he did it again… and again… and again…

	Robin giggled.  Even dressed so normally, she could make him do things that showed her what he really was – a sissy!  She would still rather he wasn’t dressed so normally though.  But unfortunately, now was not the time for more fun things.  She went back to finish up some last few bits of work before break… while Sissy droned on and on in the background.

	Five minutes later, she and Sissy left her cubicle together, heading for the break room.  Sissy though, had to keep his thumb firmly in his mouth.  He didn’t get to remove it till they turned the corner where it was more possible for someone else to see him.  Most of the women hadn’t arrived yet when they got there.  They each poured themself a cup of coffee, looked longingly at the doughnuts, and headed for the table where the others were just beginning to gather. 

	“I see you had more sense in what you wore to work today,” one of the women already at the table commented to Sissy as they approached. 

	Chad could feel himself blushing… and peeing.  “Yesterday was just…” but he didn’t know what he could say about the outfit he had worn to work yesterday.

	“A bad case of judgment!” the woman finished for him.  “I hope you got it out of your system now.  And if you ever get the urge to dress like that again, maybe what happened to you at lunch yesterday will make you think twice about it.”

	“Oh, I don’t know,” another woman spoke up.  “I thought it was really… interesting.  I’m kind of disappointed that he wore something we’ve all seen before.”  She leaned closer.  “So tell me, did Derek like your outfit?”  She giggled as soon as she had asked.

	“Um…”  Chad wasn’t sure how to reply to that one.  “He didn’t mention it,” he finally said.

	“I’ll bet he loved it!” another woman added. 

	“He must have!” yet another woman replied.  “Yesterday he dressed like a tart.  Then he went and got Derek a cup of coffee.  He’s done everything so far to get Derek’s attention… except kiss him!”

	The women at the table suddenly erupted in a loud round of laughter.  Chad however, just blushed.  “It’s not like that,” he tried to argue when the laughter had died down.

	“Oh Honey, we’re not stupid!” one of them replied.  “We saw what you did.  In fact, we’ve seen you and Derek a number of times now.  It’s as plain as can be!”

	“So tell us,” another woman asked.  “Do you like kissing him?”

	Chad was aghast at her question.

	“Of course he does!” another woman replied.  “Why else would he go to all the trouble to dress so sexy for him?”

	While Chad blushed, Robin sat back and listened, letting her mind roam.  And what it roamed about was…  was there any way she could get Sissy to kiss Derek in front of the other women?  She could just picture him sitting on Derek’s lap at one of the other tables, kissing him on the lips.  She giggled because she knew that Sissy would hate doing it.  But she was more sure of how much Derek would hate it.  So unfortunately, it was never going to happen.  But… it was still fun to think about.

	But if kissing him was out, was there any other way she could make Sissy show his affection for Derek – and make it look real?  It would have to be something that wouldn’t get Sissy killed by Derek!  That was the big problem. 

	When she had walked into the break room she had looked around to see if Derek was there. She hadn’t seen him and she hadn’t seen him entering since.  But then it was more usual for Derek to be here in the afternoons instead – if he was available to come.  Could she think of something funny for Sissy to do with Derek before break this afternoon – just in case Derek showed up? 

	She barely heard a word of what was being said at the table as she happily pondered that question.

	“Hi Sandy.  It’s Mel,” Mel said into her phone the moment Sandy had answered her call.

	“What’s up, Mel?  Are we still on for tonight to work on Sissy’s ballet?”

	“You bet!  In fact, I feel bad about putting it off this long.”

	“Hey, you had a guy over.  I understand completely – although a guy isn’t exactly my dream date – personally.  I’m much happier with Cassie.”

	Mel laughed.  “I understand – but thanks for being understanding of me.  But that’s not what I’m calling for.  I’m kind of looking for a favor – if you can do it.”

	“Sure.  Name it.”

	But Mel was suddenly less sure about how Sandy would be able to handle what she wanted.  “Um… I just talked with Cassie about this too and she agreed.”

	“Cassie?  Her too?  What’s up?  You know that if Cassie is willing to help you, then I’m more than willing too.  So what’s happening?”

	“Well…”  But with Sandy, Mel wasn’t sure how to start – so she plunged in at the beginning.  “You know that the bet between me and Sissy is getting close to the end now.”

	“Yeah, and?”

	“Well… just in case it’s close – too close for us to figure out ourselves…”

	“Too close?  You’ve got to be kidding!  The guy has no control at all!  You’ve already won!”

	“Thanks Sandy, but, well, he still thinks he’s going to win this thing… and to tell the truth, I don’t really know how incontinent he is.  I mean, I’m forcing him to keep peeing all the time.  But what happens when I let up and he has the chance to hold back again and be normal?”

	“Him?  Normal?  Somehow I can’t picture it.”

	“But… just in case… humor me maybe.”

	“Okay, let’s say he has a chance.  So what do you need from me and Cassie?”

	“We’re looking for judges.  People who can make the decision for us if we think it’s going to be close.”

	“Heck, that’s no problem!  You already know how I feel.  I’m not too sure about Cassie though.  If it’s close, I think she may side with Sissy instead.”

	“But that’s just it.  I don’t want either of you to side with either of us.  I can’t use you if you can’t be totally impartial about it.  We need you to not play favorites – one way or another!”

	Sandy had to think about that for a moment.  “You’re serious, aren’t you!”

	“Very!”

	“You really want someone else to judge this thing for you, like, for real?  Win or lose?”

	“Yes.  That’s exactly what I want… what we both want.  So the question is, do you think you can do it?  Cassie said she could and I believe her, but I also know that you’d probably just as soon see Sissy lose.”

	“Well, that much is true.  I’ve never really thought about the possibility that he could really win.  I mean, could he?  Is it possible?”

	Mel sighed.  “Sandy, the truth is, that as far as I can tell, he’s just as likely to win as I am.”

	Sandy had to think about that for another minute.  “Then… I guess if you’re really serious about this, then I can be serious too.  Especially if Cassie has agreed to call it like she sees it too.”

	Mel actually breathed a sigh of relief.  “You’re sure Sandy?”

	“Yeah, I’m sure.  I’ll be glad to help judge you guys.  But… does that mean I can’t have some fun in the meantime?  I mean, you’ve still got a few weeks, don’t you?”

	“A little more than a week.  That’s it.”

	“That’s not much anymore.”

	“No, it’s not.”

	“Don’t worry, Mel.  If you need me to be serious, then I can do it.  Just as long as you don’t mind me having some fun with him before that.”

	“Sandy, as far as I’m concerned, you can have all the fun you want!”

	One more down, Mel thought as she hung up her phone.  They now had three judges, a good number.  There could be no tie with three.  But she still had to call Robin.  For Sissy’s sake, she had to include Robin in her request as well.  It was only fair. 

	She looked at her clock.  Where was that contract from Feinsbaum?  It should have been here already!  And she had to leave soon to run some errands and stop in for the final fitting on her new suits.  Asking Robin would just have to wait till after lunch.

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 4 of 9)

	“My place,” Robin said as they walked past Chad’s cubicle on the way back from break. 

	Chad said nothing.  Of course, it was easier for him to say nothing since he had his thumb stuck in his mouth again.  Break had been less humiliating for him today than usual.  But after yesterday, anything would be less humiliating!

	Once in her cubicle, Robin went straight to his diaper bag and pulled out yet another baby bottle – his fourth one of the morning so far.  And he had just finished not only a full cup of coffee, but another baby bottle just before break as well.  It was too much!  “No…” he groaned out loud, not meaning to really say anything.

	Robin withdrew the bottle with a shocked, angry look on her face, “No?  What do you mean no?”

	“It’s too much,” Chad replied – without curtseying first.

	“You’re the one who made that silly bet!  You’re the one who wanted to see what it’s like to be incontinent!  You’re the one who gave up all say about everything – for the fun of it!  Don’t tell me no!  As I see it, you don’t have the right to tell anybody no!  About anything!  And once again you forgot to curtsey before you opened your stupid mouth!”

	Her sudden anger frightened Chad.  He was surprised enough that he couldn’t tell if she was really mad or was just pressing her point.  He might have messed up a bit, but not all that much.  He curtseyed.  “Thowwy Wobin,” he said contritely in his sissy voice before curtseying a second time. 

	Robin wasn’t exactly mad, but she wasn’t about to let him get away with anything either.  He was just like her son, if you wanted to get the point across about something, then you had to raise your voice to let him know how serious you were.  And once again Sissy was showing her how much like a child he was.  Children never knew what they really wanted – even when they thought they did.  Well, he thought he wanted it, so now she was going to make sure he got it!

	She pointed at the floor.  “Down!” she ordered.  “No, wait!” she reversed herself quickly.  “That dress is way too nice… too grown up for you.  Take it off first!”

	Take his dress off?  Get undressed?  Now?  Chad forced himself to not sigh so that she could notice, but he bent down to unfasten his shoes first. 

	“I didn’t say your shoes!” Robin said firmly.  “I know they’re probably very uncomfortable, so you can leave those on.  Just your dress.  Get it off!”

	She waited while Sissy stood back up and removed his dress, leaving his all-in-one girdle as his most prominent piece of clothing.  Robin again pointed at the floor.  “Now you can get down there.”  Once he was down – like a child – she handed him his baby bottle – which he took with no complaints this time.  You just had to know how to treat them! 

	She watched as he sat there on the floor sucking on his bottle.  So much like a child.  He deserved this for sure!  Without the dress, she found him much less normal, much more the way she preferred to deal with him.  And he did seem to need constant dealing with – like a child. 

	Once Mel was done with him and someday allowed him to get potty trained again, maybe then he would grow up and be more of an adult.  Maybe.  But for now, once again, all she could see in him was a child.  In many ways, nothing but a baby.  A big baby for sure, but nothing but a baby.  And you just had to know how to deal with them. 

	With a satisfied look on her face, she turned around and got busy with her work, seeming to ignore him for a while.  But like with her son, she could never really ignore him.  You had to watch children constantly!

	Chad stared at Robin’s back as he nursed on his bottle.  Another bottle!  He had already had way too much to drink today.  His diapers were soaked!  Major soaked. And major heavy!  Was she trying to make him leak before he went to lunch?  If so, she was doing a darn good job of it.

	He had felt himself peeing a few times this morning.  But those times were always brief.  And he knew for sure that most of the time he wasn’t even noticing it when he wet himself anymore.  And why should he?  His diapers were always so wet that it didn’t matter if he was adding more to them.  He did it so often that he couldn’t pay attention to it anymore.  It was even getting hard to detect now when he was trying to watch for it.  And the problem was that he was still getting too much to drink – way too much.  He didn’t stand a chance of controlling anything as long as he was drinking so much. 

	Something inside of him stirred with excitement at the thought that what he was experiencing might really be like true incontinence.  He was wetting himself uncontrollably for sure.  Messing himself too.  And as long as they kept pouring the liquids down his throat he stood no chance of controlling himself – like a baby.  Like a real baby. 

	And now Robin had made him take his dress off and made him sit on the floor while drinking from his baby bottle – like a baby.  He was living the dream – the dream that so many others, himself included, believed could never really happen in real life.  Yet here he was, doing it, in real life.  Living the dream… and then some. 

	Despite the amazing orgasm he had experienced last night, his under exercised sexual excitement grew a bit more just thinking about it.  He felt the pressure of his need, surprisingly more in his back end instead of in his penis – his primary sexual organ – once.  But his backside was the only place he was allowed to feel pleasure – now.  Thinking about that stirred his excitement as well.  He didn’t know why it excited him, he simply couldn’t help it.  His thoughts turned toward Cassie, hoping that she would play with him again during lunch.  Despite his orgasm last night, he wanted it again… badly.  Would he be able to cum again?  He certainly hoped so.

	His bottle finished before he knew it.  Since Robin seemed so fixated today on him keeping his thumb in his mouth, he replaced the bottle nipple with his thumb, while he waited for Robin to turn around and see that he was finished.

	Robin heard the small sound behind him and smiled, but she made no move to indicate that she had heard him finishing his bottle.  Let him sit there and wait till she was ready.  She kept working, but her mind was more on him behind her than on her work.  Finally, she turned around.  He was sitting there sucking his thumb – like a baby.  He looked so childish that she almost laughed.  Fortunately, she steeled herself into sternness.  “You’re done finally?  Do you want another one now, or are you going to behave a bit and wait a little while?”

	Chad had to stand up, remove his thumb from his mouth, and curtsey.  “I’d rather wait a bit,” he replied.  Then he had to curtsey, put his thumb back in his mouth again… and get back down on the floor. 

	Robin watched him the whole time.  Something inside of her was laughing at him – even though she was doing her best not to show that.  He looked so ridiculous!  Especially in nothing but his underwear.  Lots of underwear, but that’s still all that it amounted to.  He certainly didn’t look “normal” now.

	A tiny silly idea struck her.  She found his big multi-colored hair bow and held it on top of his head while she looked at it.  It was like playing with a big doll.  On a whim, she turned the hair bow backwards, so that the long streamers were hanging down in front of his face.  Giggling a bit to herself, she fastened the bow to his hair just that way. 

	“I know you’ve still got plenty of work to do,” she told him, “so you better get to it.  I’ll let you know when it’s time for your next bottle.”  What she wasn’t telling him, was that his next bottle time wasn’t very far away. 

	Chad stood up and looked at his dress.  The streamers from his hair bow were a nuisance as they blocked much of his vision and swayed across his face.  He took his thumb out of his mouth and curtseyed.  “Can I put my dress back on now?” he asked – before curtseying again and sticking his thumb back in his mouth.  He was afraid though that he knew the answer.

	“Not till later… maybe,” Robin replied with a smile. 

	With colorful streamers in his face, Chad pulled his thumb out again and curtseyed again.  Then he turned and went back to his own cubicle. 

	He sat down at his computer and pulled the streamers away from his face as if they were long strands of hair.  But the way the bow was designed made them move right back in place again as soon as he let go of them.  They were in his way.  He had trouble seeing around them.  How was he supposed to work with them blocking his vision? 

	He finally wound up holding them aside with one hand while he attempted to type with his other.  At least it was better than trying to type with the heels of his shoes like he had done yesterday.  Today, no matter how much his shoes hurt his feet, he was determined that they were going to stay on his feet and nowhere else!

	Fifteen minutes later he heard Robin calling over the wall.  “Bottle time!”

	He closed his eyes and shook his head.  Would it ever end?

	Mel stood carefully still as the seamstress marked and pinned the hem of her skirt.  The jacket she was wearing had a few chalk lines on it too, but not many.  Actually, other than the length of the skirt, the suit seemed to fit her perfectly… the seamstress just didn’t seem to think so.  So she stood there while her suit was marked and fitted to perfection – just as she had stood there a few minutes earlier and waited while her other suit was measured and marked as well. 

	The new suits were nice – really nice.  Expensive, but worth it.  But then, everything in this store was that way.  She looked at her reflection in the big mirror as she waited.  Outrageously expensive clothes.  Reminders of what her life used to be… before her parents died.  Reminders of what her life could be right now… if she would just let herself have it.  But a life like that was no life at all if she didn’t deserve it.  And she was determined that she would have it again, only she would have it because she deserved it.  She wouldn’t have anyone saying she was basically worthless because she had inherited everything.   

	Feinbaum’s little contract job though was not the ordinary fare for her.  This job required that she be taken more seriously than the little back-office lawyer she had been for a number of years now.  She just wished she didn’t feel so much like she was failing at what Feinbaum needed. 

	She would wear the clothes again.  She would walk the walk and talk the talk.  She would take the huge sum of money she would get for her tiny part in the proceedings.  But there was no way she could feel like she really deserved any of it.  No way she could feel like she once again belonged back up with the elite of society.  No way… because she knew she didn’t deserve it.  Not yet at least.  Maybe someday, but not yet.

	Five minutes later, she was back in the changing room putting her dress back on.  Her suits would be ready for her to pick up tomorrow morning at the latest.  She would have to make the time for it – despite all the work she knew she would be tied up with over the next version of the contract – which still hadn’t arrived yet. 

	As soon as she was dressed, she looked critically at herself in the changing room mirror.  Was she getting old?  Damn, she was.  But not too old!  Not yet!  But staying young was getting harder and harder… or at least looking young.  Her figure was… okay.  Not what it used to be.  But then, what about her was?  Her face looked… okay.  Older than she would like.  But still not too old!  Her hair…  She ran her fingers through her hair.  Should she take the time to have it cut and styled again?  She had just had it cut recently.  But restyled?  No, she really didn’t want to bother. 

	She pulled her hair back behind her head and held it there while she studied her face again.  Then she dropped her hair and smoothed it out.  Time to think about other things besides morbid thoughts! 

	She left the dressing room and headed out to her car.  It was still a little bit early for lunch.  She had a few minutes.  She drove to her bank instead of the restaurant.  Inside, she signed the register granting her access to one of her safe-deposit boxes.  This one held jewelry – mostly her mother’s old jewelry.  But it also held a few special pieces of hers as well.

	Once she was alone with the box, she opened it and sorted through the colorful pieces inside.  So many things.  So many expensive things – monstrously expensive things – as she was now mature enough to realize.  Once upon a time she had never thought twice about the price of something.  Like her mother, if she wanted it, she bought it.  Not now – even though she could well afford to be that way. 

	She reached in and pulled out several of her mother’s rings.  She finally selected one that was her favorite and set it aside on the table.  A necklace soon joined the ring… a thin bracelet as well. 

	And then, down in the bottom of the box, she saw another box.  A box that woke many memories in her – memories of her father.  The box contained a gift he had given her for her sixteenth birthday.  She pulled the box out and opened it, just so she could see it again – and remember.  Safely nestled in the velvet liner, was a large hair barrette – totally encrusted with diamonds – real diamonds.  The thing was worth a fortune.  She had worn it only a few times, but she treasured the gift from her father like nothing else he had ever given her.  She touched it briefly, then closed the lid on it again and put it back into the safe-deposit box.  She closed the lid on the safe-deposit box… then opened it again and pulled out the box containing her hair barrette.  It wasn’t really the right thing for the occasion, but she couldn’t help herself.  She would wear it anyway – in memory of her father – who she missed so much – especially lately.

	With her purse now containing a horde any thief would kill for, she went back out to her car and headed to the restaurant for lunch.  She couldn’t wait to hear the details from Gloria.  Ray had really been there last night?  Wow!

	It was nearly lunchtime and Chad was once again sitting on the floor of Robin’s cubicle drinking his sixth baby bottle of the morning.  His diapers were so bloated under his all-in-one girdle that he was afraid they would start leaking through everything.  In fact, he was amazed that they weren’t leaking already. 

	The streamers of his backwards bow were still in his way, but at least just drinking his bottle he didn’t have to look at anything – not like when he was trying to work – where he had to see his computer screen. 

	Robin turned around to look at him.  So ridiculous!  His bottle was nearly empty.  “Don’t forget you need to get something to refill all those bottles during lunch,” she said to him.  She waited for him to answer.  His head moved up toward her with the bottle still in his mouth, but the silly colorful streamers covered most of his face.  She guessed that he was declining to answer since answering was awkward for him.  “Are you planning on stopping at the same store where you were attacked yesterday?”

	Chad hadn’t really thought about it yet, but Robin did have a point.  And now that he thought about it, stopping at that place, perhaps forever, sounded like a bad idea.  He was forced to stand up, remove the bottle from his mouth and curtsey.  With the streamers blocking much of his vision, he replied.  “I think it would be better if I went somewhere else from now on.”  Then he curtseyed again, got back down on the floor, and put his bottle back in his mouth.

	Robin nodded.  “That sounds like a good idea.”  She had a sudden inspiration though.  “Maybe you can just buy several large size drinks with your lunch and bring them back here.  With six bottles, I would think that two really large drinks might fill them all.” 

	Chad thought about that.  It actually sounded like a good idea.  He removed the bottle from his mouth and stood up again, and curtseyed again.  “That sounds like a great idea,” he replied.  “I’ll try it.”  Curtsey, back down, bottle.  Ugh!

	Robin smiled.  “Yeah.  But I’m not sure if two drinks is going to be enough.  Tell you what, why don’t you buy three of the largest size drinks you can get with your lunch and try that.”

	Three?  That was way too much and he knew it.  Bottle out.  Stand up.  Curtsey.  “But…”

	“Three is an order!” Robin said sternly before he could get any further.  “And I’ll be checking on it when I get back.  I want to see three really large size drinks on your desk.  In fact, maybe you should bring your lunch back here and eat it at your desk like you did yesterday.  Pour the drinks into your baby bottles and drink from them.  I’ll be back early from lunch to check on you!  We’ll see how far those drinks go then.”

	Chad wanted to protest – vehemently.  Three drinks was way too much.  Especially if they were the extra-large size.  But he carefully controlled himself, curtseyed and said, “Yes, Robin.”  Curtseyed again and sank back down to the floor where he stuck his bottle back into his mouth to finish it.  Three drinks!  It was way too much!

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 5 of 9)

	“Champaign!” Mel squealed in delight as Gloria told how Ray had shown up at her office door last night.  “It’s positively romantic!”

	“It was romantic alright,” Gloria agreed.  “In more ways than one.  Do you know I think he prides himself on his bag of sexual tricks?”

	“I believe it!” Mel replied.  “I remember how he went through one after another with me.  Is that how he was on your first date?”

	Gloria shook her head and blushed a bit.  “I don’t think I ever gave him the chance.  I was too busy trying to go through all my own fantasies.  Which I have a lot of by the way.”

	Mel laughed.  “Well, we each went through some fantasies last night then,” she replied.

	Gloria became a bit more serious.  “Yeah, how’s that going by the way?  How does the relationship between you and Derek and Sissy seem to be?”

	Her question made Mel become a bit more serious too.  “It’s… going,” she finally replied.  “He seems to resent Sissy’s presence an awful lot.”

	“Can you blame him?”

	“Not really.  But I’ve been totally up front with him about it.  For now, I’ve got to keep Sissy on a really tight leash until this bet is finished.  The end is too close for me to let up in any way at all now.”

	“And naturally, Derek would rather be alone with you instead of having Sissy around all the time.”

	Mel nodded.  “Exactly.”

	“And how is Derek relating to Sissy… now that he knows all about him?”

	That question clouded Mel’s face even more.  “Awkward wouldn’t even come close.  As I said, he resents Sissy terribly.  He mentioned several times how he feels like Sissy… or Chad rather… betrayed him.  They used to be friends, and now… well, now that he knows the truth about Sissy, he can’t seem to feel anything except revulsion for him.  I know that eventually he’ll probably mellow out – at least a bit.  But for now, well, he still seems to hold a lot of anger toward him. 

	“So does Derek try to avoid Sissy?”

	“No, not really.  But while he’d rather Sissy wasn’t there, he says he’s determined to not let Sissy get in his way.  But I noticed that Derek doesn’t seem to mind taking his frustrations out on him.  Last night he was more than glad to punish Sissy – for me.  But he used his belt on him and he used it hard!  And he seems happiest about Sissy when Sissy is either enduring something horribly humiliating or horribly painful.  He thinks Sissy should get what he deserves – the more the better.” 

	Gloria nodded.  “So are you trying to avoid Derek in any way because of it?”

	Mel shook her head.  “No.  In fact, I think I keep finding myself wanting to see him.  But for now, I just can’t see him alone.  I need Sissy to be there too.  This bet means way too much to me.”

	“And how about Derek.  If you want to see him so badly, does he mean that much to you as well?”

	Mel was caught off guard by the question.  She had to think about it for a moment.  “I like Derek.  A lot!  An awful lot I think.  But…”  She shook her head.  “Right now he doesn’t mean nearly as much as wining this bet.”

	Gloria had guessed that.  In a way, she was sorry to hear it.  But it was the answer she would have guessed.

	Chad approached the gym door with a mix of trepidation and anticipation.  He was anticipating it, because he knew for a fact that he had managed to orgasm last night from Mel just using his backside.  The trepidation however was because he never knew what other humiliating thing he would be up against.  But if Cassie played with him again today – like he hoped she would, maybe now that the ice had been broken again last night by Mel, he would be able to orgasm again from Cassie’s playing.  If… she played with him again.  The thought of the receptionist changing him instead briefly crossed his mind.  She hadn’t changed him all week – yet.  That little embarrassment was getting way overdue!

	As he reached for the handle to open the door, he caught a tiny glimpse of his reflectin in the glass.  He was dressed normally again – for him.  His dress was back in place and the stupid hair bow Robin had made him wear backwards was gone.  He was once again dressed in the least humiliating way he possibly could be – anymore. 

	He opened the door and went inside, noticing the broad smile on the receptionist’s face.  That wasn’t a good sign!  He curtseyed – because he knew he could never get away with not doing it.  “Hewwo, Thindy,” he said in his sissy voice.  “Can you pweathe get Cathy fow me?”

	Cindy giggled.  It always sounded like he said Cathy instead of Cassie, but then the way he had to speak, they were basically one and the same.  But she ignored his question so she could speak with him for a few moments longer.  Cassie still wouldn’t let her change his diapers again yet, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t tease him a bit.  She leaned over the counter with excitement in her eyes.  “I couldn’t believe that outfit you wore yesterday!  I loved it!  But tell me, did you enjoy wearing it?  Cause I got to tell you, it looked like a really fun outfit to wear!”

	Chad had to think about that a bit.  “Yeah, some,” he admitted.  “But it was trouble too.  Lots of trouble!”

	Cindy giggled.  “Yeah!  I saw your diapers sticking out below your skirt.  I still can’t believe they got that way!”

	“That wasn’t the only problem,” Chad said.  “I got molested on the way back to work.”

	Cindy’s eyes went wide in shock.  “You’re kidding, right?  I mean… what do you mean by molested?”

	“I stopped at a store to buy some water and three guys grabbed me and tried to force me into their car at the end of the parking lot.”

	Cindy just stared at him.  “You’re not kidding, are you!”

	Chad shook his head.  “No, I’m not.  It happened.  Now will you please…”

	“No, wait!  So what happened?” Cindy asked.

	“The police showed up while they were dragging me down the sidewalk and chased them away.”

	The still wide-eyed Cindy had to ask.  “And what did the police say?”

	“They only asked if I was alright.”

	Cindy shook her head.  “Wow!  I’d be so scared!”

	“I was so scared!” Chad told her.  “Now would you…”

	Cindy held up her hand.  “Yeah, I’ll get her.  But her eyes were still locked on him in amazement as she started to slowly move.  Molested!  Three guys!  The police!  She’d be…  And then something about him caught her eye and she stopped and stared at it for a moment.  She came fully out from behind the counter to see him better.  She didn’t ask, she simply went up to him and grabbed his wrist and held it up so she could see his fingernails better.  And her jaw went wide with surprise, but only for a moment.  Her mood at hearing how he had been molested was quickly replaced by the joy of seeing SISSY spelled out on his fingernails.  And she laughed!

	“I love it!” she screamed.  “It’s so perfect for you.  I was too preoccupied with other things about you the last few days to really notice your nails.  Do you like them?”

	Chad wasn’t sure how to answer that.  On one hand, he found them horribly humiliating – which he loved, but on the other hand he simply found them horribly humiliating!  “Um…” he said searching for an answer.  “I guess they’re okay.”

	Cindy giggled, her voice dropped almost to a whisper.  “Do you find them embarrassing?”

	Chad ignored her question.  He needed to get his diapers changed.  “Will you please get Cassie for me?” he asked again.  “I’m afraid I’m going to leak all over the place if I don’t get changed soon.”

	“Are you that bad again?” Cindy asked in wide eyed curiosity.  “Can I see?”  Without asking she reached down and pulled up the hem of his dress, exposing his now overly bloated all-in-one girdle.  “Oh poo!  You’re not wearing the same girdle as yesterday.  I can’t see them!”

	Chad stepped back a bit and pushed his dress down.  “Please,” he said.

	Cindy finally nodded and left to find Cassie.

	Chad stared after her.  Yes, he was very embarrassed by having sissy spelled out on his nails, but today, he could have cared less about Cindy’s reaction to it.  He really just wanted to get in to see Cassie and have his diaper changed.  And… if she happed to be in the mood to play with him again…  Well, he really hoped she would!

	Five minutes later, he was back in the tiny office again undressing while Cassie pulled his things out of the diaper bag for him. 

	“Hey!” she said as she pulled the sixth bottle out of the bag.  “Every one of these is empty!  What happened?”

	Chad blushed, even though he really had no reason to.  “Robin had me drinking them all morning.  It was way too many bottles.  I guess she forgot to save one for you.”

	Cassie shook her head and got to her feet with one of the empty bottles.  “Well we can’t have you going without one,” she said.

	“But I drank so many this morning!” Chad complained.  “I’m sure Mel wouldn’t mind if we skipped it just this once!  Besides, this afternoon I…”  But he stopped himself right there.

	“What about this afternoon?” Cassie asked.

	“Robin told me to buy three of the largest size drinks with my lunch today and bring them back to the office.  That’s way more than six baby bottles can hold!”  He looked expectantly at Cassie.  “So you see, I really don’t need anything else!”

	Cassie actually considered it for a moment.  “Sorry,” she said as she headed for the door.  “I promised Mel.  And besides, I don’t know how much of those three drinks Robin will actually make you finish.”  She opened the door and left him to finish getting undressed while she went out to find a way to deal with the empty bottle.

	“Robin will make me drink all of them,” Chad said resignedly to himself as the door closed behind her. 

	When Cassie returned a few minutes later, Chad was clad in only his heavily bloated diapers and plastic panties.  He was relieved to see it was Cassie who had opened the door and not somebody else. 

	“Here,” she said as she handed him the now full bottle.  “I filled it with water from our stock bottles.”

	Already resigned to having to drink it, Chad took the bottle and laid down on the floor so Cassie could change him.

	“Wow, you really are wet!” Cassie said a minute later as she managed to peel the tight plastic panties off of him.  I guess Robin has been forcing the liquids on you.”

	Chad said nothing.  He didn’t think he needed to.  He simply continued to drink mindlessly from the latest in his never-ending string of baby bottles, mostly concentrating his thoughts on how he was going to manage to drink as much as he knew Robin was going to make him this afternoon.  They were not happy thoughts.  Since it took so much longer to drink from the bottles, he figured he’d be pretty much spending the whole afternoon with baby bottles in his mouth.  If he could even finish them then.

	Cassie carefully pulled back his overly sodden diaper.  She had to hold it up for a moment as she did so as she noticed a bit of pee still trickling out of his chastity device.  The moment she felt it was safe enough, she quickly pulled the wet diapers out from under him and slid the three new ones she had prepared under him again.  And as she let his legs back down, again she noticed a bit of pee coming out of him.  But the stream was so weak that she didn’t have to worry about pulling the diaper up to catch it.  She looked up at his face.  He was drinking his bottle and staring mindlessly at the ceiling while she worked on him.  Had he even known that he had just peed a little?  She had no way of knowing of course. 

	She took a baby wipe and carefully cleaned up his front side.  No reaction from his face at all.  For all the notice he seemed to take, she might not have been there at all!  Still watching his face, she grabbed his chastity device and started pulling on it a bit, trying to force a reaction to his tiny member trapped inside of it… but he still didn’t seem to notice what she was doing.  She cupped his balls and gently stroked them as well… and again, no reaction.  Didn’t he feel anything down there anymore? 

	Shaking her head, she said, “Okay, roll over.”

	Her words snapped Chad out of his dumb thoughts.  “Huh?” he startled.

	“I said, roll over!”

	Happily, Chad put his bottle down and rolled over so she could work on his rear end.  This was the part he was waiting for.  Would she play with him?  He was certainly hopeful.

	Cassie carefully cleaned his backside, then she started applying the lotion to him, spreading it over him and working it into his skin as her hands caressed that part of him.  Did he just let out a small sigh?  She kept going, now starting to play with her one finger against his tiny little hole.  Now he reacted.  There was no doubt about it that time.  Why was it that he no longer seemed to feel anything at all from his front side, the side he was supposed to react from, but he now seemed to be incredibly sensitive to everything happening on the other side of his body instead?  Oh well, hadn’t she herself been working on conditioning him to do just that?  Helping Mel to deny him his male reactions and replace them with… well… maybe not exactly female reactions, but certainly something closer to that than his normal male ones.

	She stuck her finger all the way inside of him and wiggled it around a bit before withdrawing it.  His backside tried to follow her hand back up, tried to find her finger after she had pulled it out.  She almost laughed to herself as she opened her desk drawer and pulled out her usual toy.  “Scooch your knees up, baby.”

	Chad could concentrate on one thing and one thing only, the delicious feelings Cassie was giving him in the place he wanted to feel them the most.  Delicious!  The minute he felt the tip of her toy applied to just the right place, he stopped breathing and tensed his body for the anticipated feelings he was waiting for.  He felt the pressure of her toy against him increase, and he totally opened himself up to receive it.  He felt it going in, just a little, then it went out again – but not all the way.  In, then out.  Back, and forth.  Going just a little bit deeper and deeper each time.  But he wanted more of it.  He kept trying to get more of it, but Cassie was only allowing him just so much of it at one time.  He would have to resign himself to what she was going to do with him and not what he wanted. 

	Further and further her toy entered him, the ribs on the sides of it adding greatly to his pleasure.  And finally, he felt her hand hitting his skin, signifying that she had buried its whole length up inside of him.  He shuddered just a bit, but it was a wonderful shudder. 

	Faster and faster now she pumped, and now he responded in kind, pushing and pulling as he had learned to do over the last two months.  More, more!  He wanted more!  Faster!  Harder!  He had to get there!  There was an end to this, a goal!  He knew it was possible to get there now.  He knew that for a fact!  But there was something missing again, something that was keeping him from getting where he wanted to be. 

	His mind wandered from the present to the past.  Even as he worked furiously to achieve what he wanted, his mind reverted to the memories of the night before – to the time when Mel had been doing this to him – with her strap on.  To the time when Derek had stood there and watched his total humiliation.  To the time when… but that was it!  That was the one missing ingredient.  Cassie was doing such wonderful things to him, but she wasn’t saying anything.  Mel talked to him as she did it.  Mel continuously fed humiliating thoughts straight into his brain.  The thoughts alone were the fabric his dreams were made of.  And coupled with the fantastic feelings of her strap-on, a monstrously humiliating thing in itself, it was more than enough to propel him over the edge. 

	But here?  Here he had the wonderful feelings, but nothing else.  Here, Cassie was quiet while she worked on him.  Here, he had no one relaying humiliating suggestions straight into his mind.  Here – he only had half the equation.  Here… he wasn’t going to get there.

	Defeated, he gave up.  It had been fun.  Tons of fun!  Fun he would gladly enjoy and look forward to every day.  But it was nothing but a desperate false hope.  Nothing more.  He wasn’t going to achieve his goal with Cassie.  He probably never would.  As much as he loved the feel of Cassie’s hands, he needed the full package instead.  He needed Mel… and the incredible things she did to him… and made him do.  He needed… it all.  He needed… Mel.

	Cassie watched him give up again.  Why did he try so hard?  She guessed she couldn’t blame him though.  To be denied the ability to have an orgasm… especially after being constantly sexually stimulated by everything he lived with and everything that was done to him.  It was a torture she herself could never endure.  But she had Sandy to help her with that.  And Sandy was more than willing to help her any time she wanted it.  But Sissy…  Once again she felt sorry for him. 

	She had noticed that all through his efforts he had again spurted little bits of pee several times out onto the fresh diapers below him.  Did he know he did that?  Again, no way to tell.  He certainly didn’t act like he knew it… or maybe he knew it and he just didn’t care.  Not that it mattered. 

	His bet with Mel would soon be over.  And there was a possibility that she herself might have to decide which of them won.  And the big question was… which of them did she prefer to see win?

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 6 of 9)

	There were a lot of empty spaces in the parking lot as Chad drove back to work.  Not many people around yet.  But as early in the lunch hour as it still was, he didn’t expect to see very many people.  He parked his car where he usually did and got out with his purse slung over his left shoulder.  He opened the back door and pulled his diaper bag out and threw that over his right shoulder.  Then he went back to the front seat and grabbed the bag that held his large hamburger and fries.  He had gotten large size because lunch was the only time he seemed to be allowed to eat “normal” food lately.  Everything else was just baby food and he wasn’t going to waste one of his few opportunities to eat something better. 

	Careful not to let his diaper bag fall off his shoulder, he reached in and grabbed the first large sized drink out of his cup holder and transferred that into his left hand, then he grabbed the second drink from the other cup holder and set that down on the floor next to the third large-size drink that he had placed there when he bought them.  He only had two cup holders in the car so he had done his best to hold the third one in place with the heel of his shoe while he drove back to work.  And it had worked – surprisingly. 

	He leaned his whole body in into the car and carefully grabbed all three large size drinks at the same time between his two hands.  His purse slipped off his shoulder to land with a jarring pull on his elbow.  Fortunately, he didn’t drop or spill any of the drinks.  He stood up and kicked his car doors closed and headed toward the building, his hands totally occupied with trying to carry so much.  He had to use the pinky of his right hand to pull open the door to get inside – that had been difficult, but he made it.  Then it was just a matter of traversing the hallways in his sexy heels all the way back to his little cubicle where he gratefully set everything down on his desk.  Whew!  He could have managed it all much easier if it was only two large drinks.  But three!  And the worst part was that he was fairly sure Robin would make him drink all of them before the day was over with – one way or another.

	He gratefully dropped his purse and diaper bag on another area of his desk before opening the diaper bag and pulling out one of the empty bottles.  He knew he should really rinse the thing out first, but he wasn’t about to chance any more trouble by going down to the ladies room to do it.  Especially not going down there with a baby bottle in his hands. 

	He carefully pried the lid off of one of the drinks and opened the empty baby bottle.  He filled the bottle slowly to the top, then screwed the nipple back on it.  He looked into the cup he had poured from.  The liquid inside had gone down more than he had hoped for.  He realized that the ice in the cup was still taking up most of the room.  He also quickly realized how much less he might have to drink if he poured all the liquid out before the ice melted!  With a bit of a smile on his face he grabbed more bottles and kept pouring.

	The first drink had only completely filled two bottles and most of a third.  Unfortunately, not quite enough that Robin wouldn’t make him add more.  He finished filling that bottle with the second drink and also filled the fourth and fifth bottles.  He sixth and final bottle only got a little in it from his second drink cup.  He finished filling it from the third.  Before he did anything else, he put the lids back on all three large size drink cups and put the two that now only held ice into the trash.  He was still left with a third that was about three quarters full.  But that was better than he expected. 

	Feeling a bit better about things, he sat down and gratefully sank his teeth into his hamburger – fully enjoying the pleasure of the taste and the chance to actually chew something solid.  The French Fries were just as good.  Having to wash it all down by drinking from a baby bottle didn’t even register on his mind – he was that used to it.

	“Hello gorgeous!”

	Mel smiled.  “Hi Ray.  How are you?”

	“Great, baby, great!” he replied. 

	“I heard you had quite a night last night,” Mel told him before he had a chance to say anything else.

	That wasn’t what Ray wanted to hear just then.  It sounded like Gloria had already told Mel about his little visit last night.  Not exactly the best of situations for asking Mel out on another date.  “Uh…  Yeah, I guess you already talked to Gloria.  I hope she didn’t say anything bad about me.”

	Mel almost laughed.  “Bad!  She was positively ecstatic!”

	Ray smiled.  “Well then, wouldn’t you like me to make you that ecstatic too?”

	In a way, Mel was a bit put off by the fact that Ray had made her best friend so happy last night, and now was trying to two-time her already!  But then, that was Ray.  And both she and Gloria knew that about him. 

	“Sorry, Ray.  I told you yesterday… and the day before.  Not this week.  Next week either for that matter.  After that, well… like I said, just don’t give up.”

	“You’re still going to be stubborn about it?” Ray asked.

	“Sorry.  Got to.  But I know for a fact that Gloria wouldn’t mind seeing you any time she can.”

	As much as Ray almost hated to admit it, he knew already that he was going to see Gloria again.  Glorious Gloria!  Gloria the tiger!  Gloria the… damn the woman was good in bed.  But Mel… Mel was rich!  “I’ll keep that in mind,” Ray replied.  “But I want you to keep me in mind as well!”

	“Don’t worry, I won’t forget you,” Mel replied.

	“And I won’t forget to keep asking – every day!  Just like I’ve been doing.”

	He was persistent!  That was one thing that Mel could say about Ray.  Persistent!

	Robin hurried through lunch and got back to the office early.  As she approached Sissy’s cubicle, she slowed down and stopped to look in.  He was there.  She saw him turn his head towards her with his mouth stuffed with food.  A little bit of a hamburger was still left in his hands.

	Chad saw Robin looking at him.  He quickly put down what was left of his hamburger and got to his feet.  With his mouth still full of food he curtseyed and tried to say hello to her, but what came out was mostly muffled nonsense – not that his silly lisping sissy voice would have been much better.  He curtseyed again, despite how unintelligible his words had been. 

	“Still eating?” Robin asked as she came all the way into his cubicle.  She saw the baby bottle full of what looked like a soft drink on his desk.  She also saw one large size drink there as well.  “I thought I told you to get three drinks,” she said.

	Chad stood as he swallowed, and curtseyed.  “I did.  The others are in the trash.” 

	Robin peered over him to his trash can and saw the two other cups.  “How many bottles did you fill?” she asked.

	“All of them,” Chad replied. 

	She took the one drink he had left and opened the lid.  There was still a lot in the cup.  “When you’re done with that bottle, make sure you refill it again.  Looks like you’ve got plenty left to work with.  But I’m glad I told you to get three drinks instead of two.  As I suspected, two wouldn’t have been enough.”  She grabbed his diaper bag and walked out with it saying, “Enjoy your lunch.”

	Chad wasn’t thrilled about having to refill the bottle, but then he had half expected that she would want him to.  He also expected that she would keep him refilling the empty bottles – and drinking them – all afternoon.

	“Andrea,” Mel said into her office phone, “any word from Feinbaum yet?  That contract should have been here by now.”

	“Sorry, Mel.  Still nothing.”

	Frustrated, Mel hung up the phone… and picked it up again, this time dialing Feinbaum’s office.  Three minutes later, Dick Feinbaum answered her call.  “Hi Mel,” he said cheerily into the phone.

	“Hi Dick,” Mel replied.  “I’m checking on that contract.  I haven’t seen it yet.”

	“We’re still waiting here too.  Slatter said they were having some technical difficulties.  Personally, I think they’re trying to delay things.  I promise we’ll send your copy over to you just as soon as we get it here.”

	“Okay, Dick.  Thanks,” Mel replied.  She knew for a fact that things like this happened frequently.  Very frequently.  And there was nothing that anyone could… or would do about it.

	Chad stared at his computer screen.  All seemed quiet enough, so he opened up his spreadsheet for tracking the bet.  He stared briefly at the number of days still to go – nine.  Just nine more days.  They were down to single digits now.  But somehow, nine seemed like an awfully big number still.  He tried to mentally compare it to twenty, or thirty, or even forty, but he was unable to do so.  Nine days, and after all he had been through, it still seemed like a long time. 

	His gaze moved to the column of reasons for winning the bet – chief among them were self-respect, friends, and a life.  He wondered again if they were good reasons and decided that yes, they were good reasons, very good reasons.  Reasons that shouldn’t be ignored!  They were reasons he had firmly believed in – just a very short time ago.  So why didn’t they seem so important to him now?  He had no answer for that. 

	He closed his eyes and realized he was peeing a little bit again.  He had dreamed of being incontinent.  It had been one of his strange fantasies for years.  Powerful enough to become one of his primary sexual thrills – for years!  He had thought it would be wonderfully humiliating.  But was it? 

	And now, like it or not, whether he actually was or wasn’t incontinent, his body was acting like it was.  As if, unbelievably, his dream had somehow come true.  But was he really enjoying it?  Was it everything he thought it would be? 

	He had been in diapers continuously now for almost two months.  For much of that time now, Mel had devised ways to force him to not only not hold back from wetting himself, but those games had forced him to continuously try to keep wetting himself – nonstop!  And even when he wasn’t being forced to wet himself continuously, she was seeing to it that he drank so much liquid all the time that holding back would be virtually impossible anyway.  He never had a chance to hold back anymore!  In fact, he felt more normal now trying to wet himself than not trying.  Just the opposite of what he used to be… what the rest of the world was.

	He opened his eyes to check his spreadsheet again.  According to his last entry for holding back, it had been almost a week now since he had even tried.  And the result?  His body was now behaving like he really was incontinent.  It was behaving – the way Mel wanted it to.

	But was he enjoying it?

	He briefly thought back to some of the things he had been through over the last two months… things he had endured over the last two months.  As always, the reality was far different than the dream.  Far different!  But he had to admit – truthfully – that he did enjoy it.  And… he was still enjoying it.  Despite all the pain, despite all the horrible embarrassment, despite all the inconvenience, despite all the unbelievable humiliation he was forced to endure – day after day, and despite ruining his life… he had enjoyed it, and he was still enjoying it. 

	It was his dream.  He was doing what very few ever had the chance to really do.  Live their dream.  He was living it – and then some.  Perhaps with a big emphasis on “and then some!”

	So bottom line?  While it wasn’t exactly everything he thought it would be, it was still horribly exciting, and fun… and dare he say it… sexually fulfilling – despite Mel keeping him from being able to orgasm properly. 

	But the bet would soon be over – nine days from now.  Which meant that the games and the fun would be over with – nine days from now.  And his dream would be ending – nine days from now.  Unless…  Unless he threw the bet and pretended to be totally incontinent so he could continue serving Mel – for the next year anyway.  But while doing so briefly flashed across his mind, he knew for a fact that he would never do that.  He had to win!  He was no longer totally sure of why he had to win, but he had to.  Self-respect, friends, and a life were all very good reasons – top of the list, but he knew there was more to it than that.  He simply had to.  And fortunately, he still knew for a fact that Mel making him totally incontinent in just two months’ time was impossible.  Completely impossible.

	So since it was so impossible, he would enjoy the situation while he still could.  He had always dreamed of the delicious humiliation of being totally unable to control himself… of needing to be in diapers like a baby because he really had to have them… of having no more control of himself than a tiny baby.  He had dreamed of it, and now, as long as he didn’t fight it, his body was behaving just like he had always dreamed it would.  So he would enjoy it while he could – for nine more days.  Nine days to enjoy the dream. 

	And suddenly, nine days seemed like an awfully short time!

	Robin stared at the screen in front of her.  They were getting down near the end of the project now.  Although she was fairly sure it wouldn’t be totally finished until next week sometime.  And since Sissy would be off on his vacation then, she would have to finish it up by herself.  But before next week, all the work that Sissy needed to do should easily be finished.  There wasn’t that much that she was worried about anyway.  It was all stuff she knew she could do herself – just not as quickly or as well.

	She glanced at the time.  “Sissy!” she called over the wall.  “Get in here!”

	Chad heard her and immediately stopped what he was doing.  He hurried around to her cubicle.  “Yes?” he asked in his lisping sissy voice as he did his first curtsey the moment he arrived. Then he curtseyed a second time.

	Robin looked at him and shook her head.  “Why isn’t your thumb in your mouth?  Go back and try it again!”

	Frustrated with her requirements, Chad curtseyed and hurried out, only to turn around again, this time with his thumb in his mouth.  He got to Robin’s cubicle and stopped this time before removing his thumb and curtseying.  “Yes, Robin?”  Then he curtseyed and put his thumb back in his mouth again.

	“Better!” Robin said.  “Bottle time.”  She pointed at the diaper bag she had deposited on her desk and let him pull one out himself.  She watched as he sank down onto her cubicle floor with it and put it to his mouth.  Then she turned back to their project again.  Should they change anything?  She really liked most of it, but there was just something about it all that bothered her.  It wasn’t like her to second guess her own designs – or work, but was there was just something about it that bugged her.  Not knowing what it was, she pondered it while Sissy finished his latest bottle. 

	The moment she saw he had finished, she took his bottle from him and said, “Help me out with this.”

	Chad stood up to look at what she was talking about.  “What?” he asked.

	But Robin just shook her head.  “Why can’t you learn to curtsey every time you open your mouth?”

	Chad mentally screamed.  But outwardly, he curtseyed, then asked, “What do you need help with?” then he curtseyed again.  But Robin just continued to glare at him angrily – until he stuck his darn thumb in his mouth again and actually sucked on it.

	Then without saying anything else, Robin pointed at the screen.  “Look at this. Do you think it looks right?  I mean, do you think we need to change anything?”

	Chad took his thumb out of his mouth, curtseyed and said, “Change what?  I think it looks great.”  Curtsey, thumb back in his mouth again.

	But Robin wasn’t sure it really looked that great.  She started pointing out this and that, asking about this and that, and basically going through, in great detail, every little piece of their project, on every page.  Their conversation about it all took forever.  Under normal circumstances it would have taken a very long time, but since Sissy had to curtsey and worry about his thumb every time he opened his mouth, it took ten times as long.  And the way Robin was speaking with him required him to do that constantly. 

	It took long enough that they had to stop halfway through so Sissy could drink another bottle.  And by the time they did finish talking, it was time for yet another bottle.  And as Chad sank down to the floor with his latest bottle, he realized that as soon as he finished this one, it would be time for break.  Oh joy!  More to drink!

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 7 of 9)

	“Mel, a package just arrived,” Andrea’s voice said through the phone.

	“The contract?”

	“Looks like it.”

	Mel didn’t reply, she was up from her seat quickly and hurrying out toward Andrea’s desk.  She was just in time to see Andrea hand the delivery man his clipboard back after signing for it.  “Thanks,” she said to the delivery man before he walked out.  The man just smiled and left.

	Mel picked up the package – a box.  A fairly thick box.  But then she knew it would be.  It was heavy.  “Help me open this,” she said to Andrea. 

	Andrea got out her scissors and together they attacked the tape holding it together, finally opening the top.  Mel looked at the cover of the document inside and nodded her head.  “Finally!” she said.  She picked up the whole box and carried it back to her office.  She had a lot of work to do.  There were over a thousand pages to go carefully through.  And it had arrived late!

	But first…  She picked up her phone and called Dick Feinbaum.  “Dick?” she asked as she heard someone finally answer.  “It’s Mel.  I just got the contract.”

	“Great!  We’re still scrambling here to get it distributed to everyone else.  Dad’s called a meeting to go over it on Friday morning at nine.  You’ll need to be here.”

	“Friday!  At nine?  That doesn’t give me much time.  There’s a lot to go through here.”

	“Sorry, but that’s the schedule.  We’re still looking at finalizing this thing next week.”

	“Okay, I’ll be there.  Better let me go and get busy now.  Say hi to your father for me.”

	“You got it.  See you Friday,” Dick Feinbaum returned. 

	They had just a couple of minutes before break time when Chad finished his latest baby bottle.  He was certainly drinking a lot, but for once he was enjoying something other than Mel’s foul tea to drink.  Sometimes it helped to find anything positive at all.  He automatically put his thumb back in his mouth before standing up and putting the now empty bottle back in his diaper bag.

	“Okay,” Robin said.  “While you were drinking, I found a few other things we should look at.

	Chad removed his thumb without thinking and curtseyed – pretty much automatically.  “What’s that?” he asked in his silly voice… curtsey, thumb.

	“Well, starting with this,” Robin replied pointing at the screen.

	Thumb, curtsey, talk like a sissy, curtsey, thumb.  Over and over again.  He and Robin had been talking so much this afternoon that Chad hardly gave the inconvenience of what he had to do another thought anymore.  But since she had insisted that he do it every time he opened his mouth, it was the only way they could discuss anything.  And they had certainly been discussing a lot!

	Robin finally looked at the clock again.  “Okay, we’ll work on those changes… after break.”

	Chad removed his thumb, curtseyed… but he had nothing to say.  So he curtseyed again and put his thumb back in his mouth.  A minute later, he was following Robin through the hallways toward the break room.  At least today he was dressed normally… for what he was.

	They weren’t really late getting to break, but most of the people were already there.  They still had to stand in a short line for coffee though – something Chad still would have rather done without.

	As they had joined the back of the coffee line, Robin quickly spotted Derek’s back again.  He was at the same table as yesterday, talking with the same guys.  Even from where she stood she could see the paperwork strewn across the entire table. 

	She got her coffee and waited till Sissy had gotten his.  “Derek’s here again,” she said softly to Sissy.

	Chad looked, but said nothing more.

	“Give me your coffee cup.  I’ll hold it for you.”

	Chad handed her his coffee, but a nervous knot formed in his stomach as he did so. 

	“Go over and ask him if he wants some coffee again.” Robin told him.  But then another little idea popped into her head.  “And this time, when you talk to him, put your arm across his back real friendly like and whisper it down close to his ear.”

	Chad’s eyes went wide.  “Do what?”  He almost said it too loud.

	“You heard me!” Robin said with a mischievous smile as she walked off toward the women’s table with both cups of coffee.  By the time she got there, nobody was paying any attention to her.  They were all watching Sissy closely. 

	Robin sat down just in time to see Sissy approaching Derek’s back.  Once again, the other guys had noticed Sissy approaching before Derek had.  But Derek didn’t turn around.

	“Let me guess,” Derek said to his coworkers at the table as he saw their attention drawn to something behind him.  “Sissy’s coming.”  He got his answer in the smile from the man across the table from him.  But before he could turn around to look, he felt an arm across his back and a head lowered toward his ear.

	“Can I get you some coffee again?” Sissy asked quietly.

	“Oh my God!” one of the women at the table with Robin uttered.  “Did he just kiss him?”  Robin almost laughed out loud.

	Derek shrugged Sissy’s arm off of him and turned his head.  Sissy was just straightening up and backing away.  Derek looked angrily at the stupid moron in front of him.  At least he wasn’t dressed like a tart today.  In fact, he looked all too much like a real woman – not totally of course, but enough that it startled him for a moment.  He searched for something cruel to say, but Sissy’s more “normal” look robbed any such thoughts from his mind.  “Sure,” he replied instead.  “If you want to get the coffee again, then go ahead – for all of us.  Just like yesterday, one at a time so you don’t spill it all over us when you bring it.”

	Without thinking, Sissy curtseyed and started to put his thumb back into his mouth.  He only stopped himself as his thumb reached his lips.  Only then did he realize what he had just done.  Red faced, he turned to get Derek’s coffee.

	“I know I didn’t see him do that!” one of the women said incredulously.

	“Did he just curtsey?” another woman asked.

	This time, Robin couldn’t stifle the laugh that came out of her. 

	Chad brought Derek’s coffee first.  After he set it on the table, he started to curtsey again, but stopped himself just as he was putting his foot back and reaching for his skirt.  He turned around instead and went after the next cup.

	Robin noticed Sissy’s little slip, but she wasn’t sure if the others did or not.  Still, it amused her to no end.  One by one, she watched as he made a total of four trips to get the guys coffee.

	Chad set the final cup of coffee in front of the last man at the table.  “Can I get you anything else?” he asked, trying to be polite.

	“You can leave us alone – permanently!” Derek replied. 

	Chad was so startled by the rude way Derek had spoken to him that he curtseyed again without thinking.  Only realizing afterwards that he had done it again.  Red faced, he headed for the women’s table.

	All the women were looking at him as he made his way toward them.  A few were openly giggling.  He had no doubt that his face was red.  He stared embarrassedly down toward the floor as he got closer.  He took the chair that Robin had saved for him and reached for his coffee cup.  And the barrage started – all the questions coming mostly at the same time, making them almost difficult to understand.

	“You curtseyed!” Several of them exclaimed. 

	“That was so darling!” another one threw in.

	“What was with the curtseying?” several of them asked.

	“Wow, you’re really going after him!” another one said.

	And the final question Chad heard as the overlapping barrage of questions started to slow down was:  “Did you just kiss him?”

	Chad blushed furiously and looked at the floor during most of it, but at that last question he peeked up a bit.  “No, I didn’t kiss him.  I just asked if he wanted me to get some coffee for him again.”

	“It looked to me like you kissed him!” someone said.

	Chad shook his head.  “I didn’t.  I just asked about coffee.”

	“Why?  He can’t get his own?”

	“Oh come on,” another woman interjected, “You can see he’s trying to get on Derek’s good side!”

	His good side?  Chad knew without a doubt that doing it had only made Derek angrier at him than he was before.  He said nothing.

	“So what was with the silly curtsey business?” one of the women asked.  “I don’t think I’ve ever seen that little trick before.”  She turned to look at some of the other women at the table.  “I don’t think I’ve even done a curtsey since I was a little girl – and that was only for play acting.”

	There was no way to tell them that his curtsey’s, both of them, had been accidents – because he had gotten so used to doing them for Robin.  So what was he going to say?  He shrugged his shoulders.  “I guess…  I don’t know…  Maybe I just thought…”  But he really couldn’t find a decent excuse.

	“In other words, you’re trying to show Derek how much of a girl you can be.” one of them finished for him.

	“Maybe he’s trying to show Derek that he’s willing to be the submissive little housewife for him,” another one added.

	Chad wasn’t sure about either of those responses, but he did still need some excuse.  “Um…  Maybe,” he admitted sheepishly before he sipped at his coffee.  

	“Is it working?” someone else asked.

	“It must be!” someone else replied.  “He did it twice!”

	“Do you curtsey for Derek when you’re at home?” someone asked.

	Chad looked up quickly at that.  He couldn’t tell them about Mel – or about Derek’s visit last night – or about having to curtsey because it was Mel’s requirement.  But…  “Um… I’ve done it,” he admitted.  He heard a small muffled explosion of a laugh from Robin.

	“So are you seeing him every night now?”

	“Of course he is!” someone said.

	Chad shook his head.  “No!  I’m not!” he quickly responded.  Although chief on his mind was the fact that Derek had been there twice recently.  But it wasn’t every night!

	“So are you two officially engaged now?” someone asked.  

	Chad looked up surprised.  “No!  Of course not!”

	But before he could continue, someone else added, “Most likely they’ll wait till after his sex change operation.”

	Chad shook his head.  They just didn’t get it.  And maybe it was better that they thought what they did.  Things would get really bad if they knew the truth.

	Robin was beside herself as they walked back from break.  She was practically singing!  If there was just some way now that she could actually get Sissy to kiss Derek in front of everyone else.  Now that would be something! 

	“Bottle time,” she sang cheerily as they approached their cubicles. 

	Chad knew it was coming, but knowing about it didn’t take any of the frustration off of having to drink yet another bottle of liquid.  His diapers were already very soaked and heavy.  What would they be like by the time he left today?

	Mel’s eyes were beginning to strain a bit.  She sat back in her chair for a moment to rest them.  The office was quiet and had been since the contract arrived.  Andrea had been kind enough to refill her coffee cup twice already – each time, making no sound as she did so.  Mel had barely told her thanks each time as she carefully tried to go through page after page of legal jargon – the very stuff she loved to create herself. 

	So far, she wasn’t seeing any differences that she could remember between this version and what she had finally gleaned out of the last copy she had gotten.  But then, she hadn’t gotten to any of the sections where those changes should be yet. 

	She glanced at the time.  It was later than she thought.  She would be spending all night pouring though the document probably.  But at least Sissy would be there to make dinner for her and…  Sissy!  She forgotten!  And tonight she had to go through his ballet again – and she had told Sandy she would work with her on it too!  Damn.  There just wasn’t enough time lately for everything. 

	And then another little thought hit her about Sissy.  She had promised to ask everyone to judge their bet, but she still hadn’t asked Robin.  But should she?  What if Robin said she wanted to do it?  They already had three judges – a perfect number.  Robin would make it an even number and that wasn’t nearly as good.  But… she had promised. 

	Knowing she had to get it over with so she could get back to the contract, she dialed Robin’s phone number.

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 8 of 9)

	Robin was slowly working through the changes she and Sissy had decided to try in their project.  For once, Sissy wasn’t sitting and playing like a child on her cubicle floor for the remainder of the afternoon.  She needed him working instead.  Especially since he would be gone all next week.  It bothered her a little that the situation meant she couldn’t change the way he was dressed today and see him acting like the child he really was, especially since he looked like such a normal woman again today, but there was work he had to get done and that had to come first.  The most she dared make him do right now was to bring him in every forty minutes or so to drink another baby bottle. 

	She laughed as she remembered the one he had finished right after lunch.  He had finished it and stood back up again.  Then he had curtseyed before he left – and had locked in his curtsey position for a few moments as all the blood suddenly drained from his face.  It had taken her a moment to realize that he had just messed his diapers again.  As far as she could tell, he messed them about the same time every afternoon.  Today might have been a little bit earlier though.  Of course, with all the extra liquids she was forcing into him today, that might be expected. 

	She thought about him sitting on the other side of the wall from her, trying to work with such a mess in his diapers.  But he did that every day… so it was nothing new to him.  Yuck!  The stupid sod deserved what he got, that was for sure.  How could she have ever seen him as anything but what he is – a childish sissy?  Well, she simply hadn’t known before.  In fact, before, she didn’t really know what a sissy was.  She guessed she knew now. 

	She was startled by the ringing of her phone.  Thoughts that something might have happened to her son momentarily hit her as she quickly dug it out of her bag.  “Hello?” she said quickly the moment she could answer it.

	“Hi Robin.  It’s Mel.  Do you have a minute to talk?”

	Relief that it wasn’t anything wrong with her baby washed over her so quickly that she didn’t even notice it.  “Sure,” she replied.  “What’s up?”

	“Well, you know there isn’t much time left in this bet between Sissy and myself,” Mel started, “and since you know what was in his email to me yesterday, you also know how concerned he is about how we’re going to decide this thing if it’s close.”

	“Yeah,” Robin replied.  “I remember.  So what did you decide?”

	“We’re looking for judges to decide for us – if it gets that close.”

	“And you want…  Wait a minute,” Robin said as she got out of her chair.  She walked out of her cubicle and headed down the hall – away from Sissy.  “Okay,” she finally said, “I wanted to get further away from him so that he won’t overhear any of this.”

	“You needn’t have bothered,” Mel replied.  “He knows I was going to ask.”

	“And he wanted me to be one of the judges?” Robin asked, not sure she could believe that.

	“Actually, I’m asking everyone who knows about the bet.  But the only ones we want to judge it will be the ones who are sure they can do it fairly.”

	“What do you mean by fairly?”

	“To judge it honestly… without regard for how they feel about either of us or who they would personally like to see win.”

	“And you’re asking me?”

	“If… you think you can do it fairly.”

	Robin had to think about that for a bit.  “I don’t know,” she finally said.  “I mean…  Let’s just leave it at I don’t know.  I’ll have to think about it and get back to you.  Okay?”

	“Yeah, that’s fine,” Mel replied.  “I need you to be sure... we both need you to be sure.”

	“Yeah, I get that,” Robin said.  But she was further away from Sissy now and alone where she was standing and looking out at the parking lot beyond a section of plate glass wall.  She didn’t feel ready yet to go back to her desk.  And… now that she was talking with Mel, one tiny little thing that had bothered her all day sprang to her mind.  “Mel,” she said quickly before the lawyer could hang up.  “Do you have a minute to talk?”

	“About Sissy?” Mel asked.

	“Of course!” Robin replied.

	“Sure,” Mel agreed.  Anything having to do with Sissy was a primary concern for her.

	But Robin wasn’t sure where to start.  “It’s just that…  You mentioned yesterday that you had some other outfits you had been thinking of putting him in.”

	“Yes…” Mel agreed cautiously.  “But we decided that there was no way we could do that with him at work.”

	“Yeah, I know.  And that’s still the problem.  But…  I guess, I was just curious about seeing some of his other outfits – especially the ones where he wouldn’t look like such a… I don’t know… a normal woman I guess!  I mean, that’s mostly the reason I make him wear my ‘Baby’ t-shirt and have him play on the floor like a child – so I don’t have to see him as a “normal” woman.  No… so I don’t have to see him as a normal person – which he’s not!  Not at all!”

	“I… think I understand,” Mel replied.  “If you don’t want him to look… normal… then I’m willing to send him to work dressed in something else… something you might find more interesting.  But the problem still remains, how could we make it work?  Would it matter if everyone there saw him that way?”

	“I guess that depends,” Robin replied.  “Mostly I guess it would depend on how it might affect me.  I don’t want to lose my job.  That’s why I try to keep what I do with him secret… mostly secret anyway.  Besides, I don’t want to cost him his job either.  I’d feel really bad about that.  So I guess, we’re stuck.”

	“Maybe, maybe not,” Mel replied.  “I’m not worried about him losing his job.  That’s not a problem.  But I certainly don’t want to cost you your job.”

	“No, I don’t want anything to cost me my job either – I need it!  But you’re not worried about Sissy’s job?  At all?  That’s rather cruel.”

	Mel smiled.  “Actually, early on in this bet I fixed things with Mr. Baxter, the owner of your company.  He’s taking a totally hands-off approach to what’s happening with Sissy.  So Sissy is safe as far as that goes… for now.”

	Robin was surprised by that.  “Does Sissy know that?”

	“No.  And he doesn’t need to know it.  I’d rather have him to continue to be nervous about his job there.  Although, to be honest, after I win, I have… other plans for him.”

	“Other plans?”

	“Personal plans,” Mel replied.

	“Oh.”  Robin wasn’t sure what personal plans Mel was talking about and obviously the lawyer wasn’t going to share.  “So what do we do about dressing him differently?” she finally asked.  “Is there anything you can do so he doesn’t look so normal when he comes to work… like he does today?”

	Mel sat back in her chair.  The contract was waiting.  So much work needed to be done with it.  But this conversation with Robin was a far more interesting discussion than what awaited on her desk.  “What problems do you see that we need to overcome?” Mel asked.  “How about him getting to work, for instance, when everybody arrives?”

	“Yeah, Robin admitted, that’s a problem.  Along with the break times too.  And lunch of course.  I guess it all depends on what he’s wearing.  But it will still be a problem.”

	“So we’re back to square one,” Mel replied.

	“Yeah,” Robin agreed.  “But...  What if…  I mean…  Maybe…”

	They wound up talking for so long that by the time Robin got back to her cubicle, Sissy was very late for his next bottle.  She made him drink two in a row on her floor.

	Chad was very aware that Robin hadn’t made him change his clothes that day.  She didn’t even make him play with the paper dolls on her cubicle floor.  The only thing she had done all day, if you didn’t count making him talk to Derek in the break room, was to force him to drink bottle after bottle.  Consequently, he was much wetter than usual.  The mess in his diapers wasn’t helping much either.  Despite his three layers of diapers, if it wasn’t for his plastic panties and the all-in-one girdle, he’d probably be leaking all over the place – if he wasn’t already.  

	The huge heavy bulk of his messy diapers was both aggravating… and sensual.  He loved it… he hated it.  And the wetter he got, the more he worried about it… and loved it, because it only intensified all those amazing humiliating feelings he seemed to crave so much.

	“Sissy…  Bottle time,” Robin’s voice came over the wall between them. 

	Chad got up and went around to her cubicle – with his thumb already in his mouth.  He curtseyed, but Robin just pointed at the diaper bag on her desk and turned back toward her work on the computer.  He reached into the bag and hunted around for a bottle that was still full, and didn’t find one.  Robin’s back was to him, but he dared not curtsey before he spoke.  “Robin,” he said after curtseying, “all the bottles are empty.”  Curtsey, thumb back in his mouth.

	Robin turned around and was glad to see him standing there with his thumb in his mouth.  “I know you have more drinks still at your desk.  Go fill one of the bottles and bring it back.”  She watched as he curtseyed and hurried out.  Then she turned back to her work – that had been delayed because of her lengthy conversation with Mel.

	Chad pried the lid off of what remained of his third large drink he had purchased with his lunch.  He looked inside the cup.  Most of the ice had melted now, which left all the remaining soda in the cup very watered down.  It also meant that there was more liquid in the cup than there had been before the ice melted.  He hoped Robin wouldn’t bother to check. 

	He carefully refilled his baby bottle from the cup and put the lid back on.  Should he put the remainder of the cup in the trash can?  But what if Robin made him drink yet another bottle before he left today – as he more than suspected she would?  His eyes glanced at the two large bottles of water on his desk from earlier in the week that were still partially full.  He had plenty of water, but for once he was enjoying something that tasted a bit better – even watered down. 

	He kept the cup and hurried back to Robin.  He saw her glance around as he stopped and curtseyed, but she didn’t look at him long.  He sank down to her cubicle floor with the bottle and put it to his lips.  As he hit the floor, he could feel how bloated his diapers were again.  It felt like he was sitting on a wet pillow – that squished a bit as he sat down or moved his legs in or out. 

	As he put the bottle to his lips to start drinking, he was aware though of something feeling a bit funny against his leg near the bottom of his plastic panties, but with everything he had on, he had no way to check to see what it was.  It simply felt… odd.  And he worried that he knew what that feeling was.

	By the time he finished his bottle, that strange feeling spot continued to feel odd… only worse now.  And curtseying and moving back to his own desk seemed to aggravate the strangeness even more.  Was he leaking?  He suspected it, although it was hard to tell because of everything he was wearing.  He sat down in his chair, aware again of the squishing feeling from his overly sodden and bloated diapers. 

	He worked, but as he worked, he was still aware of the strange feelings down there – that were now definitely spreading wider.  Ten minutes later, he was sure of it – he was leaking!  He was starting to feel a bit of wetness coming from the left leg on the underside of his girdle.  And that wetness seemed to be spreading – very slowly, but it was spreading.  But like everything else, it was something he couldn’t do anything about.  He did his best to ignore it and keep working.

	It was twenty minutes before quitting time when he heard Robin calling and telling him it was bottle time again.  He got up from his seat – a bit more gingerly than usual.  Before rushing to Robin’s cubicle, he felt the back of his skirt to see if it was wet.  His hand didn’t have to go very far to find the wet spot.  He glanced down at his chair and saw a dark stain on it as well.  Ugh!  Leaking for sure.  Now what was he going to do?  He stuck his thumb in his mouth and hurried around to Robin’s desk.

	“What took you so long?” Robin asked as he was still curtseying.  “I’m leaking,” Chad replied in his silly sissy voice before curtseying again and sticking his thumb back in his mouth.

	“You’re kidding?” Robin asked.  “Really?”  She let out a small giggle.

	Thumb out, curtsey.  “The back of my skirt is all wet.”  Curtsey, thumb.

	“Turn around, let me see.”  She waited as he turned.  “I can’t see anything,” she replied.  “But even if it is wet, the colors of that dress make it pretty much impossible to see.  You’re just going to have to endure it for a little while more.”

	Chad nodded, pulled his thumb out of his mouth, and curtseyed.  “Do I have to fill another bottle?” he asked.  Curtsey, thumb.

	Robin smiled.  “Of course,” she replied.  “Unless you’d rather fill two and drink both.  You can drink more if you like.”

	Thumb, curtsey.  “No thank you.”  Curtsey, thumb.  He grabbed an empty bottle and took it back to his desk and filled it.  Two minutes later, he was once again sitting soggily on Robin’s floor adding even more liquid to his overly hydrated system.  It was a very good thing he had worn the dress he had today, any other outfit would have shown his wet spot for sure!  But what would he wear tomorrow?  Since he had wet it, his current dress was out.  He’d just have to figure something else out for tomorrow that would be fairly safe.

	 


Chapter 54 (Wednesday – week 8 Part 9 of 9)

	Mel trudged up the steps to her apartment, her arms laden with not only her usual things, but also the box holding the new contract.  The minute she opened the door, she was assailed by the strong smell of spices from Sissy’s cooking.  “Mmm!”  She wondered why they bothered to go out to eat a few times a week?  Everything Sissy cooked was much better.”  She saw him running around from the corner of the kitchen.  She smiled as he curtseyed.

	“Welcome back, Mistress,” his silly lisping voice said to her.

	“Mel was a bit startled as he curtseyed again, but she said nothing about it.  She certainly didn’t mind.  “Thanks Sissy,” she replied.  “It sure smells good in here.”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Dinner is still going to take a few more minutes,” he replied.  “I’m trying to get it ready as fast as I can.”  And then he curtseyed again.

	Mel noted the double curtsey again.  “That’s fine,” she replied.  “Just let me know when it’s ready.  I’ve got lots of work that needs doing.”  She watched as he hurried off toward the kitchen – but not without one final curtsey.  It looked like that was one thing she wasn’t going to have to complain about to him tonight.

	Five minutes later, she was again carefully reading page after boring page of the contract.  But her mind kept wandering because of the smell of Sissy’s cooking.  She tried to think about the contract, but she found it impossible to do so.  Her stomach rumbled a bit.  She dropped the page she was reading and closed her eyes for a moment.  She remembered her lengthy conversation with Robin earlier and let her mind roam over what they had discussed… and with her eyes still closed, she smiled… and let her imagination go to work. 

	“Mistress.  Dinner is ready.”

	Mel quickly opened her eyes and saw Sissy standing in front of her.  Had she fallen asleep?  She wasn’t sure… not that it mattered.  She watched as Sissy curtseyed again and hurried off toward the kitchen.  She set the work that was still in her lap aside and got up and followed him.  Yes, dinner did smell good.  The food on her plate looked good too – it was obviously a different dish than anything he had made for her before.  She sat down and picked her glass of wine and took a sip.  Without looking at him, she said, “And where do you belong?”  She purposely continued to stare at her plate as he hurried off toward his perch in the other room.  When she looked up, she smiled again as she saw him stuck in his corner once again. 

	“Soon. Very soon,” she whispered to herself.  “Soon I won’t have to worry about keeping you wetting all the time.  Soon, your position will be permanent.”

	Chad stared at the blank walls of the corner in front of him for only a moment before he closed his eyes.  There was no need to keep them open – there was nothing to see.  He hadn’t bothered to grab another baby bottle to keep him occupied this time because he wasn’t the least bit worried about making his leaking deadline.  In fact, he was more worried about setting a new leaking record.  And if he did, then knowing Mel, she might make his deadline worse! 

	He hoped she liked the dinner he made for her tonight.  It certainly smelled good.  He had snuck more than a few sample tastes as it was cooking.  He really wished he could just sit down and eat a normal portion of it, but his normal portion tonight was going to be a normal portion of baby food instead.  He wasn’t happy about that, but at the same time, the thought that he had been reduced to eating baby food like an infant also sexually thrilled him.  And as with his uncontrolled wetting now, he figured he better enjoy it as much as possible while he still could, because all too soon this bet would be over with and he would be done with the sissy stuff… at least as far as Mel being his Mistress.  Such a shame, but he had to win!

	The dinner he had prepared didn’t come from his recipe book.  Most of the idea had come from the back of a box, but he had made more than a few changes.  It was however, still mostly low-calorie food.  One thing that cook book had taught him, was what worked for diet cooking and what didn’t.  This was the most he had let himself experiment with her dinner yet.  It tasted good to him… but would she approve?  He could only hope. 

	Boring, boring, boring.  Nothing to look at, nothing to hear.  Just stand uncomfortably on his perch and be out of the way.  The only thing he was allowed to exercise was his imagination.  At least he still had that!

	Mel sat back and grabbed her nearly empty wine glass again.  Dinner had been really great.  Maybe the best thing he had cooked so far.  She briefly wondered again why they even bothered to go out to restaurants several times a week.  His cooking was much better.  But she knew the answer to that.  Convenience.  There wasn’t time for him to cook anything on Thursday or Friday nights since they had other things to do.  Not to mention, she got a huge kick out of the humiliating circumstances the restaurants afforded for him.

	She smiled as she got up from her seat and walked softly over to his corner.  As far as she could tell, he hadn’t moved a muscle since she had sent him there.  The bar he was perched on looked terribly uncomfortable, but that was part of the fun of it – for her.  She was fairly sure it was fun for him as well – only in a different way. 

	She walked around to the side of him, up against the wall.  She could see his eyes open, staring straight ahead into the nothingness of the corner – waiting for her to speak.  “Dinner was great tonight,” she said.  “One of your best meals yet.”  As she hoped, he didn’t move – didn’t react in any outward way at all.  But she was sure he appreciated her remark.  “Get down off of there now and get your dinner ready.  We have a lot to do tonight.”

	Chad took a big breath as he extricated himself from the perch and the corner.  His legs ached, but he was glowing inside from Mel’s compliment.  She had actually complimented him!  He wasn’t sure she had ever done that before.  He was smiling as he curtseyed and hurried into the kitchen to pull jar after jar of baby food out of the cabinet for his dinner.

	Mel wandered over to her paperwork and stared at it for a few minutes to give him time to get ready, then she went back to the kitchen where she locked him into his highchair, put his bib around his neck, and placed his dinner and a fresh bottle on his tray.  Then, while he was eating, she refilled her wine glass and leaned back against her counter to watch him for a minute.  He looked so ridiculous – he was so ridiculous!  But that was all part of what she liked about him.  And she herself had made him that way!

	“I talked with everyone who knows about our bet today,” she told him.  “I asked all of them if they would be willing to judge us fairly.”  She saw him look up – with the tiny baby spoon still in his mouth, he somehow managed to look positively infantile.  Something inside of her giggled at that. 

	“Derek is willing – but he’s not interested in being fair, so he’s out.”

	Chad was relieved.  Derek was the last person he wanted to be judging.  But of course, he was fairly sure that nobody they knew would be on his side, so what did it matter. 

	“Gloria flat out said no, which is a shame because I think she’d be more likely to be completely impartial than anyone else.”

	Chad hadn’t considered Gloria.  And Mel was right about her being his one chance at someone being totally impartial.  It was a shame she wouldn’t do it.

	“Andrea said she’d do it, and not only that, but she insisted that the only way she’d do it is if she’s totally impartial and fair.”

	Chad was surprised – and pleased.  Andrea was another one he hadn’t really thought about.  Mel was certainly being thorough.  As far as Andrea was concerned, he was chalking one up for his side.

	“Both Cassie and Sandy have also agreed to judge us fairly as well,” Mel added.  “And while I had some worries about Sandy, I think she’s being sincere.  I think both of them will be honest about it.”

	Chad wasn’t so sure, especially about Sandy, but it was better than he hoped.  At least he felt good about Andrea.  He still mentally placed both Cassie and Sandy firmly in Mel’s camp.

	“I also asked Robin,” Mel continued. 

	That surprised Chad… and worried him as well.

	“She’s not answering for now.  She wants to think about it.  I’m not sure she’s willing to do it – let alone be impartial about it.  So we’ve got three for sure, which is a perfect number – no tie votes.  We’ve got our judges – if we need them.”

	Chad looked at her.  Two judges he was sure would probably side with Mel no matter what and Andrea… possibly her too.  But then, he didn’t have any friends who knew about what was going on who could possibly be on his side.  “Most likely, we won’t need them,” he said in his silly lisping voice.  I’m pretty sure this will all be settled the first day anyway… on Friday.”

	His words troubled Mel, more than she expected.  She would have argued with him about it, but his complete confidence that he could still win unnerved her too much.  Saying nothing, she left him to his dinner and went out to concentrate on her work – which was impossible since all she could really think about was how sure he still seemed to be that he was going to win.  It was a very troubling sign.

	Chad was doing the dishes – and watching Mel’s latest batch of green tea that was cooking in her big pot when he heard the phone ring.  He was glad he didn’t have to answer it.  He could just picture himself trying to speak to some stranger on the other end in his stupid sissy voice and get them to understand him.  Impossible! 

	He realized he was peeing yet again into his freshly changed diapers.  He paused in his task to enjoy the brief feeling.  It seemed like more and more lately he never noticed himself peeing anymore. 

	He heard Mel answer her phone… and he heard her saying hi to Sandy.  He also heard Mel saying she’d see her in a minute… which meant that Sandy was on her way over.  He remembered the ballet he and Mel had been working on, and he remembered the fact that Mel and Sandy were going to change it.  Which meant – dance practice tonight.  Well, that really wasn’t so bad.  He had done far worse things in the evenings.

	Since Sandy would be coming to the door in a moment, he wiped his wet hands off on the dish towel and slowly started heading toward the front door.  He saw Mel was back to concentrating on her paperwork again. Wasn’t Sandy on her way over right then?  Did he misunderstand?  Someone knocked on the door.  Hopefully, Sandy.

	He only had a moments worry about who was knocking as he opened the door – and was relieved to see Sandy there.  He curtseyed.  “Hi Sandy,” he said before curtseying again.

	Sandy paused a moment at seeing his double curtsey, but she didn’t think anything else of it.  “Hi Sissy,” she replied.  “Ready for some exercise again?”

	Chad curtseyed.  “I think so,” he replied before curtseying a second time.

	This time, Sandy took more notice of his double curtsey, but again she didn’t say anything because obviously it was the latest thing that Mel was requiring of him.

	“Hi Sandy,” Mel’s voice called.  “Come on in.”

	“Hi Mel,” Sandy replied as Mel got up from her seat.  She could see the top of the sofa covered with several large stacks of papers.  Sandy held up the CD she had in her hand.  “I brought some music for you to check out.”

	“Great!” Mel replied.  “I appreciate you helping me like this.”  She pointed at the papers on her sofa.  “As you can see, I’m a bit overwhelmed with work lately.”

	“No problem,” Sandy replied as Mel turned her stereo system on.  “Actually, I enjoyed putting this stuff together.  I just kept Sissy in mind the whole time and it because a lot of fun.”

	Chad went back to the dishes while Mel and Sandy listened to the different musical pieces Sandy had found.  He was quick to realize that every piece of music was childish nursery rhymes.  He was going to have to do a ballet dance to that?  A serious… sort of… dance to music that was ridiculously childish?  With a sigh and a shake of his head, he whispered to himself… “Whatever!”

	When the dishes where done, he started pouring Mel’s boiling tea mixture into his empty bottles.  Ugh!  It was bad enough when Mel made the tea and fixed his bottles for him.  He only had to put up with drinking them then.  But having to do this part himself was like adding insult to injury.

	“I think that one is definitely it!” Mel declared as they listened to one of the pieces for the third time. 

	“Yeah, I think that one will work the best,” Sandy agreed.

	“Then I guess we just need to put it all together,” Mel declared.  She turned toward the kitchen.  “Sissy… ballet time!”

	Once again Chad was subjected to ballet practice – with lots of time to drink from his bottles as Sandy and Mel decided on changes to the present routine he already knew.  Fortunately, those changes were minimal.  Chad had an idea that Mel and Sandy intended to make his next ballet performance far more humiliating than his last one, but he had no idea as to what they had planned.  He was fairly certain though that he wouldn’t be doing it in the privacy of Mel’s living room.  That was the one part that worried him the most.  As to the dance itself… he tried to do his best to do everything correctly, the way Mel had originally taught him.  It was the best way he knew of to keep things from being even more humiliating. 

	As soon as his diapers were leaking again, Mel finally called a halt to practice and Sandy went home. Ten minutes later, Chad had added plenty of protection to the top of Mel’s bed and Mel was securing his arms and legs to make sure they would stay out of the way.

	“You did better than I expected tonight,” Mel praised him as she started to remove his chastity device.  “You didn’t forget as much as I thought you might.”

	“Thank you Mistress,” Chad replied as he concentrated on the now strange feelings his genitals were beginning to feel.  As piece after piece of the device was removed, he felt more and more cool air hitting places where nothing was usually able to touch.  It felt so strange.  And when Mel suddenly pulled his diapers over him and held them there, he realized he was peeing again without knowing he was doing it.  So strange. 

	A short while later, Mel had cleaned him up and locked his now useless penis completely up again.  She encased it all in layer after layer of thick cloth diapers and stretched a pair of his plastic panties over top of it all.  Then she untied him.

	“You better go home now, Sissy,” she told him.  “I suggest you go to sleep as soon as you finish your three bottles.  I’ll be getting you up a lot earlier than usual again tomorrow.”

	“What’s going on tomorrow?” Chad asked as she untied his final wrist.

	Mel smiled.  “I’ll let that be a surprise.  Good night, Sissy,” she said sincerely.  “Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 1 of 9)

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  In his dreams, he was once again dressed as a baby… a baby girl of course.  Naturally, he was thickly diapered and sucking on a pacifier – mimicking his situation in real life.  But that of course wasn’t what his dream was about.  He was wearing a little-girl style dress – all pink and white lace with ribbons and bows everywhere.  The short skirt was puffed out very wide by all the petticoats underneath, displaying his diapers and plastic panties below.  And on his feet were lacy little girl socks and mary-jane shoes.  A little girl…  With overly thick diapers under her dress that did nothing to hide them.

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  He tried to remove the dress, but it was somehow locked onto him.  He tried to bend over to remove his shoes, the delicious petticoats hampering his efforts… but the shoes were locked on too.  He put his hands on the waist of his plastic panties and found them locked on as well.  Trapped!  In Everything!

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  People kept coming by and pointing at him… and laughing at him.  Back… and forth…  He loved the humiliation, he hated it.  But it was fueling his sexual fantasies.

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  But it wasn’t just the dress and the fact that others were laughing at him that was stimulating his sexual excitement so much…  Back… and forth…  It was something his mind was feeling in his backside.  Something that felt like it was stuck up inside of him – stimulating that now sensitive area that was trapped underneath all the layers of his thick wet diapers. 

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  As his dream continued, he wasn’t even aware that he was doing it.  But his body was pressing his backside down against his blowup mattress, trying to grab more stimulation from the pressure that translated to the imaginary something his dream thought was inside of him.  Back… and forth.  His hips pushed forward, but not to try to give any sexual stimulation to his completely encased penis on his front side.  No, it was only because his mind was trying to gain the stimulation from the toy his dreams had imagined was buried in his rear end. 

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  Dressed as a silly sissy baby.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  Trapped in all his clothes.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  Such wonderful humiliation.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  Sweet stimulation from the something buried up inside of him under his diapers.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  He could feel it somehow moving in and out as his dream-self waddled and paraded helplessly in front of so many people. 

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  As the stimulation seemed to grow, so did his awareness and the details of the clothes he was wearing.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  All of it sending him further and further toward his ultimate humiliation – that obviously was going to take place right in front of all those people! 

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  His excitement grew as his hands played with his frilly dress.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  It grew more as he thought about the sissy shoes stuck on his feet.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth.  He could feel it passing the point of no return as his dream mind was aware of everyone watching him so closely. 

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth. 

	Faster now.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth. 

	And faster.  Back… and forth… and back… and forth. 

	Whatever his mind had conjured up to fill his back end with was suddenly more real… more solid.  He felt the stimulation much stronger.  Instead of moving in and out of him, it almost seemed to be going only out instead – and for a very long time.  He felt his front side peeing uncontrollably in response.

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth. 

	His real-life body arched its back as his dream body whimpered in ecstasy.

	Back… and forth… and back… and forth. 

	And he climaxed in his dream… right in front of all those people!  How humiliating!

	He climaxed too in real-life.  But locked in his deliciously humiliating dream, he would never know that. 

	As the climax in his dream started to fade, his mind did everything it could to hold onto it as long as possible.  The most humiliating dreams and thoughts he had ever had were pulled desperately into his dream… just to prolong the already lost feeling just a little longer. 

	But as all dreams go, this one too faded into nothingness.  And when it was done, his body and mind both slept calmly for the rest of the night.  Until…

	The awful blaring music erupted from his pink clock radio pulled him viciously out of his sound slumber.  If it wasn’t so loud and annoying, he might have laid there for a moment to collect his wits before turning it off.  But the sound was so annoying that even thinking about doing so was out of the question.  He desperately rolled off his blow-up mattress onto the floor, scattering the usual collection of empty baby bottles in the process.  A moment later, his bedroom was again returned to blissful silence, even though a memory of the irritating loud music seemed to haunt the air. 

	He breathed with his eyes closed for just a moment, pretending he could go back to sleep just as he was… on his knees.  But as usual, that was out of the question.  He opened his eyes and saw the clock radio in front of him… it was set a half hour earlier than it had been yesterday… which had been a full hour earlier than usual!  No wonder he still felt so tired!  Why had Mel gotten him up so early?

	With a sigh, he forced himself to climb to his feet, his overly saturated and bloated diapers hindering him in the process.  Yes, they were heavy again, very heavy.  The thick cloth diapers seemed to get even heavier and more bloated than layers of disposable ones.  As he took his first waddling steps away from his blow-up mattress bed on the floor, he scratched for a moment at his bra that supported his glued on breast forms.  But he didn’t give that any other thought. 

	His mind felt extra foggy in the extra early morning as he stumbled wide-leggedly through the darkness and into his kitchen.  He fumbled along the wall to find the light switch and flipped it on.  Brightness assaulted him.  As soon as he could see clearly again, his eyes automatically focused on the short note she had left there… his first instructions for the day.

	Sissy,

	Don’t forget your usual three bottles first.  After that, get cleaned up and diapered for work – only one disposable today.

	Do your hair, but don’t do your makeup.

	Wear your diaper and a bra and nothing else when you come here – early!

	The later you get here, the less you’re going to like it!

	He had to be dreaming!  The note made no sense!  How about getting dressed for work?  And what was the business about getting there early?  How early?  She hadn’t set an exact time for him to get there… just… early!  And of course, she must have meant it to threaten him like she did at the end. 

	Early?  Why?  Not for any reason he knew of.  And only one diaper?  This was a work day! 

	Bowing to the inevitable, he removed the pacifier from his mouth and grabbed his usual three bottles of her lousy tea from his refrigerator.  He carried them to his one and only piece of real furniture – his tired old chair facing his wall of shaming pictures.  But once again he didn’t see the pictures, especially since he closed his still sleepy eyes the moment he put his first bottle to his lips and started drinking. 

	Early?  What did early mean?  And more importantly… why?  And… did he dare let himself fall asleep in his chair as he drank?  Better not!

	Mel forced herself out of bed with an audible groan.  It was too early!  Way too early!  But early was the only way.  The only solution she had come up with. 

	She made it out of her bedroom with no trouble, but entering her living room, her hand had to swipe at the light switch on the wall since the sun was just now starting to come up.  The harsh light forced her to squint and blink till she got to the more dimly lit kitchen – where she purposely didn’t turn on another light.  She didn’t really need it, the light filtering in from the living room was more than enough.

	She prepared her coffee maker and turned it on… and closed her eyes as she stood sleepily right in front of it.  Early… too early!  She could easily fall asleep again on her feet.  She had stayed up too late last night trying to read that infernal contract!  Damn the thing!  It was interfering too much into her life right now.  She had other things she needed to be concentrating on instead – like winning the bet with Sissy.  She had even cleared most of her schedule next week just for that purpose.  But the damn contract…  And you don’t say no to Mr. Feinbaum.  Besides, it was a boatload of money.  Two boatloads!

	She pulled her cup out of the cabinet before the coffee was ready in hopes that somehow the action of having the cup ready would hurry the coffee-maker’s progress.  It didn’t.  The darn thing seemed to take twice as long instead, irritating her slightly.  But the moment she was able to sip at the hot liquid from the freshly made coffee, a small sense of bliss seemed to wash over her.  She took a deep breath holding the steaming coffee right under her nose so she could enjoy it’s aroma… before taking another much needed sip. 

	Instead of carrying the cup out to her living room to sit with it as she usually did, she carried it into her bedroom instead, where she forced herself to dress in a t-shirt and a pair of shorts.  Her coffee cup was mostly empty by the time she headed back out to the kitchen, feeling much more awake and with-it now.  She refilled the cup and gabbed one of her pots out of the bottom cabinet before reaching into the top cabinet to pull out a box of baby cereal.  Five minutes later, she was humming softly to herself as she stirred the mixture in her pot. 

	Chad had no idea what was going on.  None!  After wearing three diapers every day for a while now, getting ready for work with only one diaper felt strange… and a whole lot less secure.  Her note had said get diapered for work, so she must have meant that he would be wearing only the one diaper when he left.  But was it a mistake?  Somehow, he didn’t think so.

	He had done his hair as required.  But no makeup?  And worst of all, no clothes?  Why?  What did Mel have planned?  And the only thing his still sleepy brain could come up with was that it was going to be something humiliating.  But then, his whole life was humiliating.  Nonstop! 

	With nothing more to check, he grabbed his plastic bag full of empty baby bottles, along with his purse and his diaper bag.  He was glad it was so early since he would be going outside wearing only his diapers – one of the most humiliating things for him to wear out in public.  But at least it was only to go next door to Mel’s apartment.

	With nothing more to delay him, he went out his door and locked it behind him.  He silently braced himself for something humiliating as he knocked at her door.  After a moment he got no answer.  Was she even up yet at this hour?  He knocked again, and was rewarded when she opened it immediately. 

	He curtseyed.  “Good mowning Mithdweth,” he said in his stupid lisping sissy voice before curtseying again.

	Mel smiled.  “Good morning Sissy,” she replied as she stood back out of the way.  She took the bag of empty bottles from him as he walked in.  There was nothing much for her to inspect about him this morning so she waited for him to put his things under her little table before saying, “I’ve got your breakfast all ready.  You can get into your chair now.”

	Chad curtseyed again and headed for the kitchen… and his humiliating highchair that he always ate from whenever he was in her apartment.  Two minutes later, he was locked into the chair wearing just his one diaper and a bra.  The bib that Mel tied around his neck actually made him feel less like a baby – surprisingly.  He waited as Mel brought his breakfast of baby cereal over to him and set it on his tray along with another baby bottle and a tiny baby spoon.  He grabbed the spoon in his left fist like he always did now and started eating, doing his best to not spill any of the cereal and make himself look even more infantile than he already was.

	Would she tell him now why she had gotten him up so early?  Why he wasn’t dressed?

	His eyes watched her as he spooned the awful mush into his mouth.  They watched her as she grabbed his diaper bag and carried it over to her refrigerator where she removed the empty bottles and replaced them with fresh ones.  He watched her as she carried the bag out to the living room again where she was gone for a few minutes before coming back.  He watched her as she grabbed her coffee cup and refilled it and took a sip.  He watched her as she leaned back against the counter like she often did when she watched him eating… or to talk to him. 

	Now?  Was she going to tell him what was going on now?  But she just stood there and watched him eating… perhaps with more amusement on her face than he had seen for a while. 

	Why was it so early?  Why wasn’t she telling him?

	He finished his cereal… and she still hadn’t told him anything.  He grabbed what was left of his bottle and put that to his lips as well, watching her the whole time, waiting for her to speak the whole time.  But she just stood there and drank her coffee… and watched him back. 

	Why?

	And as soon as his bottle was done, she was immediately there to take it from him, wiping his face and hands with his bib and releasing him from the confines of his silly chair. 

	Would she tell him now?

	But instead she headed back out to the living room.  He followed her and found her grabbing her purse.  “Okay Sissy,” she said as she headed for the door.  “Let’s go.”

	Go?

	Nervously, Chad grabbed his purse and the now heavier diaper bag, and still wearing only his diaper and bra, followed her outside fearing that she intended on taking him to work dressed like he was.  They were certainly heading the right direction since the stairs down to their cars was straight ahead. 

	He was hugely relieved when she stopped at his apartment door instead and fished her key out of her purse.  She opened the door and he followed her inside.  She wasn’t going to send him to work dressed in just his diapers – hopefully.  But why didn’t she just tell him what she wanted him to wear earlier?  And why was it so darn early?

	“This way Sissy,” she said as she headed for his bathroom.  He dropped his bags on the floor near the door and followed her. 

	“I want to do your makeup first,” she told him. 

	Why hadn’t she had him do his own makeup this morning?  She had him sit down on the toilet while she studied his face for a moment before attacking it with the makeup.  Although it seemed like she wasn’t using nearly as much today as he usually did every morning.  Why?

	From the bathroom, he followed her into his bedroom where he expected her to tell him to get into his usual waist cincher and all-in-one girdle.  But she went straight back to his closet instead.  He watched as she looked inside at all his clothes for several moments before pouncing on something and proclaiming, “Aha!”

	And Chad’s knees went weak as she turned around.

	“Oh no!  No Mistress!  Please!  I can’t wear that to work.  Not to work!” 

	“Yes you can… and you will!” Mel replied forcefully as she ran her hand briefly over the material of his blue sissy baby dress.  
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	He started to shake with fear as he stared at the garment she was holding in her hands.

	“It’s so pretty!” Mel exclaimed as she fussed with the horrible garment.”

	“But…”

	“No buts Sissy!” Mel proclaimed as she removed the dress from its hanger. 

	“But I can’t!” he argued.

	Mel smiled wickedly at him.  “But you can!” she responded back, letting him know that there would be no getting out of it. 

	A few seconds later, Chad shivered as the material encased his body… well, his upper body anyway.  The pretty blue dress just barely hid his diaper underneath.  How was he going to manage this today?  He didn’t have a clue!  Five minutes later, he was also wearing the pretty white socks with all the blue lace on them and his blue Mary Jane shoes with the little colorful flowers that matched the dress.  He watched as Mel found his white hair bow and only moments later, she fastened it into his hair.  He mentally screamed with each new humiliating indignation that had been added to his body.  He couldn’t go to work like this!

	Mel looked him over and smiled delightfully.  “I love it!” she declared. 

	Chad didn’t bother curtseying, he was too upset.  “But how am I going to get through work like this?” he asked.  “I can’t!”

	Mel’s face clouded as she shook her head.  “First of all, I’m sure you’ll manage… somehow.  And secondly, you did so well curtseying last night before you spoke.  What happened now?  Do you need to be punished before I take you to work?  We have plenty of time!  But if I have to take that time, you might be less happy than you are now about going to work.”

	Chad quickly curtseyed.  “Sorry, Mistress,” he lisped.  “It’s just that I don’t know how I can do this?”

	Mel just smiled.  “Trust me, you will because you don’t have a choice.”  She noticed one last thing that seemed to be missing.  “Where’s your pacifier?”

	Chad curtseyed before rushing out to the kitchen where he had dropped it earlier.  He stuck it in his mouth and hurried back again… where he curtseyed.

	Mel smiled broadly, especially at his curtsey in the silly dress.  Perfect!  “Much better!” she declared.  “Now let’s get out of here before it gets any later.”

	Chad headed for the living room, not at all happy, but he suddenly realized something.  He turned back towards Mel… and curtseyed and removed his pacifier.  “But Mistress, it’s too early to go to work.”  Curtsey, pacifier back.

	Mel smiled with amusement at what he had just done.  “Would you rather wait around a while and go when there will be more people there to see you going in?”

	Chad nearly lost his pacifier as his jaw dropped open for a moment.  That was why she had gotten him up so early.  He had a chance!  Not much of one, but it was a chance.  But how about the rest of the day?  Not wanting to delay any further, he quickly grabbed his purse and diaper bag. 

	Mel watched him grabbing his things to go.  But something suddenly struck her as out of place.  “Wait a minute, Sissy.”  And then it hit her.  “That purse is no good with that dress.  Where’s your new one, your little sissy purse?” 

	A moment later, she watched as he transferred his cell phone, keys, and some of the things out of his wallet into his silly little girl purse.  The stupid thing was so small that he couldn’t put much else into it.  The handle on it was also so tiny that he couldn’t even carry it over his arm.  But that was certainly no problem – for her.  The brightly colored purse didn’t really go with the dress he was wearing – color wise, but the style certainly matched the silly childish style of the dress better.  “Now we can go,” she told him.

	Once again, Chad found himself outside of his apartment wearing one of his silly sissy dresses, only this time, he was going to work in it!

	“My car,” Mel said as she closed Chad’s apartment door behind them.  “I’ll drive you today.”

	Chad realized that she was making sure he was going to get there.  She wasn’t going to give him any way out at all.  It was almost like the first time he had worn this dress out in public, so many weeks ago now – the time she had driven him to work and threatened to make him go inside.  They had gone to the gym instead where he was forced to make a total fool of himself – as usual.  But Mel had been threatening to send him to work in this outfit ever since.  And now it looked like that day had arrived.

	He was nervous to begin with, but surprisingly, getting into her car didn’t actually increase that nervousness at all.  But pulling out onto the main road did.  Sighting his company’s building as they were still driving toward it increased his nervousness as well.  Pulling into the parking lot was much worse.  And when Mel stopped her car at the curb near the door his stomach felt like it was on a wild rampage.  “What am I going to do?” he asked desperately, as much to himself as to Mel.

	“You’re going to go in and go to work,” Mel replied with a grin on his face. 

	“No, I mean… how about the rest of the day?”

	Mel just smiled.  She and Robin had discussed much of this in detail yesterday.  Much of it though was going to be left up to Robin’s discretion.  But she didn’t want Sissy to know any of that.  “You’ll just have to do the best you can.  Now, since it’s so early, you have plenty of time to drink another bottle or two after you get inside.  And you probably better.  Robin is expecting to see you leaking by the time she arrives, so I suggest you work very hard on that.”  Mel’s smile turned wicked.  “I’m sure she’ll probably check that first when you curtsey for her out in the hallway when she arrives.  Wouldn’t it be fun if she had someone else there with her this morning to see you in your pretty dress?”

	No, it wouldn’t be fun!  Chad knew that Mel had to be teasing about someone else seeing him… which was all too possible… especially out in the hallway.  But he was still having a hard time coming to grips with the fact that now Robin was going to make sure he kept his diapers leaking as well!  Now he knew why Mel had made him wear only the one diaper this morning.  But with so much time still to go, he had no worries about leaking before Robin got there. 

	“Now it’s time…” Mel started to say.

	“Wait!” Chad stopped her quickly as a car pulled into the parking lot and pulled into a space right near them.  Chad could see two men in the front seat of the car.  “Can I at least wait till after they get into the building?”

	“Sure, if you like,” Mel replied. 

	They watched as two men got out of the car.  Deep in conversation, the men barely gave Mel’s car a second glance as they walked slowly into the building.  But they hadn’t even reached the door yet before another car pulled in. 

	“I can’t wait here forever, Sissy,” Mel said.  “Eventually, you’re going to have to go in.  One way or another.”

	“Just a little longer… please,” Chad begged.

	Mel said nothing.  They just watched as the second car parked near the first car and the driver headed from his car toward the doors.  This man wasn’t as distracted as the first men had been though and they saw him not only looking at Mel’s car, but he almost stopped for a closer look.  Chad was cringing inside as he realized the man had seen the silly blue dress he was wearing.  But he also realized that the man couldn’t see very much of it, so maybe he was okay.

	“The later it gets, the more people are going to be around,” Mel reminded him.

	Knowing she was right, Chad knew he had to go… and go soon, not to mention fast.  As soon as the man had entered the building, Chad got out of her car.  He opened the back door and grabbed his diaper bag as fast as he could.  Then, with his pacifier clamped between his teeth, at almost a dead run, his little girl purse seeming to fly around in his left hand, and his petticoats swishing all over the place, he ran for the cover of the building ahead.  He couldn’t believe he was doing this!  He couldn’t believe he was actually here… wearing this dress!  How was he going to manage this today?

	As he opened the door, he heard something and turned around.  Mel was driving off – stranding him here, leaving him no way to leave.  He shivered at the thought.  Then, because he knew things could only get worse the longer he delayed, he hurried though the empty hallways all the way to his desk.  Whew!  Now he just had to get through the rest of the day.  And what about breaks?  Not to mentions lunch… and going home?  Things did not look good!

	Robin was a few minutes early, but only a few.  She had hurried to work today only because she couldn’t wait to see what Sissy would be wearing.  Mel had told her she would put him in something “more interesting,” but she hadn’t said exactly what.  And Robin had assured her that she would “manage” a few of Mel’s concerns in return.

	She entered the building, saying hello to several women she knew, then traversed the hallways toward her desk.  What would he be wearing?  She really couldn’t wait to see.  She finally turned into the hallway where their cubicles were located… where Sissy should be waiting out in the middle of the hallway to curtsey and greet her.  Except that the hallway was vacant.  No Sissy.  Where was he?

	A head briefly popped out sideways from behind Sissy’s cubicle wall.  The white bow on top of the head grabbed most of her attention.  There he was!  But before she had a chance to even think anything else – like why wasn’t he already standing out in the hall waiting for her – he quickly came into view… and all ability to actually think left her as she stopped dead still where she was.  She stared, not really sure she was seeing what her eyes told her they saw.  And then, despite herself, she squealed with delight and nearly ran the rest of the way toward him.

	Chad nervously curtseyed as Robin got close.  He removed his pacifier.  “Good morning, Robin,” he lisped in his sissy voice.  Then he curtseyed again as he was required to with her and stuck his pacifier back in his mouth.

	But Robin barely noticed anything of what he had just done, she was too intent on examining his dress in minute detail.  “Oh God!  It’s gorgeous!” she gasped as she walked all the way around him. 

	Chad just wanted to get out of the hallway.  The longer he stood there, the more chance there was that someone else might notice him.  Besides, he had another problem that needed dealing with.

	Robin didn’t bother taking her bag to her desk, she simply set it down on the hallway floor off to the side before taking yet another tour all the way around him.  “Gorgeous!” her awed voice gasped once again as she got back to his front.  “And the shoes…  They’re darling!” she added.  “They absolutely make the outfit!”

	She stepped back away from him so she could see all of him better.  In that mockery of a childish little-girl outfit, there was no way she could ever see him as being anything but a sissy.  Mel had certainly come through with her promise to dress him in something more interesting!  “Is that the outfit you wore to the gym that day?” she asked, remembering what she had found out from her questions when she had first joined the gym.  She was still going to the gym twice a week.  She would be going tonight as well.  She just never asked about Sissy anymore.  What would be the use? 

	Chad removed his pacifier from his mouth and curtseyed.  “Yes,” he replied before curtseying again and sticking the pacifier back in his mouth again.  In the stupid outfit he was wearing, having to suck the pacifier seemed almost normal.  Of course, with Robin, she usually had him sucking his thumb instead, but surprisingly, he thought he preferred the pacifier.  Now if she would just let him out of the hallway!

	“Uh oh!” Sissy suddenly grunted, not bothering to curtsey.  Like it or not, he ran back to his cubicle. 

	Surprised and mystified Robin watched as he quickly grabbed a baby wipe that had been laying on his desk.  She nearly laughed as he bent down and wiped a line of pee that had descended most of the way down his left leg.  Then he fought with his underskirts a bit so he could wipe a little bit of his right leg as well up close to his diaper.

	“I take it you’re leaking,” Robin said with some amusement as she came into his cubicle.

	Chad didn’t feel like an answer was needed, but he set the wipe he had just used on his desk again and curtseyed.  Removing the pacifier he said, “I really need a diaper change,” then he curtseyed again, and stuck his pacifier back in his mouth.

	“Yes, I can see that,” she told him.  “Mel told me you could manage it yourself.  Can you?  Or do you need my help?”

	“I can do it,” Chad replied in the middle of his annoying curtsey routine.

	He paused for a moment to see if Robin would leave him to do it privately, but she didn’t. She just stayed right there with him.  Since he needed a change and she wasn’t going to leave, he reached into his diaper bag and grabbed a fresh diaper – along with another baby wipe.  He tried to pull his petticoats out of the way, but that didn’t work very well.  Having to do it by feel alone, he worked his way past the netting and carefully peeled open the tapes holding his soggy diaper in place.  Once the diaper was loose enough, he let the weight of it pull it slowly down his legs where he stepped out of it on the floor. 

	He reached over to his desk where he grabbed the baby wipe and wiped himself and his chastity device clean.  Because of all the netting under his skirt, he couldn’t really see what he was doing and he realized that there seemed to be one added advantage to all that netting, it was providing him with a tiny bit of modesty as he changed himself. 

	Then he grabbed the fresh diaper.  He heard a small giggle out of Robin as he was turning back again.  He had no doubt she was amused by all of this.  But when he looked at her, she was staring down at the floor.  “Damn!” he muttered softly to himself. 

	Robin only noticed it because she had been watching that part of him so intently as he went about trying to diaper himself with his dress still on.  She was amazed he had managed to do what he did.  But when she suddenly saw the weak spurt of pee come out of him to land on the tile floor, she couldn’t help giggling.  And his reaction made it obvious that he didn’t even know he had done it.  And he still thought he was going to win this bet?  Not as far as she could tell.

	She watched as he opened the diaper and, still standing, pulled it through his legs and up into his crotch.  But once again the skirts he was wearing were getting in his way.  “Here, let me help,” she said as she moved forward and grabbed some of his dress, gathering the skirt and netting and pulling one side of it up and out of the way. 

	“Thanks,” Sissy replied through the pacifier in his mouth as he quickly fastened the tapes on that side of his diaper. 

	Robin pulled the other side of his dress out of the way and he fastened the other side. She noticed that he did his best to pull the thing as tight as possible so it wouldn’t fall off.  She dropped his skirts.  “You did that pretty well,” she said approvingly.

	Chad was about to speak without curtseying, but figured that maybe he better – just in case.  Curtsey.  Pacifier.  “I’ve had lots of practice,” he replied.  Pacifier.  Curtsey

	“Yes, I’m sure you have,” Robin replied.  She took a moment to glance through his diaper bag.  The usual six bottles and more diapers than usual.  That was good.  She pulled one of the bottles out of his bag and handed it to him before picking up his entire diaper bag.  “My place,” she said as she walked out.  She grabbed her own bag from the hallway before entering her cubicle. 

	Chad was cautious enough to stick his head out to see if anyone was coming before quickly following her into her cubicle, where he soon found himself on her floor drinking yet another baby bottle of Mel’s lousy green tea. 

	“According to Mel,” Robin told him, “you’ve now got an hour and forty five minutes to be leaking again.  So make sure you drink as much as you need to.  Don’t wait for me to tell you to get one, just do it.  And don’t worry about running out.  I’ll make sure you get all the bottles you want.  I’ll even refill them myself for you.  Now won’t that be a big help?”

	Chad was actually surprised and… somewhat grateful.  Somewhat.  He didn’t say it, but since she was going to be refilling them, what was she going to be filling them with?
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	The parking lot looked a lot different now since it was packed with cars as Mel once again pulled up to the curb near the door where Sissy had entered.  She pulled out her cell phone and called Robin’s number.  “I’m right outside,” she said before hanging up again.  She had been busy since she left Sissy off earlier.  She had gone home and gotten dressed for work. Then she had gone into Chad’s apartment and grabbed a few things for him.  And finally, as per one of Robin’s requests, she had stopped at the grocery store and bought a few things.  Now she just needed to hand it all off to Robin so she could get to work herself.

	Robin smiled as she set her phone down again.  Sissy was working at his desk so he might never even see her leaving – not that it really mattered.  She got up from her chair and walked out, glancing at him as she passed.  His back was to her and he appeared to be working intently – in that ridiculous blue dress.  He never even turned around. 

	She spotted Mel’s car through the glass walls long before she got to the door.  Mel herself got out of her car the moment she got outside.  As she approached, she saw Mel open the back door to her car and pull out a small travel bag.

	Mel smiled broadly as Robin approached.  “How’s it going?” she asked.

	Robin nearly laughed. “I can’t believe that outfit!” 

	“You like it?”

	“I love it!” Robin proclaimed.  “It’s… beautiful!  And on him…  I nearly died when I saw it.”

	“Any problems yet?” Mel asked.

	“None.  But then the day’s just started.  As long as he stays at his desk, there isn’t a huge chance that someone else will see him.  But… like I said yesterday, I can’t guarantee that nobody is going to stop by sometime.  It does happen from time to time, just not very often.  I’m more worried about it happening this morning rather than later in the day.”

	“That’s what you said yesterday,” Mel replied.  “If it happens, then it happens.  It’s just one more thing that he’s going to have to deal with.”

	“Yeah,” Robin replied.  “But that dress…  To be honest, I’m still thinking about taking him to the break room that way.  The others would just die!”

	“Not to mention Sissy. But then, as much as he would hate it, I have no doubt that he’d love the humiliation just as much… if not more.”

	“Yeah,” Robin replied, “so you’ve explained.  “I just have to make sure that I don’t get in any trouble.  Speaking of which, you got everything?”

	“Right here,” Mel replied before reaching back into her car and pulling out a heavy plastic bag from the grocery store.  She handed it over to Robin who grabbed it along with the travel bag Mel had already set on the sidewalk.  “Call me later,” Mel said as she got back into her car.

	“Thanks,” Robin replied before starting to lug the heavy bags into the building.  The one from the grocery store was particularly heavy.  She had to stop for a moment part of the way back to her desk to rest her hand.  As she passed Sissy’s cubicle one more time, she glanced in again.  His back was still to her and he was still working.  Good!

	Chad heard someone passing by out in the hallway and panicked for a moment.  But when he turned around, there was nobody there.  He was fairly sure he had heard Robin leaving a few minutes earlier though so it must have been her returning – probably from the ladies room – the one place in the building he had no need of anymore… at least until the bet was done with – and then he would need the men’s room instead.  But the idea was the same.  Sure that it had been Robin, he turned back to his work.

	Robin finally was able to set everything down on the floor to her cubicle.  The travel bag she left on the floor. The grocery bag she set on top of her desk and looked inside.  It looked like Mel had gotten her everything she asked for… and maybe a few other things as well.  Good!  She picked up the travel bag and set it on her chair to check the contents.  A few of the items on top she removed immediately and set on her desk.  Then she closed the bag and put it on the floor under her desk where it would be out of the way.

	She checked the bottles in his diaper bag.  Of the six, three were still full, so there was really no need for her to refill any of them yet.  But…  She pulled out one of the empty ones and looked at it.  There was still a tiny bit of liquid in the bottom that he probably hadn’t been able to get from his drinking.  She knew from lots of experience with her son that you could never get it all out.  Knowing it needed to be rinsed, she grabbed the other two empty bottles as well and carried them all down to the ladies room to clean them.  Once inside, she started taking them all apart and cleaning them. 

	Another woman entered as she was doing it.  “Hi Robin,” she said cheerily as she noticed what Robin was doing.  “I see you’ve got the same problem I often have.”

	Robin wasn’t sure what she was talking about.  “What’s that?”

	The woman laughed, “Finding used bottles in places you forgot you put them.”

	Robin laughed.  “Yeah, something like that.”

	“Are you coming to break in a little while?” the woman asked.

	“Of course,” Robin replied.  She expected her friend to go straight into one of the stalls, but she didn’t, she came over closer to talk instead.

	“So what’s Sissy wearing today?” she asked.  “I know we’ll see him later, but I was just wondering.  I mean, after his weird outfit on Tuesday, I just had to wonder if it was something more interesting again.  Although, after Tuesday, I guess he’s going to go real conservative now and wear something we’ve all seen again.”  Her voice seemed to hold a touch of disappointment.  “You know, for a while there, he was always wearing something different every day.  But I guess he’s not shopping as much anymore since he has more women’s clothes now.  So… is he wearing something we’ve seen already?”

	Robin couldn’t help but laugh a bit – which was exactly what she shouldn’t have done.

	The woman smiled.  “I can see from you face that he must be wearing something different,” she said, the excitement obviously showing.  “Is it something pretty?”

	Robin nodded.  “Oh, I think it’s pretty.  Very pretty.”

	“Oh good!  I can’t wait to see it!”

	“Um…  I’m not sure yet if he’s going to be at break this morning though,” Robin told her quickly.  “He’s got a lot of work to do, and you know he’s going to be off all next week so it has to get done.”

	The woman’s face clouded.  “He won’t be there?”

	Robin shook her head.  “Probably not.”

	“Maybe you can convince him to come... at least for a few minutes.”

	“Uh…  I’ll certainly try,” Robin promised.  And she knew she would bring it up with Sissy.  Just as she knew he was going to turn down the opportunity to go.  But later, for the afternoon break… well, that was a different story.  She hadn’t made up her mind about that one yet.

	When she got back to her cubicle, she pulled a large can out of the grocery bag and opened it.  Using his tiny infant spoon that she had pulled out of the travel bag earlier, she started adding spoonful after spoonful of the powder to the bottle.  She had done this many times for her son, but for her son’s bottles, she had been able to use a bigger spoon. 

	She pulled one of the large bottles of water that Mel had bought for her out of the bag next and carefully filled the baby bottle.  After screwing the nipple back on, she plugged the nipple with her finger and shook the contents vigorously.  There, one bottle filled with infant formula done.  Two more to go… for now.  She knew there would be many more later.

	Once she was done with all of them, she called over the wall, “Sissy…  If you’re not leaking before break time, I’m going to ask one of the other ladies at break to change your diaper for you.”

	Andrea grabbed all the mail from the stack on her desk that needed to go to Mel.  The office was quiet again since she had cancelled all but a few clients that couldn’t be put on hold.  She carried the mail to Mel’s office.  The door was open as it had been for the last few days so that she could go in and out without disturbing her boss as much.  As usual, Mel was deeply buried in the many pages of the contract.

	She entered quietly and set the stack of envelopes down on the corner of Mel’s desk, far enough away that it wouldn’t disturb her work.  She glanced into Mel’s coffee cup and saw that it was getting low.  She grabbed the cup and left with it to refill it. 

	Mel barely glanced at Andrea as she came in and then left again – with her coffee cup.  Her eyes glanced briefly at the stack of mail Andrea had set on her desk, but she wasn’t overly worried about getting into it yet.  She was making good headway on the contract in front of her and needed to keep at it.

	As her eyes started to leave the stack of mail, they noticed one odd envelope at the very bottom of the stack.  It was on the bottom because it was the largest envelope there.  She looked closer and saw that it was a manila packaging envelope.  A package, not a regular piece of mail.  Her brain quickly figured out what was most likely in it. 

	With a smile, she reached for the envelope and pulled it out from under the other mail.  She pulled her scissors out of her desk drawer and cut the top so she could look into the envelope.  She smiled.  She reached in and pulled the item out… and smiled broader as she held it up to examine it closer. 

	Andrea came back with the full coffee cup and stopped in the doorway, her eyes fixed on the item in Mel’s hand.  “Oh!” she said, half giggling.  “It’s adorable!”

	“It’s for his ballet performance on Saturday,” Mel replied. 

	“That’s… for his ballet?” she asked incredulously.

	“Yup!” Mel replied as she turned the thing around in her hands one more time to see all of it.

	Andrea giggled as she set Mel’s coffee back on her desk.  “I can’t wait!”

	“Yeah,” Mel replied happily.  “It should be a ton of fun.”

	Robin was again holding Chad’s skirts out of the way so he could change his soaked and leaking diaper.  There was a baby bottle with a little bit of tea still in it sitting on her desk that he still needed to finish, but getting his leaking diaper changed had to be the priority before he dripped all over her floor. 

	She watched as he taped the first side in place, then she grabbed his skirts on the opposite side so he could fasten the tapes there.  “Hurry up,” she complained.  “It’s almost break time and we don’t want to be late.”

	Chad’s knees nearly buckled.  Break?  Dressed like he was?  There was no question of him even trying to curtsey while he was trying to change himself – even though he probably wouldn’t have thought of it.  “Please!” he begged through the pacifier in his mouth.  He couldn’t remove it because his hands were busy holding his diaper in place.  “Please!  I can’t go dressed like this!”

	“Why not?” Robin teased.  “You’re dressed perfectly presentable.”

	“Please!  Please!” Chad begged again.  “I can’t!  I just can’t!  Not dressed like this!”

	“Would you rather take that dress off and just go in your diaper?”

	“No!  Not that!” He replied in total horror.  “Please, Robin.  I can’t!”

	Robin smiled, but it was a mischievous smile.  She nodded her head.  “Well… okay – this time!  But start bracing yourself for this afternoon.  Because there’s a lot of ladies there who will be just dying to see that pretty dress of yours!”

	But Chad still couldn’t comprehend going anywhere dressed as he was.  He shook his head in despair.  “I can’t!” he pleaded.  “Please.  Not today.  Please don’t make me go anywhere where someone might see me today.  Please!”

	Robin shook her head.  “Personally, I think I’m being awfully lenient to allow you to stay here this time.  Just think how much everybody looks forward to seeing you every day… twice a day!” 

	Chad’s nerves were growing worse.  

	“We’ll discuss it later,” Robin told him.  “Now hurry up and finish with that diaper.  Now I have to explain to everyone why you’re not going to be there this morning.  Although, it won’t surprise me a bit if some of them want to stop by here after break… just to say hello.”

	Was she teasing?  Chad couldn’t be sure.  It didn’t sound like it, but then it sounded all too much like she wasn’t teasing.  He simply wasn’t sure though.  He hurried to fasten the tapes on his diaper so as not to anger Robin and make her do something he really wouldn’t like.

	Robin dropped his skirts.  “After you get rid of that soggy diaper, you can finish your bottle.”  She reached into his diaper bag and pulled out one of the bottles of formula she had made earlier.  “And then, since you won’t be getting a cup of coffee at break, you can drink this one too.”  She set the bottle on her desk next to the other one.

	Chad noticed that the new bottle was white instead of containing the usual murky tea mixture.  “What’s that?” he asked, forgetting to curtsey.

	“Infant formula of course.”  What did you expect?”

	Chad just looked at her with a shocked look of astonishment on his face.

	“Now I have to go and figure out what to say to the ladies about why you’re not there this morning,” she told him as she headed out of her cubicle.  She stopped at the entrance and turned back toward him.  “Is there anyone you’d like me to bring back with me?” she teased with a mischievous smile.

	Chad just looked at her with a horrified expression on his face as Robin disappeared.  She wouldn’t really bring anyone back with her, would she?  He simply didn’t know.  On the one hand she might be just teasing.  But on the other hand, he had seen her do all too many things to him that he simply couldn’t believe she would do… and many of those things had been right there in the break room – in front of everybody else!  He shuddered as he remembered accidently curtseying to Derek after bringing him his coffee. 

	He grabbed the baby bottle, now filled with infant formula, and stuck it in his mouth as he unconsciously sank down into his usual spot on her cubicle floor to drink it.  He drank, momentarily registering the strange new taste of the formula, but his mind was too occupied with worrying about all the many ways he could get caught throughout the day wearing the silly sissy dress he had on.  How was he going to get through the day?  It seemed impossible! 

	And would Robin really force him to go to break like this later?  He hoped not, but only time would tell.

	Robin poured her coffee and glanced momentarily at the doughnuts before turning toward the table where most of her friends already were.

	“Where’s Sissy?” someone asked as she sat down. 

	“Working,” she replied simply. 

	“So he’s not coming at all?”

	“Not this morning,” Robin replied.

	The woman who she had talked with in the ladies room asked, “Did you ask him?  You told me earlier that he would be busy, but he won’t come even for a few minutes?”

	“Yeah, I did ask, but you know how men are, sometimes work is more important to them than people… and we all know that underneath his makeup and dresses that he’s still just a man.”  She saw the disappointment and realization register on all their faces, but in her mind she was thinking just how little of a man he was.  He wasn’t a man at all.  Not really.  He was… a sissy.  A stupid sissy.  Not a man. 

	After a moment of disappointment, the same woman replied, “But you said he was wearing something new today… and pretty.  I was looking forward to seeing it.”

	Robin shrugged.  “I tried to convince him, but in a way he’s right, his work does have to come first, especially since he’s going to be gone all next week.”  She was relieved to see a few heads nod in agreement.

	One of the other women however had a different suggestion.  “Maybe you should point out to him what you just said about work being more important to men than women.  Point out that since he’s trying to be a woman, that he needs to change his attitude just a bit about it.  Work may be important, but people are important too!”

	There was a lot of agreement around the table.  But Robin only nodded her agreement with them. 

	“I’m sure that if you point that out,” another woman added confidently, “that he won’t dare miss break later this afternoon.  And I’d like to see his new outfit too.  Especially if it’s something pretty.”

	Robin nearly spit the sip of coffee she had just taken back into the cup. 

	“I’ll talk to him,” she promised.  But the truth was, in what he was wearing, she still didn’t think it would be a good idea to bring him anywhere where someone might see him.  As much fun as it would be.

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 4 of 9)

	Chad finished his bottle of formula and went back to his desk.  Since Robin was at break, he figured he would be alone for a few minutes.  He opened the spreadsheet he kept for tracking his progress on the bet.  Only… there wasn’t any progress anymore.  There hadn’t been all week.  He simply had no way of holding back anymore.  Mel… and now Robin… were working all too hard to see to that.

	He stared at the column that tracked how many days were left.  Eight.  Just eight more days to go before he could prove what he still believed – that he could get all his control back quickly.  He knew it!  It had to be true!  And he knew his body all too well.  Mel making him incontinent in just two months was totally impossible!  Impossible!  It couldn’t be done!  He hoped.  They would find out for sure in just eight more days.  Just over a week. 

	He thought again about his decision to enjoy everything as much as he could for the few days that remained.  He smiled.  As much as he hated to admit it, all the intense humiliation he was receiving was making him feel more alive than he had ever felt in his life.  He was loving it… just as much as he was hating it.  But in eight more days it would all be over with.  So for eight more days he would extend his dream, endure whatever he had to, and find as much enjoyment in it as he could.  Because in just a little more than a week… it would all be over.

	He briefly glanced at his reasons for wanting to win the bet.  The physical items seemed stupid.  A pool table?  But yeah, if he won, he’d really like a pool table.  But compared to his main reasons, everything else seemed to not matter much.  Self-respect, friends, and a life.  They were good reasons.  They were important in life… any life!  Even his!  And they did matter… no matter how much it seemed otherwise sometimes. 

	So all those reasons were still valid.  Very valid!  He had to win this bet and he would win it.  He had no choice.  Fortunately, he knew his body all too well and he knew for sure it couldn’t be done.  He hoped.  They would know soon enough.  His testing would begin in just eight more days.

	Robin stared at her computer screen, but she wasn’t really seeing what was on it.  She was torn.  Should she really force Sissy to go to break later?  She wanted to.  Just like all the other women, she enjoyed seeing Sissy in the break room… although for her, she enjoyed it far more because she knew the truth about him.  But if he showed up in that dress, she had no doubt at all that way too many questions would be asked.  And very quickly most of the questions would start pointing at her and what she did with him.  And that, she was sure, could possibly get her fired.  And she didn’t need that at all.  She didn’t have the “protection” that Mel had arranged for Sissy, even though he didn’t know it.

	This was a business – a place of work.  It wasn’t a place where something like what she was doing with Sissy was supposed to take place.  She was really amazed that everyone had been so understanding and accepting as it was.  But then, part of her teasing with Sissy had unintentionally pointed everyone in the wrong direction as to what was really going on.  They all thought that Sissy was in love with Derek.  She almost laughed out loud at the thought.  If everyone only knew the truth!  But if Sissy showed up at break in today’s outfit, everyone would realize something else had to be going on instead.  And as she had surmised before, all too many questions would be asked. 

	So, unfortunately, she had to make sure he stayed out of sight.  But… darn it… it would really be fun!  Was there any way she could arrange it?  There had to be!  Besides, she still hadn’t found a way to make him kiss Derek in front of everyone else – as unlikely as that possibility actually seemed.  She smiled to herself as she thought how funny it would really be though.  But Derek wouldn’t think it was funny.  That much she knew for a fact!

	She turned as she heard Sissy coming back into her cubicle.  His stupid pacifier was still in his mouth – oh how she loved seeing that.  For some reason she was enjoying it more than seeing his thumb there instead.  Maybe it was the dress.  She watched as he did a quick curtsey for her, then he went to his diaper bag and removed another bottle.  He curtseyed again, and started to sink down to the floor… started, but he suddenly stopped and stared at the wall for a moment.  She watched as he quickly set his bottle on the desk and started pawing furiously at the net skirts under his dress. 

	Chad dropped his skirts and stood up straight.  He removed his pacifier and dropped another quick curtsey.  “I’m leaking again,” he said with a bit of distress.  Pacifier back.  Curtsey.

	Robin again helped to hold his skirts out of the way as he changed.  But this time, just as he finished wiping himself, just as had happened earlier in his own cubicle, she again noticed a tiny bit of pee dripping out of him… only this time on her cubicle floor instead of his.  And again, he didn’t seem to notice it.  Not at all.  Not even when he pulled the new diaper into place and taped it up firmly.  When he had finished, she pointed at the mess he had made on her floor.  “You better clean that up, before you do anything else.”  Her suspicion that he hadn’t known he had done it was confirmed by the surprised look on his face. 

	Chad curtseyed in shock and removed the pacifier from his mouth.  “Right away,” he agreed before putting his pacifier back and curtseying again.  Darn!  He hadn’t even known he had done it… again.  It was awfully embarrassing, but at the same time, he was thrilled.  His body really was acting like it was incontinent.  Despite his embarrassment, he smiled at the thought.

	As Robin watched him cleaning up his mess, she had to wonder, how could he still think he could win his bet with Mel? As far as she could still see, he had already lost!  She watched as he grabbed his baby bottle full of infant formula, the only bottles he had left, and sank down to the floor.  She watched as he put the stupid thing to his mouth and started drinking.  He appeared so used to it that it looked like he was hardly giving what he was doing much thought.  But then she realized he should be used to it, he had to drink an awful lot of those bottles every single day.  And according to Mel, there were very few times anymore when he didn’t drink out of a baby bottle – including in public restaurants! 

	But the question still remained, how could he still think he could win… if he had already lost?  Yesterday, Mel had asked her if she would be willing to be one of the judges for their bet – if judges were needed.  She had told Mel she didn’t know yet and would let her know later.  After that, they had spent a lot of time discussing how to send Sissy to work wearing clothes that wouldn’t be so “normal.”  She had totally forgotten about Mel… and Sissy… wanting her to be one of the judges.  But as far as she could see, the point was superfluous, he had already lost!

	She watched him drinking his bottle of formula.  Ridiculous!  And the words just seemed to pop out of her mouth.  “Did you know it when you peed on the floor a few minutes ago?”

	She watched as he removed the bottle from his mouth and got to his feet, fighting with all his underskirts for a moment.  She got a thrill as she watched him curtsey before speaking.

	“No,” he replied, “I didn’t know it till you pointed it out to me.  I pee so often now and in such tiny amounts that I often don’t feel it anymore.”  He curtseyed and sank back down to the floor where he put his bottle back to his mouth and started drinking again.

	“So if you don’t know you’re doing it,” she asked, “which to me means you’re wetting yourself without knowing you’re doing it, then it sounds an awful lot to me like you’re already completely incontinent – which if I remember correctly is the basis of your bet with Mel.  So if you’re already incontinent, have you lost now?”

	Chad had to get up and go through his curtsey routine all over again.  “No,” he replied, “I haven’t lost.  That’s just it, at the end of the two months, in a little over a week, I still have two days to get all my control back again.”  Curtsey, back to the floor, drink the bottle.

	“And you think you can get it back in that two day period?”

	Talking with Robin was a lot of work – especially when he was on the floor and had to get up again each time… then down again when he was finished speaking.  “I do,” he replied.  “I have no doubt about it.”  Then he went through the second part of his routine getting back down to the floor again.

	“Why?” Robin asked as soon as his bottle was in his mouth again.

	Chad was getting a bit frustrated with all he had to do when she had only asked a one word question.  But at the same time, doing it was all part of who and what he was, so something inside of him enjoyed his situation at the same time… somewhat.  As soon as he was able to reply, he said, “Because I know that it can’t be done.  Besides, I know my own body too well.  I’ll probably get it all back again in a few hours at most.”  Curtsey, back down, bottle.

	“And you still believe that?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied as soon as he was able… before going through everything to get back down with his bottle again.

	“So you don’t really think that judges will be necessary for your bet.”

	Chad figured he was getting far more than his allotment of exercise for the day, just from trying to hold this conversation with Robin.  “Yes, I do,” he replied.  But instead of just sinking back down to end his part of the conversation, he stayed up and searched for some way to explain.  “It’s just that… even though I’m sure it won’t happen… I mean… what if it does take longer… not that it’s likely to.  But if that’s the case, then I want some way for us to decide the winner… fairly!”  Only then did he curtsey and sink back down into his petticoats on the floor and put his bottle back to his mouth.

	Robin nodded thoughtfully.  “Okay,” she said still thinking about what he had said.  “I think I see.”

	Chad was glad, he was tired of getting up and down and having to curtsey so much, just to open his mouth and speak so little. 

	Robin watched him drinking.  He looked so childish in that dress with all the puffy skirts swirled out around him.  Childish, but ridiculous… just like what she had enjoyed so much each time he had answered her questions a moment ago.  Maybe it was all the up and down’s she made him do each time.  Maybe it was the mass of petticoats he had to deal with – not only getting up from the floor but also back down again – not to mention when he curtseyed.  Or maybe it was the silly, but pretty, childish dress he was wearing.  In any case, she was absolutely loving watching him today.  She might not be able to deal with him as an adult anymore, but she was certainly getting a lot of joy out of watching him behave as a sissy.  More joy than she ever thought she would get.  Who would have ever thought?  This was certainly not like her old self… not that she had changed at all!

	While Sissy continued to drink his bottle behind her, she turned back to her computer screen.  She tried to work, but her mind kept turning to the conversation… if you could call it that… that she had just had with him.  He seemed to be awfully certain that he was going to win their bet – despite the total lack of control he now seemed to have.  So… what if… things really did get close?  What if judges really were needed for the bet? 

	Grabbing her cell phone, she got up from her seat.  “Make sure that bottle is totally finished before you get up from there,” she told him before she walked out of her cubicle and kept going down the hallway.  She dialed as she turned the corner.

	Mel was a bit annoyed when Andrea announced that she had a phone call because she was almost to the end of the contract and didn’t really want to be disturbed.  But Andrea wouldn’t put through any calls unless it was for something important… or from one of the people she had told Andrea she would accept calls from.  “Who is it?” she asked.

	“Robin,” Andrea’s voice replied.

	Robin was on the list and because of Sissy, Robin was important!  “Hello?” she said as soon as she had pushed the right button.

	“Hi Mel,” Robin replied.  “Sorry to bother you.  But I remembered that yesterday you had asked me about judging your bet, and now I know for sure that I want to be a judge.”

	Another judge right now was the last thing that Mel really wanted because it would make four judges instead of three.  Four judges meant that a possible tie could occur and they wouldn’t be able to render a verdict.  But…  “Are you sure?” she asked.  “You know we need you to be totally honest and fair about it.  No favorites.”

	“I’m more than sure,” Robin replied.  “And I would definitely be fair about it – no favorites as you said.  Mel… I want to judge this… if it comes down to it.”

	Mel had to wonder what changed Robin’s mind so much about things.  “Okay,” she replied.  “If we need you, consider yourself officially a judge.”

	“Good,” Robin replied.  “Listen Mel, I was just talking to him, did you know that he still thinks he’s going to win your bet?  He seems awfully sure of himself – and that’s despite the fact that he peed on the floor twice this morning already!”

	Mel sighed a bit.  The fact that he was so sure of himself was not something she wanted to hear just then.  “Yeah, I know,” she replied.   “I really wish he would just admit defeat and give up so we could get on with things, but he still thinks he’s going to win.  And to tell the truth, I have no way of knowing that he won’t be able to control himself and win this bet. 

	“So you think there really could be a chance that you two are going to need judges to help you decide the winner?”

	“I hope not!  But then, what I hope for is that I’m going to win this thing – easily.  But knowing him, by the second day, even if it looks like I’m winning, then he may insist on the judges anyway.”

	“So there is a chance that I’ll be able to see exactly how this thing comes out?”

	Mel paused for a moment.  Something in what Robin had just said clued her in as to Robin’s motive – she wanted to see exactly how everything went down as to deciding the outcome.  “Yeah,” Mel finally said cautiously.  “There is a chance… although as I said before, I’m still hoping that he’s going to just give up and admit defeat.”

	“Thanks Mel,” Robin replied.  “I appreciate it.”

	“Anytime,” Robin.

	Robin hung up her phone and stared out at the parking lot outside the plate glass wall.  They both still thought they could win, but for some reason, she got the impression that Sissy was much more sure about it.  Yet as far as she could tell, he had no control at all anymore.  He didn’t even know when he was peeing – which had to be most of the time now.  So just who was going to win?  She found herself very anxious to find out.  But that event was still more than a week away.

	Tom Robinson was standing near the desk of one of the company employees while he waited for the guy’s computer to boot up.  The process was taking much longer than usual – part of the reason he was there in the first place.  As he waited, he could hear two women a few desks away talking between their desks.  He wouldn’t have bothered listening or even noticing, except that he heard the word Sissy used several times.  He was about to try to listen harder, but that was the point where the computer he was watching suddenly blue-screened.  He shook his head.  “I’ll get someone to bring you another one as soon as possible,” he told the guy.  “We’ll have to figure out what’s wrong with this one.”

	As he left, he stopped at the desk of one of the women.  “Did I hear you mention Sissy a few minutes ago?”

	The woman was a bit surprised that Tom would ask.  “Yeah,” she replied.  “We were just saying that we hoped he was going to make it to break later today since he didn’t make it this morning.”

	“He didn’t go to break this morning?  Any particular reason why not?”

	“Robin told us it was because he was working so hard and was worried about finishing before he went on vacation next week.”

	Tom nodded.  “Oh,” he replied.  “Thanks.”  He walked off towards his office where he stopped to tell one of his people about the bad computer.  Sissy was worried about finishing before his vacation?  That was a good thing of course, but he still had all of today and tomorrow too.  From what he had seen and the reports he had gotten through email, it didn’t sound like there was all that much left for them to do on their current project.  But maybe it wouldn’t hurt to just check to make sure there wasn’t a problem. 

	He picked up the phone and started to dial Chad’s number, but he stopped himself.  He didn’t really want to hear the stupid parody of a woman’s voice that Sissy seemed to be using lately.  That was one thing Chad… or Sissy really needed to work on if he was getting a sex change!  He dialed Robin’s number instead.  “Hi Robin, it’s Tom.”

	“Hi Tom,” Robin replied.  “What’s up?”

	“I just heard through the grapevine that Sissy had too much work to do to go to break today.  Is there a problem I don’t know about?”

	Robin was shocked that Tom had even heard about that.  “No Tom.  No problem at all.  He was just into something and wanted to finish it.  You know how he gets.”

	Tom knew.  Chad… or rather Sissy… whatever… was the technical wiz of that team.  Guys like that often did things like that… sometimes staying late after hours to finish something they were in the middle of.  Actually, he was glad to hear it.  “So there’s no problems at all?” he asked.

	“None that I know of,” Robin replied.

	But there was something about Robin’s voice that made Tom wonder.  Did she sound extra nervous about something?  “Maybe I should come down and check anyway,” he told her.

	“No!  Don’t do that!” Robin said a little too quickly.  “I mean, it’s not necessary.  We’re fine here.”

	“You’re sure?” Tom asked.

	“Oh yeah, I’m sure,” Robin replied.  “It’s all going just fine.  Yesterday we decided to make a few last minute changes and we’re just kind of in the middle of them.”

	Tom wasn’t entirely sure about that, but he decided to let it ride.  “Okay,” he replied.  “Just let me know if you have any problems I should know about… Either of you!”

	“No problem, Tom,” Robin replied.  “You know I will.”

	Robin breathed a sigh of relief as she hung up her phone.  She looked down at Sissy who was once again drinking a bottle on her cubicle floor.  “That was close,” she told him.  “Tom was thinking of coming down to check on us.”

	Chad shuddered inside.  It had been bad enough the first time his boss had seen him in a dress.  But Tom seeing him in this dress was absolutely the very last thing he wanted to happen!

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 5 of 9)

	Ray stared out the window of his top floor office and noticed one of the company’s SUVs driving in.  He stood there and watched as the vehicle drove into one of the parking spaces and saw Derek and one of his guys get out.  They went to the back of the vehicle where they both grabbed a box and carried them toward the building. 

	Derek.  He was still puzzled over who Derek might be going out with.  Certainly not Sissy as all the women in the company claimed.  He had no idea how that rumor had gotten started – or why it seemed to continue to grow.  No, as odd as the company rumors were behaving lately, he didn’t place the least bit of credence in that one.  But Derek was going out with someone, he just didn’t know who. 

	But… was Derek still going out with her?  It had been a few days now.  Maybe they broke up.  And more importantly, would the woman go out with him instead of Derek?  But the moment he thought about that, his thoughts turned to Gloria, the wild woman.  Damn the woman was good in bed.  He had been out last night with someone else, and yes, the sex had been great, but not like it was with Gloria.  And that was a bad sign.  That was the point where he usually proposed marriage to the woman – more often than not, hoping they would turn him down. 

	But his marriages never lasted.  He enjoyed life and the many varieties of things that it offered too much to be tied down to one person for very long.  So he was resisting seeing Gloria again.  He just couldn’t get the darn woman off his mind.  A bad sign!

	And of course he had another reason to resist Gloria as well.  Mel.  The rich woman.  And darn good looking too.  What more could anyone want in a woman?  He needed to start going out with Mel again and get on her good side.  Marriage to Mel would definitely have it advantages.  Money, money, money! 

	Now that he was reminded of Mel, he pulled out his cell phone and made his daily call, knowing full well that she would probably turn him down again.  She had said she would do that for the next two weeks.  But when you’re after one woman in particular, you don’t give up!  You keep hounding and hounding… and then you drop by for a visit!

	“Hi Mel.  It’s Ray.  How’s it going?” he asked when Mel finally picked up her phone.

	“Hi Ray,” Mel replied.  “Actually, it’s not going too badly.  I’m just finishing up working on something before I go to lunch.”

	“How about taking that lunch with me?  Anything you want.  The sky’s the limit!”

	Mel actually laughed a bit.  With Ray, she knew that would be true.  “Sorry Ray, I have to meet with someone at lunch today and I really don’t dare miss it.  Sorry, but it’s important.  But like I said, don’t give up on me.”

	“Don’t worry,” Ray replied.  “I’d never give up on someone as beautiful as you.”

	Mel actually blushed at his complement.  “Ray, after the work I’ve been doing lately, you’re awfully good for my ego - just listening to you!”

	“I can be better in person.”

	“I know it, but like I said, not till after next week.  Too much is at stake right now and all of it is way too important.”

	“Don’t worry, I’m not going to give up on you.  Just you don’t give up on me!”

	When Ray hung up his phone, for some reason he was feeling a lot better about how things were going with Mel… or weren’t going.  Yes, he definitely needed to plan a little surprise visit to the woman.  He’d do it tonight, but he was going out with one of the women from the accounting department right after work.

	Chad sat in his chair and stared at his computer screen, but his mind wasn’t on anything he was looking at.  It was almost lunchtime. What was he going to do?  Maybe he didn’t have to go to lunch today.  Since he was having to change his diaper so often, there was no reason for Cassie to change him.  Could he just stay here and skip lunch?  As far as he could tell, that sounded like his best course of action.  Just skip it and stay right at his desk.  Lunch might be the one normal meal he got every day, but dressed as he was, skipping it was definitely the best thing he could do. 

	It had been about half an hour now since he had changed his last diaper, and he could already feel how wet his current one was.  But that was nothing new.  He actually enjoyed the feeling of how wet they were.  Of course, he’d enjoy it a lot more if he was wearing more diapers for more protection and didn’t have to worry about making it leak so quickly.  That was a constant problem for him that he could really do without.  Soon though, just eight more days, and he wouldn’t have to worry about leaking anymore.  Of course, he wouldn’t have to do anything humiliating anymore.  And of course, he knew he was going to miss it.  But all good things have to come to an end.

	He looked down at his ridiculous blue dress.  Seated as he was, the skirts poofed out all over the place.  It really was a pretty dress.  Ridiculous, but pretty.  And deep down, he loved it.  The silly blue shoes on his feet were ridiculous too, but they had an added bonus of being very comfortable to wear all day.  Much more comfortable than a pair of heels.  And in their own way, they were fun to wear too.  Living the dream… and then some.  At least for the next eight days.

	“Are you going to lunch?”

	Chad turned quickly in his chair at Robin’s question.  Of course he had to get up and take the pacifier out of his mouth before curtseying, just so he could answer.  “No, I think it’s best if I stay here.  Besides, obviously Cassie doesn’t need to change me today.”  Curtsey, stupid pacifier.

	“But what are you going to eat?”

	Stupid pacifier, stupid curtsey.  “I think I’ll just do without for once,” he replied before having to put his pacifier back in his mouth again and curtseying again.

	Robin smiled.  Actually, this was one of the things she had already worked out with Mel.  He just didn’t know that.  “Tell you what,” she said, you need to eat something.  I’ll be back early and make sure you get something to eat.  Okay?”

	This time, Chad gladly curtseyed and removed his pacifier before speaking.  “Thank you Robin. I really appreciate that.”  Pacifier, curtsey.

	“While I’m gone, you just make sure you get that diaper leaking before lunchtime is over with!”

	Curtsey, pacifier.  “Yes, Robin.”  Pacifier, curtsey.  Actually, he was already wet enough that he figured he wouldn’t have much of a problem with it.  But as Robin left to get her own lunch, he went into her cubicle and grabbed another bottle of baby formula.  As he did, he noticed that all the bottles were full again, even the last one he had just finished.  And every last one of them contained nothing but baby formula.  Sighing, he took the bottle back to his desk. At least he could drink it while sitting in his chair instead of like a child on the floor.  Little things.  Sometimes they counted for a lot!

	As Mel entered the restaurant, her mind was on only one thing – convincing Gloria!  Ever since her conversation with Robin earlier she had been unsatisfied with the even number of judges for their bet.  And Gloria was her last, and best, hope for a better panel of judges.  And knowing Sissy, if he still hadn’t regained control by the second day, which she was hoping for, then he was going to insist on the judges taking control.  Which meant that unless he admitted defeat, they were going to need an odd number of fair judges. 

	She spotted Gloria a few moments after she walked in.  Gloria was already seated at one of their favorite tables.  There was a waitress at the table already taking Gloria’s drink order.  Mel walked up and ordered coffee before she even sat down.  The waitress left, and Mel leaned in toward Gloria as she was still sitting.  “I need your help. Desperately!”

	Gloria was somewhat surprised.  “What’s wrong?”

	“I need you to change your decision about not being one of the people to judge our bet for us.”

	Gloria shook her head.  “I told you…”

	“I know!  But this is serious!  For both of us!”

	Gloria looked a Mel closely for a moment.  “What’s got you in such a tizzy all of a sudden?  Didn’t you find anyone at all to judge the thing for you?”

	“Oh… We’ve got lots of judges… but now we’ve got too many.  And I dare not tell any of them that I don’t want them to judge, not after they’ve all agreed to be totally fair about it.”

	“Okay, so now I’m confused.  You’ve got too many judges, but you’re desperate for me to be a judge a well?”

	“I thought I had it all figured out,” Mel explained.  “Then Robin called this morning and pretty much insisted that she wanted to be one of the judges.  So now we have four… which is an even number.  And we can’t have the possibility of a tie vote with the judges.”

	Gloria shook her head.  “A tie vote doesn’t sound very likely to me.”

	“Yeah, I know you’re right, but still, I’d feel better… no, both of us would feel better if the number of judges made sure that something like that couldn’t happen.”

	Gloria just looked at her for a moment.  “But you know how I feel about this.  I’m not even happy about what I’m doing with him during our sessions anymore.  But I will keep doing it since I told you I would.  But other than that tiny bit of information gathering, I’m staying out of it.”

	“Gloria… we need you.  Please!  For both of us.  This isn’t about me playing with him and making him do something silly.  This isn’t even about making him incontinent which is what our bet is all about in the first place.  By the time the judging has to be done, that’s all over with.  The bet will be over.  We simply need people to help us determine the outcome.  People to decide which of us will win and who will lose.  Everything else will be over with!  Please!”

	Gloria continued to look at Mel as she mulled over her words.  “Who do you have judging now?”

	“Cassie and Sandy, Andrea, and now Robin.  We need a fifth judge.”

	Gloria continued to stare at Mel for a moment more.  “I want all of their phone numbers and email addresses so I can talk to them.  If I’m going to do this, then I want to contact all of them and make sure we’re all on the same page… so to speak.”

	Now it was Mel’s turn to stare back in surprise.  It took her a moment to realize that Gloria had just agreed to do it.  “Of course,” she replied.

	“And… there won’t be any of this deciding the bet on the first day thing.  If you want judges that badly, then your bet will be decided totally by us… when the deadline comes, and not before.  There won’t be any of this trying to convince him that he’s lost just because you think it’s going to be close!”

	Mel was shocked.  “I wouldn’t…”

	“I’m just making sure!” Gloria interrupted.  “If you want me to be a part of this, then it’s going to be our decision, not yours or Chad’s as to who wins or who loses.  And we’ll decide the criteria for determining it, not you and not Chad.  If he gains his control back on the first day.  Then so be it, but we’re all going to have to witness that control on the second day to verify it.  Those are my conditions. Take it or leave it!”

	Mel was still staring at her friend in shocked disbelief.  “Fine,” she replied contritely.

	“Maybe you’d better check with Chad about that too,” Gloria suggested.

	Cindy stared out through the doors towards the parking lot.  Sissy wasn’t coming today.  She didn’t know why, only that he wouldn’t bet there.  Cassie had told her that earlier.  She felt disappointed.  She didn’t realize how much she looked forward to seeing him every day.  Him… and his ridiculous outfits… and his ridiculous curtseying… and his ridiculous voice… and all the other ridiculous things about him.  It was only today that he wasn’t going to be there, but she found she really missed him.  She wondered what he was doing today instead that kept him away.  And now… she couldn’t wait to ask him about it tomorrow!

	Robin was actually taking her time.  Instead of going through the drive-thru, she went inside the fast-food place to get lunch instead… although she did get it to go.  She just wanted to give Sissy enough time to finish his bottle… and perhaps a few extra minutes to worry a bit.  The food in the bag on the car seat next to her was starting to smell awfully good.  Nothing in that bag was really on her diet, but then, today, she didn’t care. 

	What she was planning on doing was a bit cruel, but only a little bit.  But she was going to enjoy turning the screws on him anyway. 

	She parked her car and grabbed the food and her drink… she hadn’t bothered to get a drink for him… he would only be drinking baby formula from his bottles – for the rest of the day.  The thought of that made her giggle.  It really was ridiculous… just like him!

	She paused for a moment as she passed his cubicle.  He was sitting at his desk but she couldn’t tell exactly what he was doing… not that it mattered.  She saw him turn around as he realized she was there.  “My place,” she said as she continued her journey. 

	She set everything down on top of her desk and pulled her mirror out of her big bag to once again check her face and hair.  She let Sissy stand and wait while she took her sweet time of it.  She turned to him.  “Get your chair.”  She watched as he hurried out.  She wanted him in his chair because she wasn’t about to get down on the floor with him while they ate.  As he quickly pushed his chair into her cubicle, she started taking lunch out of the bag and unwrapping it.  A large bacon cheeseburger with all the toppings and a large order of French Fries.  She half turned to him.  “Pull your chair up and sit!”

	She expected him to do just that, but she was surprised to realize that he was curtseying instead.  “Thank you, Robin,” he said very sincerely before curtseying again and sticking his pacifier back in his mouth.  The hamburger smelled very good.  So did the French fries.  She could practically hear his stomach rumbling for them.  She knew his mouth had to be watering for them.  She almost giggled out loud.

	As soon as the food was spread out on the desk top near him, she turned to grab her own chair.  When she turned back again, she saw that he had put his pacifier on the desk and was reaching for the hamburger.  “Ah, ah, ah!” she said quickly to stop him.  She saw his puzzled look.  “You’re not wearing your bib,” she explained.  “You don’t eat without a bib on… especially not in that outfit.  What if you dripped?”  She almost laughed at the look of exasperation on his face. 

	She got his bib out that she used on him when he wore her “baby” t-shirt and played on the floor.  “That’s much better,” she declared as she sat down in her chair.  She saw him removing his pacifier and again reaching for the hamburger.  “What are you doing?”

	Chad almost answered without standing up to curtsey, but he remembered just in time.  Fortunately, his stupid pacifier was already out of his mouth.  “I was just going to eat,” he replied.  Curtsey.  Back down in the chair.

	“Yes you are,” Robin told him.  “But not that.  That’s my lunch!”

	Stand.  Curtsey.  “But you said…”

	“I said I’d make sure you got something to eat,” Robin replied before he got any further.  “Now curtsey again and sit down!”

	Chad did just that, but he wasn’t liking the way that Robin had put things – especially when he saw her pulling a grocery bag up off the floor from under her desk.  He watched as she looked through the bag… and then started pulling jar after jar of baby food out of it.  “But…”  He hadn’t gotten up to curtsey, the word just desperately left his mouth.

	“I know you didn’t say anything!” Robin stated sternly without looking at him. 

	Chad said nothing.  He simply stared back and forth from the large hamburger – that looked like it had bacon on it – to the jars of baby food that were now sitting in front of Robin.  He watched disappointedly as she opened the first of those jars, and producing one of his tiny baby spoons from somewhere, pulled a spoonful of green mush out of the jar and held it out toward his mouth. 

	“Open wide,” she said as if she were talking to an infant. 

	Reluctantly, Chad opened his mouth and let her spoon the junk in.  But his eyes never left the big juicy looking hamburger on the desk.

	While he was swallowing his first spoonful of pureed green beans, Robin picked up the hamburger and took a big bite.  “Oh!” she declared.  “This is so good.”  While she was chewing, she picked up his tiny spoon again and fed him another tiny bit of green goo from the jar.  The look on his face was priceless as he devoured the tiny bit of green tasteless food, while her hamburger looked and smelled so good right in front of him.  She fed him another tiny spoonful before taking another bite of her hamburger.  “I just love these things with bacon on them.” 

	Chad knew what she was doing to him, and he didn’t appreciate it.  He was stuck eating lousy baby food while she had an absolute feast in front of her.  And there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.  His mouth watered for the hamburger – especially with bacon on it.  But the only thing he was getting instead was green baby food.  He wasn’t even sure what it was that she was feeding him.  It wasn’t fair!  He opened his mouth and had to accept yet another little bite of food. 

	“You know,” Robin said as she fed him another tiny spoonful from the jar, “my son is one-year old now, and he’s graduated way past using these tiny infant spoons.  He always eats with a regular tea spoon instead – that is, when he isn’t eating something solid, which is most of the time now.  She picked up her sandwich and took another bite, and followed it with two fries and a sip from her drink.  Then she fed him another spoonful from the jar. 

	“In fact,” Robin continued, “did you know that he successfully used the potty twice last night?  He’s really been doing very well with his potty training.  It looks like I’ll have him out of diapers in no time.”

	What she was talking about wasn’t exactly something that Chad wanted to hear. 

	“But you,” Robin said, “You don’t even know when you’re peeing anymore.”  She scrapped the last of the baby food out of that jar and stuck it into his mouth.  Then she took another big bite of her hamburger before opening another jar.  Two French fries later, she shoved the ugly brown pureed beef into his mouth. 

	“Let’s see now,” Robin said to him as she chewed her own food.  “My son eats more grown-up food than you, while you eat only pureed baby food.”  She paused a moment to stick more food into his mouth.  “My son drinks from a cup with a lid on it now and often from something with a straw… while you drink only from baby bottles.”  She paused to take another bite from her hamburger.  “My son is almost potty trained, while you don’t even know you’re pissing yourself.”  She pulled another spoonful of brown goo out of the jar and held it half-way to his face.  “It seems to me,” she said, “that you’re much more of an infant that he is!”  And with that she shoved the tiny spoon towards his face, forcing him to open his mouth quickly to take it in.

	Chad didn’t know he was going to pee, but he did feel himself doing it this time, adding emphasis to everything that Robin had just said.  When she put it like she just did, there was no way he could disagree.  He could feel his face burning red with shame.  And strangely, he also felt that tiny almost physical feeling of sexual need – now located in his back end instead of his front.

	Robin stuck two more fries into her mouth, then wrapped up what was left of her hamburger and fries, which was almost half, and threw it into the trash.  Chad just stared at her wide eyed with disbelief.  Oh how he would love to be able to finish her lunch for her.  But as if proving that he would never be able to, she spooned yet another tiny bit of the brown awful tasting mush into his mouth instead.  What a waste!  But he wasn’t sure if he was thinking that about the food she threw away… or himself.

	To make matters worse for him, three jars of baby food later, he found himself down on the floor of Robin’s cubicle again drinking another baby bottle full of infant formula.  Nothing but a baby indeed.  And when he stood up after his bottle had finished, he realized his diaper was leaking again. 

	“There’s no doubt about it,” Robin teased, “my one-year old son is more of an adult than you!”

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 6 of 9)

	Mel walked out of the changing room wearing the dark grey pin-striped suit. 

	“And how is that one?” Lilly asked.

	Mel walked over to the larger group of three mirrors where she could see better than in the simple single mirror on the wall of her changing room.  She stared at her image in the three mirrors.  It was without a doubt a beautiful suit.  It gave just the right impression.  Rich, successful, and one of the elite!  Which she knew she wasn’t.  Not yet at least.  But someday…  The only thing wrong with the picture was her bare feet.  But that wasn’t a problem.  She had suitable shoes at home already.  “Very nice,” she replied to the saleswoman’s question. 

	“Knowing Feinbaum’s boys,” Lilly said, “you should fit in just fine now.”

	Mel smiled at her.  That was all she really wanted.  It wasn’t like she was going to date any of them.  Even though she wouldn’t mind dating Dick Feinbaum.  But he was happily married with several kids.  “Thanks Lilly,” she replied.  “It’s perfect!  Just what I needed.”

	“I told you we could take care of you,” Lilly replied.  “So in the future, don’t be such a stranger.  We may miss your mother and father, but there’s no reason why you shouldn’t pay us a little visit once in a while.  And when you change out of that, then I’d still like to show you some of our tea dresses.”

	Mel thought briefly about the contract still sitting on her desk.  She had only a little bit more to read through before she would be done.  An hour’s work at the most.  And then there was the promise she had made to Gloria to get her all the phone numbers and email addresses of the other judges.  A few minutes work at most, although she knew she would have to call the others first to warn them.  She smiled at Lilly, let me get this off and then you can show me what you’ve got.”  A few minutes more enjoying the richness and personal service that this store offered couldn’t hurt anything.  With these two suits, she was prepared for anything from Feinbaum’s group now.

	What Robin had told Sissy earlier about her son’s potty training was only partially true.  He had done it twice in the potty last night, but she was fairly sure it was mostly just accidental because she had set him on it at the right times and had gotten lucky.  In reality, her son was really just barely old enough to start training.  But still, she was making progress with him.  Given another month or two, it was possible that he would be out of diapers… once in a while – while Sissy might still be in them… maybe forever! 

	He was back to working on their project again.  She knew he didn’t have much left to do with it and very soon he would be spending the rest of his afternoon playing like a silly child on her floor.  But that reminded her of her next obstacle – break time.  He wouldn’t really be working, so she would definitely be lying if she told everyone that he couldn’t come again because of his work.  But that was certainly no problem.  The real problem was that nobody would probably believe her.  They expected him to take a break once in a while.  And since she had made the mistake of telling her friend earlier this morning that he was wearing something different and something pretty, they were all going to be looking for him to be there.  As much as she really wanted to see him go to break, in that dress, she still figured that too many questions would soon be pointed at her.  Not good!  So what should she do?

	“There you are!” Ray said to Derek as he walked into Derek’s office.  “I noticed that you’ve been gone nearly every morning this week.  What’s up?”

	Derek nodded.  “You remember that big distribution center they’re building that we got the contract for?  Well they’re far enough along now that we can start going through it and making plans.  So we’ve been checking it out every morning and figuring out what we need all afternoon.”

	Ray nodded.  “Yeah, that’s going to be a big account.  How’s that going?”

	“Good so far.  But it’s not going to be an easy one.  They’ve got tons of problems they’re throwing at us.”

	“Which is going to mean more money for the company!” Ray noted.

	Derek smiled.  “That much is certainly true.”

	“So are you still going out with the woman you mentioned a few days ago?”

	Derek blinked at his change of topic.  “Sure,” he replied.

	Ray was only mildly disappointed.  It was early yet.  “So who is she?”

	Derek smiled.  “I told you, I’m not telling.”

	Ray smiled back.  He had tried.  He simply hadn’t caught Derek off guard enough to get the answer.  So he changed topic again.  “Hey, what’s with all the rumors I keep hearing about you and Sissy?  Have you heard them?”

	Derek groaned.  “Yeah, I’ve heard.  Stupid!  And before you ask, no I want nothing to do with that stupid jerk.  So don’t even think it!”

	“I wasn’t!” Ray replied.  “I just wanted to know if you had heard what they’re saying.  I have no idea how rumors like that could get started.”

	Derek thought about that for a minute.  “I do,” he said somewhat morosely. 

	“How?”

	But Derek just shook his head.  “Never mind,” he replied.  “But I think it’s long past time I got to the source of them and fixed it!”

	Ray nodded his agreement, even though in reality, he’d rather see the rumors continuing.  But if he were in Derek’s shoes, he would have put a stop to them long ago.

	Derek stared at the vacant doorway that Ray had just walked out of.  He had seen Ray turn the corner and continue on in the direction of his own office.  Ray had been right, the company rumors that were flying were crazy.  So much so that he hadn’t bothered to do anything at all to put a stop to them.  But if they were getting that far out of hand, then he really did need to do something to stop them. 

	But thinking about those rumors and what they were about and who was behind them, reminded him of Mel.  Instead of tackling the rumors, he dialed her number instead.  He had to talk to Andrea first, but he was lucky when she said she would put him right through. 

	“Hi Mel,” he said brightly as soon as Mel’s voice answered the call.

	“Derek!  How are you?”

	“Doing just fine.  I guess you’re still not up for a dinner with just the two of us tonight.”

	“Sorry Derek.  Besides, this is Thursday, Sissy and I have our therapy session every Thursday night.”

	“Therapy?” he asked.  But if anyone needed therapy, it was Sissy!

	“Relaxation therapy,” Mel replied.  “You should try it sometime.  You’d love it!”

	“No thanks.  I think I’ll pass,” he replied.  To him, relaxation therapy sounded like something that ranked right up there with ballet.  Let the women enjoy the junk like that.  “So I guess getting together tonight is out?”

	“Unless you want to stop by later and watch Sissy practicing his ballet again.  He really is adorable to watch.”

	“No thanks,” Derek said again.  “When is he supposed to perform it?  Saturday sometime?”

	“Saturday afternoon.  Can you be there?”

	“Uh…  I’ll have to think about it.”

	Mel was fairly sure he wasn’t interested in the least.  Which was a shame.  “Okay.  I got to get back to work now.  I’m almost finished with something and I really need to get back to it.”

	“Okay,” Derek replied disappointedly.  “Talk to you tomorrow?”

	“I hope so!” Mel replied.

	Derek hung up.  Ballet!  And relaxation therapy!  If Chad really did go in for things like that, then he belonged with the women!

	He got up from his chair.  It was time to do something about all those crazy rumors he was hearing about.  And he had a feeling that what he had heard was only the tip of the iceberg compared to what else was probably flying around!

	“You’ve got nothing else to work on?” Robin asked.

	Curtsey, remove the dumb pacifier, “Not now,” he replied.  “I’ve got it all finished.”  Pacifier back, curtsey again. 

	“Then I’ll just have to find something for you to occupy yourself with here,” Robin replied.

	Curtsey, remove the stupid pacifier.  “But isn’t there anything else I can do on the project?” Chad whined.  Stupid pacifier back.  Curtsey again.  Conversations with Robin were really starting to wear on Chad’s nerves.  All the curtseying and worrying about his pacifier… or his thumb… was so irritating!  He didn’t understand why Robin didn’t get annoyed at it all.  But then, she didn’t have to curtsey or suck her thumb.

	“I’m sorry,” Robin replied, “but all that seems to be left is my stuff.  And I guess I’m just not as fast as you are.  I’m going to be a few days finishing it yet.  But if I do come across anything, then I’ll let you know.”

	Chad was very disappointed, but he didn’t say anything only because he didn’t want to have to curtsey all over again.

	“Is your diaper leaking?” Robin asked.

	Ugh!  Now he would have to curtsey anyway.  Curtsey, remove the pacifier…  “Not yet,” he replied before shoving his pacifier back in his mouth and curtseying again. 

	Robin simply pulled another baby bottle of infant formula out of his diaper bag and handed it to him.  She didn’t have to even look at him as he again sank down to her cubicle floor to drink it.  But now that he was down on her floor, he would probably be staying there for the rest of the day.  Except for when he spoke to her… and she still didn’t know what she was going to do about break time.

	Derek paused slightly at Sissy’s cubicle.  Empty.  He didn’t know whether to be surprised or not.  He wouldn’t have talked to the jerk anyway.  He continued a few feet further to Robin’s cubicle.  She was the one he needed to talk with.  He had no doubt at all that she was the one behind all the crazy rumors. 

	But the moment he could see into her cubicle, he stopped and stared, not sure if he was seeing right again.  And all too quickly he realized that he was.  Once again, Sissy was dressed… well… like a sissy.  A really stupid sissy.  And he was drinking another baby bottle of what looked like milk.  Here at work!  The idiot.  He briefly wondered where they kept the milk for his bottle.  Wouldn’t it spoil if it wasn’t kept in the refrigerator?  But then, what did he know about such things. 

	Robin heard the exclamation of surprise coming from Sissy.  She turned around to see what the problem was and saw Derek there.  “Derek…” she said very surprised.  “What brings you down here?”

	Derek was still staring down at Sissy, shaking his head in disgust.  The jerk!  He deserved every bit of what he was getting out of life now!  He finally looked up at Robin.  “I need to talk to you about all these rumors that are flying everywhere!”

	Robin blushed a bit.  She knew they were mostly her fault, but really, it was all just fun.  But she didn’t want to talk about them in front of Sissy.  She quickly got up from her chair.  “You finish that bottle and stay right there!” she said to Sissy as she shook her finger at him.  Then she looked up at Derek.  “Let’s go somewhere… more private, to talk.”

	Derek didn’t know why.  He didn’t really care if Sissy heard any of what he had to say or not, but Robin was already pushing past him.  “Why?” he asked as he followed her out into the hallway.

	“Because I don’t want to talk in there!” Robin replied.

	Derek rolled his eyes somewhat, but he followed her anyway.  He was surprised when she turned the corner and kept going.  “How far…”

	“Not yet!” Robin said without waiting for him to finish.  She led him down several hallways and all the way out the doors leading to the parking lot.  Once they were outside, she looked around.  Nobody was in sight.  Nobody could inadvertently hear them talking out here.

	“What are we doing all the way out here?” Derek asked.

	“I don’t want Sissy to hear what we’re talking about.”

	“Why not?  And why all the way outside?”

	“I just told you…”

	“Yeah, but it doesn’t answer my question!”

	Damn him!  “Because I don’t want anyone to hear.  If anyone found out about what I do with him back there, then…  I really don’t want to lose my job!”

	“Then why do you do it?”

	She shook her head exasperated at his question.  Then, suddenly, she giggled.  “Because I can’t help it anymore.  It’s fun.”

	This time, Derek did roll his eyes.  Stupid women!  “Listen,” he said, his voice full of irritation,” I’m tired of hearing all these crazy stupid rumors about me and Sissy.  They’re preposterous!  And I have no doubt that you are somehow behind all of them!”

	“Me?” Robin sounded shocked.  Then more contritely she admitted, “Well, maybe some.  Maybe a few more too,” she admitted.  “But not all of them!”

	“I want them stopped!” Derek said strongly.  “They’re getting way out of hand!”

	Robin had no doubt about that at all, but she was really enjoying all those rumors – from her point of view.  “They’re not hurting anyone.  And everyone is having so much fun talking about Sissy.”

	“It’s not Sissy I’m concerned about.  It’s me!  They’re damn embarrassing and certainly not true.  None of them!  Everyone thinks I’m something that I’m not!”

	Robin giggled.  “They all know it deep down.”

	“I don’t think so!  Not anymore!  Squash them!” he told her in no uncertain terms.  He turned to go, leaving it at that, figuring she ought to get the message.

	“No!” Robin said to his back before he could open the door.

	Derek turned, shocked that she would even speak to him that way.  “What?”

	“I said no.”

	“No?  Why the hell not?”

	“Because I don’t want to.”

	“You don’t want to?  I don’t care.  Stop them!”

	“No.”

	Women!  They were the most frustrating creatures in the world.  And sometimes arguing with them got you nowhere.  In fact arguing with them always got you nowhere.  “Then I’ll stop them myself!” he said angrily as he turned and opened the door. 

	“You know,” Robin said quickly.  “If I wanted to, I could stop them all in about a minute!”

	Derek stopped and turned back to her.  “Then do it!”

	“No,” Robin replied again.  “Not unless I get something in return.”

	Again Derek was shocked.  “What?”

	“I’ll fix all the rumors for you.  I’ll stop them completely.  But I want something in return.”

	Incredulous, Derek simply asked.  “What do you want?”

	Robin smiled.  “Close the door again.  We’re probably going to be a while!”

	Mel turned over the last page of the contract and added it to the upside-down stack nearby.  Finished – at least with reading through it.  There was no more that she could do.  From everything she knew about the deal, it all sounded fine.  The contract itself was the work of genius.  But then Slatter was one of the best… if not the best!  She had picked up a few pointers here and there for her own use. 

	She sat back and closed her eyes.  Done!  Now all they had to do was to finalize the thing and she could collect her money and forget all about it.  So why did it feel like she was missing something?  Something important!

	It was blackmail!  Highway robbery!  Damn women!  Once they had the least little bit of leverage you could never talk them out of anything!  And they always wanted something stupid out of you!  Women!  Especially Robin! 

	Derek fumed all the way back up to his office.  He had told her to forget it in no uncertain terms.  The stupid woman!  Did she actually believe he would ever go along with her ridiculous schemes?  No!  No way!  No way in hell!  He would put an end to the damn rumors himself! 

	The only problem was, the rumors were flying among the women – where they usually flew, and it was damn hard to convince a woman of anything other than what they wanted to think!  And he ought to know!  He used to be married not that long ago.  Damn women!

	It would take another woman… one they all trusted… to finally put an end to the crazy things they were all saying about him.  Damn!  It amounted to slander!  In the worst way!  Him and Sissy?  They all needed to get a grip!

	But if it really would need a woman to end it… one that they all knew and trusted… then damn Robin was the one and only logical choice.  She was the one behind it all to begin with.  She was the one to blame.  But he had already told her he wouldn’t do it.  Not any of it!  With good reason!  And he had told her in no uncertain terms so that even she would know how serious he was about it. 

	Damn women!  Why did they have to be so hard-headed?  Still fuming, he sat down hard in his chair and stared at the work piled up on his desk. Damn women!

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 7 of 9)

	It was break time and Robin was still a bit undecided over what she was going to do about Sissy.  She really wanted to make him go.  It would be so funny!  But she dared not.  She knew with a certainty that she couldn’t do it.  Not as long as he was wearing that silly and all too precious outfit.  No, she was just going to have to make another excuse and hope that none of the women decided to come down afterwards to see him for themselves… which the more she thought about it, the more likely it sounded. 

	She stared down at him on her cubicle floor, once again playing with the paper dolls.  Ridiculous!  And in that dress with that bow in his hair, he looked like such a parody of a little girl it was crazy.  She really did love his dress!  It really was gorgeous!  And evidently, he had several more that were similar.  She wondered what they looked like.  Did they have matching shoes too? 

	Yes, the ladies would all die to see him in that outfit.  They’d all have a major fit over him.  And she would love so much to see it that she was almost convinced to make him go.  Unfortunately, she still dared not.  Not unless he volunteered to go himself… which was very unlikely.

	It was such a shame that Derek had been so huffy about her ideas.  But she guessed she couldn’t blame him.  But oh well, she didn’t want to put an end to any of those rumors anyway, she was enjoying them way too much – in light of what she was doing with Sissy. 

	“Sissy,” she said to get his attention.  She waited till he was looking up at her.  She nearly giggled at the pacifier stuck in his mouth.  “I think it would be a good idea for you to go to break this afternoon.”

	Chad was horrified.  A good idea?  Not at all!  He got to his feet as quickly as he could, fumbling past the net skirts to do it.  He didn’t even think about it as his hand plucked his pacifier from his mouth.  He curtseyed.  “No Robin, please…” he whined in his stupid lisping sissy voice.  “I can’t.  I really can’t!  Not today.  Please…”  The final ‘s’ sound of the word ‘please’ was nothing but a drawn out hissing ‘th’ sound.  He stood there desperately waiting for Robin to reply, but he finally realized she was waiting on him.  Pacifier back, curtsey, back down on the floor like an idiot.

	“But that dress is simply too beautiful to keep hidden back here.  Just think how much everyone would love seeing it.”

	Everyone seeing it was just what horrified him the most – whether they would “love” seeing it or not!  Back to his feet, curtsey, pacifier.  “But Robin… I can’t!  I just can’t!  Please!” he begged.  Pacifier, silly curtsey, back to the floor like a baby.

	Robin shook her head.  “I guess… maybe I’ll let it pass today.  But don’t expect me to be this lenient in the future!”  She was totally stern on the outside, but giggling on the inside.  She knew he wouldn’t want to go.  Even though it was such a shame.  The others really would die over his outfit!

	“Now I have to go to break and figure out what to tell everybody since they’re all asking to see you.  In the meantime, what do we do about you?  Do I need to tie you up again to make you stay there?”

	Chad jumped to his feet and curtseyed before plucking his pacifier out of his mouth.  “No Robin, I’ll stay right here!  I promise!”  Pacifier, curtsey, down.

	She already was fairly certain he wouldn’t go anywhere.  She nodded. “Very well, as long as you promise, let’s see if for once you can be trusted… although from everything I’ve seen about you so far, that’s going to be a long shot!”

	Stand up, curtsey, pacifier.  “I’m not going anywhere!  I promise!” he repeated somewhat enthusiastically since she was letting him stay behind.  Pacifier, curtsey, down again.

	Robin nodded as if she didn’t believe it.  “In the meantime, I guess we better keep you busy.”  She pulled another bottle of formula out of his diaper bag and set it on the desktop.  She was about to give it to him, but she changed her mind.  “Stand up,” she ordered.

	Chad got to his feet. 

	“Now curtsey.”

	Chad curtseyed as instructed.

	“Now remove your pacifier.”

	Chad pulled his pacifier out of his mouth.

	“Now promise me you’ll be a good baby girl.”

	“I pwomith to be a good baby giuw,” Chad said in his stupid sissy voice.

	“Put your pacifier back in your mouth.

	Chad did as ordered.

	“Curtsey.”

	Chad curtseyed.

	“Now get back down on the floor.”

	Chad immediately got back down to the floor again.  What was that all about?  He had been doing it just that way every time he opened his mouth.

	“Now do it again, just like that.”

	Once again Chad got up and went through the exact same routine before getting down again. 

	“Good.  I’m going to break now.  I expect that bottle to be finished as soon as possible.  I don’t intend on staying as long as we usually do since I’m not in the mood to answer a lot of questions about why you’re not there.  So as soon as you finish that bottle, I expect you to practice standing and saying that you promise to be a good baby girl over and over and over again.  When I come back, I’m going to stop at your cubicle instead and I better hear you practicing and practicing and practicing – nonstop!  Got that?  Don’t let me hear you not practicing or you’re going to be parading that beautiful outfit of yours all over this building until I’m sure that everyone has seen you in it!  Got that?”

	Chad was shaking a bit.  Over and over and over again?  But he got to his feet and went through his usual routine.  “Yeth Wobin,” he agreed in his stupid sissy voice before going through it all to get back down to the floor.

	“Yes what?” Robin asked. 

	Chad had to get to his feet, curtsey, and remove his pacifier.  “I promise to be a good baby girl,” he said before putting his pacifier back in his mouth, curtseying, and getting back down on the floor. 

	Robin smiled slyly.  “Just… like… that!  Every time!  And I promise I’m going to be checking!” With that, she turned and walked out. 

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about what she was making him do, but at least he didn’t have to go to break today.  Plus… at least she wasn’t making him stand out in the hallway and do it like she sometimes did!  He grabbed his bottle and put it to his mouth.  He didn’t have to go to break!  Relief!

	Derek got up from his desk.  Damn Robin!  Damn women in general!  Stupid rumors!  That’s all they were, was stupid rumors.  But the damn women couldn’t seem to get reality into their pea sized brains!  To them, the idiotic rumors were reality. 

	Well, it was time to put a stop to it all!  He made his way to the elevator and rode down with several women. He couldn’t help but notice that the topic of their conversation concerned Sissy and what he might be wearing.  He didn’t care what Sissy was wearing.  They could talk about that all they liked!  He just didn’t want them slandering him! 

	Like a gentleman, he allowed the women to exit the elevator first and he followed them all the way into the break room.  The room was mostly full already.  His eyes immediately went to the women’s usual table as he headed straight for it.  He saw Robin just sitting down, but he didn’t see Sissy… not that he really cared.  That table, with or without Sissy, was where he needed to concentrate his efforts… or ire!  Let them know how unhappy he was about it all!

	“So where’s Sissy?” one of the women asked Robin before she could even sit down. 

	Robin saw all of them looking at her expectantly.  Out of the corner of her eye, she also noticed Derek heading straight for them.  “Well, he’s…”  Before she dared say anything else, she decided to see what Derek would do.  She stopped talking and looked up at him as he approached.  She smiled as he stopped at the table.  “Hi Derek,” she said in a somewhat mocking voice.

	Derek looked at her.  Damn the woman!  But he thought once again about how she probably did have the power to squelch all the rumors about him quickly.  Damn her!  Instead of giving all of the women the tongue lashing he had been practicing in his head, different words came out instead.  But as he said them, his eyes never once left Robin.  His voice was pure kindness, but his eyes staring at Robin said something else altogether.  “Hi ladies,” he said, trying to sound casual and nice – despite how he felt.  “I know you were all looking forward to seeing Sissy this afternoon, but I’m afraid I needed him to take care of something important for me… kind of real quick.  So if you miss him, don’t blame him… or Robin,” he managed to force Robin’s name out without spitting too badly, “blame me instead.  Sorry, but I really needed his help.  Okay?” 

	Had he really done that?  Had he really given Robin and Sissy and excuse for Sissy not being there?  Damn the woman!  Why didn’t he just yell at them all like he planned to?  Before he could say… or do… something he might really regret, he walked off toward the coffee pots.

	Robin was totally gleeful inside.  He had done it!  He had done exactly what she wanted him to.  “Excuse me ladies,” she said quickly as she got up and went over to stand next to Derek while he poured himself some coffee.  “Thank you,” she said somewhat sincerely, but also with a bit of mischievousness in her voice. 

	“Don’t thank me!” Derek growled softly as he poured his coffee.  “I shouldn’t have done it!”

	Robin just smiled.  “And to think your wife divorced you.  Strange.  You really would make a good husband.  You already know enough to do what a woman asks.”

	The look Derek gave her left no doubt as to his anger.

	“Just kidding!” Robin said quickly.  “Just kidding!  You know I appreciate what you just did for me.”

	“Now will you please kill those damn rumors?  Set them straight?”

	“Not till tomorrow…” Robin said teasingly.  “Like I said, not till tomorrow.  And especially not before you do the other little thing I asked for.”

	“Not on your life!” Derek growled softly, but menacingly.  “Not on your life!”

	Robin just smiled.  “We’ll just have to see how you feel about it tomorrow then.  In the meantime, I wonder just what kind of rumors I can start about you and Sissy now that you’ve said you have him doing something for you.  Especially since he doesn’t even work for you.”  With a teasing wink, she quickly walked away before he actually did hit her… or worse.  Men!  Sometimes they were just too easy!

	“So Robin,” one of the women asked as she sat back down.  “What’s going on?”

	Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Derek walking out of the break room.  He didn’t exactly look happy but she didn’t care.  She was happy.  She turned to the woman who had asked the question.  “What’s going on?  What do you think?”

	Stand up.  Pull out the pacifier.  Curtsey.  “I promise to be a good baby girl.”  Pacifier back.  Curtsey.  Down on the floor.  Talk about monotonous!   And Robin wasn’t even there!  Why was he bothering?  She had said she would be back from break early.  But he didn’t really believe her.  She was just saying that to make sure he did what she wanted.  But did he dare not do it?  He went through the routine again, his voice saying the words sounded nothing but bored.  Why was he bothering if she wasn’t there?

	Before he went through it again, he glanced at the time.  There was still more than ten minutes before she would even be leaving the break room.  He got to his feet, but instead of curtseying or doing anything else, he cautiously looked out into the hallway.  Nobody there.  Why was he bothering.  He decided to take a break for a few minutes and maybe start again just before he expected her back.

	“I don’t hear you!” Robin’s voice lashed from over top of the wall between them.

	Startled, Chad immediately pulled the pacifier out of his mouth and went through his routine again.  And again, and again, and again.  But Robin wasn’t making an appearance.  He was doing it yet again when she called over the wall, “you don’t sound like you mean it!  Say it so I know you really will try to be good!”

	Chad was forced to put a little more effort in the way he said the words.  He thought he heard a small giggle from the other side of the wall, but it could have been his imagination.  What was she doing over there anyway?  That was his desk, not hers!  He went through the routine again… and again… and again…

	Robin was surfing the sales on the internet.  She had come back quietly and simply went into his cubicle instead of hers.  The fact that he had stopped for so long that one time told her that he probably couldn’t be trusted any more than a child yet.  It was a good thing she was making him do it.  Maybe eventually he’d get the message to do as he was told!  Maybe!

	As his voice droned on in the background, and the sales scrolled by on the screen, her mind played back what had happened in the break room.  She was very surprised that Derek had agreed to go along with her request.  Very surprised!  But would he go along with the rest of it?  Somehow she very much doubted that.  But then… he did actually do what she had asked of him for today.  So would he tomorrow?  She’d just have to wait and see. 

	But one thing was for sure, tomorrow afternoon, no matter how Sissy was dressed, he was going to have to show up in the break room!  Like it… or not!

	Mel sat back in her chair and relaxed.  Now that she had taken care of her little responsibility as far as Feinbaum’s contract was concerned, she felt nothing but relief.  So much stress seemed to have suddenly left her.  She still worried that she might have missed something, but she had read the thing very carefully from start to finish and couldn’t find one thing out of order.

	She was also feeling somewhat good because Gloria had agreed to act as a judge for their bet.  Yes, Gloria had some strict conditions, but that was fine.  She had already called Cassie and Sandy and warned them to expect a call from Gloria.  Andrea she had told as soon as she got back from lunch. But she had delayed in calling Robin because she wanted to wait a bit so she could ask how the day went for her and Sissy.  But the day had droned on long enough now.  She picked up her cell phone and dialed Robin’s number.  The phone rang longer than she expected it to, but Robin answered before she actually gave up.

	“Hello?” Robin’s somewhat breathless voice answered.

	Mel figured she must have hurried to get back to her phone.  “Hi Robin, it’s Mel.  I was just checking to see how everything went today?”  Was that Sissy’s voice she heard in the background?  What was he talking about?

	“Wait a minute,” Robin replied as she went out in the hallway and started walking further away from Sissy’s little practice session.  “Okay.  Sorry about that.  I just wanted to get away where we could talk easier.”

	“So what’s going on?” Mel asked.  “Was that him I heard when you answered the phone?”

	“Yeah.  I’ve got him practicing curtseying before and after he talks again.  He’s got nothing better to do right now so when he’s not drinking from his bottles, he’s practicing.”  She giggled.  He really does look ridiculous!  And I’m loving every minute of it!”

	Mel smiled.  She had no doubt that he looked ridiculous.  And once again she wished she could be there to see it.  It also clued her in as to why Sissy was curtseying more than she required lately… which she wasn’t about to put a stop to.  “Listen Robin, while I’ve got you on the phone, I just wanted to warn you that Gloria is probably going to call.  I finally managed to convince her to be one of the judges too, but she had some requirements of her own before she said yes.”

	“Requirements?”

	“Yeah, but they all sound like ones that you’ll probably be very happy about.  I’ll let her tell you though.”

	“Okay,” Robin replied cautiously.  “So now there are five of us judging?”

	“Yes.  That will be a much better number I think. No ties that way.”

	“Sounds fine with me.  I’ll wait to hear form her.”

	“So, no problems today?”

	“Not really.  I’m starting to look forward to what you’re going to have him wear tomorrow though.  Can you give me a clue?”

	“I don’t really know yet,” Mel replied.  “Actually, I may just let him decide tomorrow.”

	Robin was somewhat disappointed.  Well, it was probably for the best if he wore something more “normal” tomorrow.  She needed him in the break room!  “Okay, Mel.  I understand.  You still going to be there to pick him up at quitting time?”

	“I should be.  I don’t see anything that should delay me right now.”

	“Okay.  I’ll have him change just before that so he’ll be ready.”

	Mel thought about that for a moment.  “No, don’t bother.  Make him stay in that dress.  But tell you what, I’ll delay getting there for a little while.  Tell him I’ll call him when I get outside.  In that dress, I imagine he should come running quick enough.”

	Robin giggled.  “No doubt he’ll run!  What about the bag of clothes you packed for him.”

	“Keep it there.  You don’t even have to tell him about it.  He can bring it back home with him tomorrow when he leaves.”

	“You’re really going to make him walk out to your car in that dress?” Robin giggled.  I may cancel going to the gym just to see it.

	“You may not want to bother.  I’ll probably wait a good twenty or thirty minutes before I pick him up.  If your company is like most others, everybody pretty much clears out in the first five minutes.”

	“Sometimes it seems like it,” Robin agreed, “but with some of these techs here they have to stay longer.  No doubt, somebody will see him!”

	“If that’s the case, then I may not wait as long.  If he’s going to be seen in that dress, then at least it will only be as he’s hurrying out.”

	Robin giggled.  “I may definitely wait around then.”

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 8 of 9)

	Chad was barely curtseying as he went through the tiresome routine that Robin was making him do over and over again… and… he wasn’t getting up and down from the floor either – he dared not!  Shortly after Robin had left he had again messed his diaper.  Now with it not only messy, but totally soaked a well, he dared not move any more than absolutely necessary.  There could also be no doubt as to what he had done in the back of his diaper, because with nothing else to  cover it or protect against it, he was starting to smell terribly!

	Did he dare stop to change himself?  Maybe he better.  And where was Robin anyway?  She had gone out to talk on her phone, but it was certainly taking her long enough.  He stopped practicing completely.  He dared not put off changing any longer.  The hard part this time was going to be his dress! 

	“I don’t hear you!” Robin’s voice came from over the wall.

	Darn!  He couldn’t believe it!  She had again gone back to his cubicle.  “I can’t!” he replied, I really have to change.  Besides, I’m starting to smell pretty bad!”

	Robin was around to her own cubicle in mere moments.  “Okay, let’s get that diaper off of you.  Oh!  It is starting to stink in here!”

	She started to pull up on the skirts of Sissy’s dress, but she quickly realized that since he was messy, the best thing might be to have him remove the dress instead.  “Let’s get this thing off of you this time.  It’s only going to be in the way and I don’t want to take a chance it could get messed up.”

	Two minutes later, Chad was far more naked in front of her.  He pulled open the top tapes on one side of his diaper and started lowering it down toward the floor – carefully watching as he started to make sure he wasn’t in the process of peeing again before he got it too far.  As soon as he could, he stepped out of it and stepped away from the messy thing.

	Robin stood back and watched him carefully.  “After you get rid of that smelly thing, you better clean the floor under it – just in case.”  Sissy was in the process of pulling a fresh baby wipe out of the container as she said it.  And once again, she saw a tiny bit of pee run out of his chastity device to fall on the floor… and once again, Sissy didn’t appear to notice.  This time, she said nothing. 

	Chad grabbed the wipe and cleaned himself up.  Then he grabbed a fresh diaper, but by then still another tiny bit of pee escaped.  This time, he noticed it hitting the floor.  He almost cursed out loud.  He stopped what he was doing though and looked briefly up at Robin as if to say he was sorry.

	“Don’t stop,” Robin said.  “Get yourself covered up before it happens again!”

	A minute later, Chad was freshly diapered and feeling much more comfortable, even though inside his diaper, his chastity device had already leaked a tiny bit more of the pee that was running out of him very frequently.

	As he was putting his dress back on, Robin had to wonder once again, how could he possibly think he could win?  He had no clue what was happening down there!

	Stand up, curtsey, pull the plug out, talk like an idiot, put the plug back in, curtsey, drop back to the floor.  Over and over and over again!  Chad was getting exhausted… while Robin sat in her seat and worked carefully on their project – seeming like she was totally ignoring him.  Sometimes she did turn around to watch him for a while.  At those times he was very careful to curtsey as well as possible, but when she wasn’t watching, he was mostly just going through the motions. 

	He could stop whenever he wanted.  In fact, she was encouraging him to stop.  But every time he stopped he had to drink another baby bottle of her infant formula, then it was right back to practicing curtseying again.  He was starting to need those bottle breaks more and more frequently now.  Should he drink two bottles in a row… just for a longer break?  No, he was already too full of liquid. 

	Stand up, curtsey, pull his pacifier, talk stupid, pacifier back, curtsey, try not to fall while getting back down.  He was ready to fall down – and stay there!  He would have much rather been bored playing with the paper dolls instead of this miserable torture! 

	Instead of getting up, he crawled over next to her desk and leaned against it for a moment.  He saw her turn around to look at him.  He forced himself to his feet and opened the diaper bag again.  He started picking through the bottles in it, searching for one that was still full.  Found one!  Unfortunately.  He sank down exhausted to the floor again and put the stupid bottle to his lips.  He drank, but not quickly.  He barely sucked on the thing.  But Robin was making sure he was sucking and drinking all the time. 

	Robin got up and checked the bottles in his diaper bag.  “You’re out again,” she noticed.  “Don’t worry, I’ll keep making more for you.  I’ve got plenty of stuff.”  With that, she got out her supplies again and made up three more bottles.  She glanced at the time, he probably wouldn’t need them all, but if Mel was going to be very late then he might get to drink them.  There was only a little while left before the end of the day.

	Once she had finished, she looked down at him, still nursing slowly on his bottle.  “Let me know when you finish that bottle,” she told him.  “We need to get you changed before you leave.”

	Chad looked up at her, his bottle still in his mouth.  Changed?  Yeah, changing his diaper would be a good idea.  It was Thursday.  Their weekly session at Gloria’s office was tonight.  Not to mention that he would get a decent meal of something other than baby food at whatever restaurant Mel decided to stop at.  A fresh diaper before he left was defiantly needed.  But changing his diaper wasn’t the only thing he wanted to change before the day was done.  He really wanted to change his dress!  How was he supposed to get out of the building while wearing this dress?  It was a maddening thought. 

	As he nursed slowly on his bottle, he saw Robin pull a small travel bag out from under her desk and set it on her chair.  He watched as she opened it and started looking at whatever was inside.  He watched as she pulled out… some material that was white with some kind of black stripes.  His zebra print dress!  His dress was in that bag!  Right there on her chair.  Somehow, Mel had delivered a change of clothes for him to change into before he could leave!  Salvation!  Hooray!  So why was Robin closing the bag again and stuffing it back under her desk out of sight?

	“I’m finished,” he said a few minutes later in the middle of his curtsey routine.  He didn’t sink back down to the floor this time because he had started from his feet and he planned on staying standing up – while he changed his diaper.

	“Okay,” Robin replied as she got up from her seat again.  “Let me help hold your skirts out of the way again.”

	Chad was a bit surprised.  “Wouldn’t it be easier if I just take the dress off?”

	This time it was Robin’s turn to be surprised.  “You can if you want, but you’ve managed to change them this way all day… unless you’re messy again, then we really should take the dress off first.”

	“No, what I mean is that…  I saw you had my other dress in the bag there.  Can’t I put it on now?  It’s almost time to leave.”

	Robin had a good suspicion of what he was talking about before, but she didn’t want him to know that.  “Oh.  That dress.  No.  Mel said she decided she wanted you to go home in the dress you’ve got on.  So there’s no need to change it.  Just you diaper.”

	All the hope that Chad had been feeling for the past few minutes was quickly ripped out from under him.  He stood there petrified as he realized that he was going to have to go out of the building… amid all those people leaving at the same time… while wearing his silly sissy dress.  It was maddening!  His stomach immediately gave a huge lurch.

	“What are you waiting for?” Robin asked.

	Only then did Chad realize that she was already holding up the skirts of his dress.  More reluctantly now, he started changing his wet diaper. 

	Stand up, curtsey, pull the plug, talk like an idiot, stuff the plug, curtsey… but that’s as far as he got before Robin suddenly asked, “Where’s your cell phone?”

	He curtseyed again without thinking and pulled his pacifier out.  “In my purse.”  Pacifier, plug.  He almost dropped to the floor again but he stopped himself. 

	“Go get your purse… and anything else you brought with you that you need to take home.”

	Chad curtseyed automatically and hurried out.  The only thing he had to get to go home was his purse out of his desk drawer.  But when he got to his cubicle, he noticed that his computer was still on.  That needed to be turned off for the day.  He reached out to turn it off when he heard Robin’s voice coming over the wall.  “Don’t turn your computer off.  I’ll be needing it.”  He pulled his hand back again.  He stopped for a moment to collect his thoughts then he opened his desk drawer and retrieved his tiny little-girl purse.  He went back to Robin’s cubicle and curtseyed with the sissy thing still in his hand.

	Robin stared at his purse as if she didn’t believe what she was seeing.  Then she giggled.  “That’s a darling little purse, Sissy.  I know you have to be so proud to have it.”  She giggled again.  “Just set it on the desk there.  Mel said she was going to call you when she got here.  Until then… keep practicing!”  She smiled slyly, “While I go over to your desk and surf the net till she gets here.  Don’t let me hear you stopping till your phone rings.  And you don’t need any more bottles.  Just practice!”

	She stared at him for a few moments… until he curtseyed and removed the pacifier from his mouth and started his practice.  “All the way down to the floor each time!” she said so there would be no misunderstanding.  You had to tell children exactly what you wanted them to do each time.  She watched him doing a few repetitions, then she turned off her computer and grabbed her big bag out of her drawer, careful not to get in his way.  Everything else could be left right where it was.  “I’ll be at your desk,” she whispered just before she walked out.  “Just keep going!”

	As she sat down at Chad’s desk, she could clearly hear him saying, “I promise to be a good baby girl.”  So satisfying.  She opened up his web browser and continued to surf through anything interesting.  She was supposed to go to the gym tonight… and she probably still would.  She was just going to be a bit later than usual.

	Chad wasn’t sure what to do.  In the middle of his practicing he tried to check the time, but with her computer off, he didn’t have a clue what time it was.  Was she really over at his desk?  Did he dare stop and find out?  Not yet!  No, it was too soon, he couldn’t stop yet.  So he kept going… and going… and going.

	It was nearly ten minutes after quitting time when Robin heard him stop.  She looked up from the computer screen to the ceiling over top of the wall.  “I don’t hear you!” she said loudly.  A moment later, she heard him resuming his practice.  As quietly as possible, she closed his computer, picked up his bag, and tiptoed out and down the hallway.  She could still hear him practicing halfway to the corner.

	Chad felt so frustrated.  Darn Robin really was going to wait till Mel called.  He had no choice but to keep repeating the same monotonous exercise he had been doing all day.  He wasn’t even thinking about it anymore.  He had done it so much he didn’t need to.  He was getting awfully tired from it though.  Up and down.  Curtsey over and over.  Even pulling the stupid pacifier in and out of his mouth was getting to be a major pain.  But he kept going.  Because when he had tried to stop, Robin had yelled at him over the wall.  Why couldn’t she surf the net on her own computer?

	How long had he been doing this anyway?  He thought he heard some noise and commotion from the hallway a while back.  That had probably been the others leaving.  But he knew for a fact that Robin was still here.  So he kept going, and wishing Mel would call.  He was getting to the point now where he didn’t care who saw him leaving, he just wanted to stop the insane practicing that Robin was making him do.  Ring phone, ring!  Please!

	But it was an eternity before the darn thing seemed to ring.  And when it did, he couldn’t tear his tiny purse open fast enough to get his cell phone out.  “Hello?”

	“Sissy, I’m waiting right outside.  Hurry up!”

	Mel!  And he could finally leave!  He didn’t bother waiting for Robin, he shoved his cell phone back in his purse, grabbed his diaper bag, and ran!  As he ran past his own cubicle, he noted angrily that Robin wasn’t even in there.  She had even shut his computer down.  But he didn’t have time to give that much more thought.  He was already running and was committed to getting out of the building. 

	He didn’t know what time it was, but it couldn’t be too late because he ran past someone else who was heading for the door himself.  Hallway after hallway. His little purse flying in his left hand while he lugged his diaper bag in his right hand.  His crazy skirts flopping all over the place with every running step.  He ran past someone else… then another person heading for the door.

	Another turn… and the door was just ahead!  There was a group of people talking just inside of it.  And out beyond, he could just make out Mel’s car.  Not daring to stop or even slow down, he ran right past the astonished group of people, and right out through the door. 

	And there was Robin, standing there next to Mel’s car talking to her.  He ran around to the far side of her car and opened the back door and threw his diaper bag inside.  He opened the front passenger door and jumped in as fast as he could.  Whew!  He had made it.  But so many people had seen him… some of them now coming out of the building to stare at Mel’s car. 

	Mel and Robin were both staring at him… with huge smiles on their faces.  “Have fun?” Mel asked.

	Since it was a bit late, Mel decided to stop at a fast food restaurant instead of going to their usual Thursday night restaurant.  But since it wasn’t all that late, she decided that they should go in… which somehow didn’t surprise Chad in the least.  It was bad enough going anywhere dressed as he was, but a fast-food place at the height of dinner time was perhaps one of the worst case scenarios on his list.  And of course, he could tell as soon as they entered the parking lot that the place was packed!

	While Mel drove through the parking lot looking for a place to park, Chad couldn’t take his eyes off of the building they were about to enter.  He particularly noted the number of people he could see through the windows.  A lot!  Without realizing it, he sucked harder on his pacifier as his nervousness increased.

	Mel found a parking place a bit further from the door than she would really like.  “It looks like we’re going to have to stand and wait a bit just to order,” she said.  “It’s a good thing we’ve got a little bit of time.”  She smiled wickedly at him.  “Don’t forget your purse,” she said teasingly.  “And grab an empty bottle from your bag.  Oh… and leave the pacifier in your mouth!”  With that, she opened her car door and got out. 

	Now it was Chad’s turn to get out of the car.  He wasn’t looking forward to this at all.  Slowly, he opened the car door, careful to not let it bump against the car next to them.  And just as slowly, he eased himself – and all his puffy skirts out of the car. 

	“What are you waiting for?” Mel asked, trying to get him to hurry.

	With his tiny little purse in his hand, he backed away from the door far enough so that it wouldn’t catch on his skirt… and he closed the door.  He opened the rear door and fished through his diaper bag for an empty bottle.  Then he extracted himself from the car and closed the rear door.  A second later, he heard the distinct sound of the door locks engaging as Mel pressed the lock button on her remote key.  No way back.  The only place to go was inside… like it or not.  Feeling ridiculous, he followed Mel toward the door and the waiting crowd inside.

	There were several people standing outside the door talking.  It didn’t take long for all of them to stop what they were doing and stare at him as he approached.  “Nice dress,” one of them called out mockingly.

	“Make sure you thank him for the compliment Sissy,” Mel said without even turning around.

	Sissy stopped near them and curtseyed.  Removing his pacifier from his mouth he said, “Thank you,” in his lisping sissy voice.  Then he replaced his pacifier, curtseyed again and followed Mel inside.  He could hear the laughter and feel the eyes of all the people outside watching him as he headed for the door.

	“Was that a baby bottle?” he heard one of them asking.

	“Must have been,” another one replied.  “He was sucking on a pacifier.

	Chad was glad to get through the doors and away from them, but getting inside brought its own horrors.  While he was very aware of the people outside watching him now through the large glass windows, he could now feel the eyes of everyone inside gradually turning more and more in his direction. 

	Mel stopped just inside the door.  The place was really packed.  If it wasn’t for Sissy, she would have turned around and gone somewhere else.  But she had no doubt that all these people were embarrassing Sissy horribly.  So she stayed.  She just needed a plan of attack so they could order something to eat.  “Sissy, why don’t you wait right here by the door while I wait in line.  No sense in both of us being in that mess.”  She almost giggled as she left him there.  Where he was standing was in clear view of everyone in the place.  If he were to wait in line with everyone else, the crowd itself would shield him. 

	Chad was all too aware of how exposed he was where he was standing.  Worse, most of the people came and left through the door right next to him.  It was only moments until a small group of people headed for the door.  They all were naturally looking him over carefully – some of them laughing a bit. 

	“What are you supposed to be?” one of them asked as they paused in front of him.

	Chad didn’t even think about curtseying, it just came naturally.  “A sissy,” he replied in his stupid voice between curtseys. 

	The people all laughed.  “I’d say you’ve got it down perfectly!” one of them replied as they all laughed. 

	Chad didn’t know what to do, so he curtseyed again and removed his pacifier.  “Thank you,” he replied.  They were still laughing as they went out through the door.

	People came in, people left.  Chad stayed put.  He got more questions and comments standing there than he had ever gotten before. 

	“What is this, Halloween?”

	“What’s with the pacifier and baby bottle?”

	“I think your dress is just darling!”

	“Are you wearing diapers under that dress?”

	“How come you’re standing there?”

	“Do you perform for birthday parties?”

	“Interesting!”

	“Oh my God!”

	“Hold still!  Let me get their picture with you!”

	“Aw, do you need someone to refill your bottle for you?”

	“Do you like sucking on that thing?”

	“Do you dress like that all the time?”

	And more than any other question they asked, “Why are you standing there?”

	It was like a never ending parade of attention.  And to each and every question Chad had to curtsey, remove his pacifier, answer the question in his lisping sissy voice, replace his pacifier, and curtsey again.  Over and over again.   It was almost like what he had been doing all day long in Robin’s cubicle, except here he didn’t have to get up and down from the floor.  He was grateful for small favors! 

	He constantly checked Mel’s progress in the line.  She was moving forward, but maddeningly slow.  He felt horribly embarrassed the whole time, but that embarrassment increased each and every time someone spoke to him – especially when they asked a question – which happened frequently. 

	Eventually, he realized that the crowd outside that was watching him had grown by more than a bit.  At the same time, he realized that there were now people standing around watching him from inside too.  And still Mel hadn’t ordered their dinner yet.  But at least she was close.

	Mel constantly tried to keep an eye on Sissy as he talked with so many people going in and out… and more than a few who weren’t doing either.  She had noticed yesterday that he was now curtseying before and after he spoke each time, and he was doing the same thing again today.  It was the way Robin was making him do it, which was more than what she herself required.  But she loved seeing it so much that there was no way she was going to put a stop to it.  Let him!  The more the better!

	Three questions and curtsey exercises later, Chad saw Mel talking to the person taking her order.  Finally!  But of course, she had to wait for their order to be prepared – which took all too long.  By the time Mel finally came back to him, holding two bags and one drink in her hands… he noticed that one of the bags was a child’s meal… he was beyond ready to get out of there.  Except they weren’t leaving.

	“Okay Sissy,” Mel said as she approached.  “Sorry that took so long.  Glad to see you’ve been making so many new friends though.  Are you ready to eat?”

	Curtsey, pacifier.  “Yeth Mithdweth,” he replied in his stupid voice.  Pacifier, curtsey.  He followed her through the restaurant till they were able to find an empty table.  He felt less exposed sitting at the table, but only a very little less.  He was still the focus of everyone who could see him. 

	Mel sat across from Sissy enjoying his obvious embarrassment, but sitting in that restaurant, with so many people paying such close attention to them both, was starting to make her a bit uncomfortable too.  It hadn’t been bad at all while she was standing in line, but now there was no doubt that since she was there with him she was also the focus of everyone’s scrutiny – and she found it making her a little nervous.  As she poured part of the drink she had gotten into his baby bottle for him and placed the child’s meal in front of him, she did her best to ignore everyone looking at her as well as him. 

	They didn’t talk much during that meal, which turned out good for both of them since they were both fairly uncomfortable and anxious to get out of there – Chad much more so than Mel.  The minute Mel noticed that he had finished his meal, she wrapped up what was left of her own meal for the trash.  Grab your bottle and let’s get out of here,” she suggested.  Chad was all too ready to comply.  Sitting there in that dress, eating a meal that was obviously meant for a child, and drinking occasionally from his baby bottle had been almost as bad as standing by the door, curtseying, and answering questions.  He was more than glad to get back into the comfort and security of Mel’s car.  Mel was too.

	 


Chapter 55 (Thursday – week 8 Part 9 of 9)

	They were actually a few minutes early for their appointment with Gloria.  But the only car in the parking lot when they arrived was Gloria’s so Mel felt safe going right in.  “Grab your diaper bag,” she told Sissy as they got out of the car.

	Gloria was in her office when she heard someone opening the door.  She checked the time and saw that it was still a bit early for her next appointment – Mel and Chad.  She was actually a bit surprised to see it was them arriving early, especially since they were more often late.  But them being early was no problem this time. 

	“Hi,” she greeted them pleasantly as they came in.  “You’re early for once.”  As she said the words, she had a hard time taking her eyes off of Sissy’s outfit.

	“Yeah, dinner wasn’t the best tonight,” Mel replied.  “Although I’m sure Sissy found more to enjoy out of it than I did.”

	Gloria had no doubt – whatever it was that had happened at dinner – and she really didn’t want to know.  She stared closer at what he was wearing – the fantastic dress, the shoes, even the bow in his hair.  Darling, was the first word that came to mind over his clothes, but that was quickly replaced by a more worrying thought.  Like it or not, they were here for a relaxation therapy session.  And Chad would be getting a deeper session than Mel. But in that outfit, could he actually relax enough?  That could affect everything she was going to try to do with him.

	But before Gloria could say anything about it, Mel had a question.  “Um… Listen,” Mel started.  “It’s been a while since he’s been changed, do you mind if I change his diaper before we begin?  I wouldn’t want that to be a problem later.”

	“Go right ahead!” Gloria agreed quickly.  “Besides, you’re early anyway.”  She wondered again if it was going to be possible to relax him enough while he was wearing that outfit.  The change of diaper would probably help since it would take his mind off of worrying about his current diaper, but she just wasn’t sure about that incredible dress.

	She watched as Mel had him remove his dress completely before she changed him.  His diaper underneath was soaked.  She watched as Mel had him lay down on the floor while she got another diaper ready for him.  Then she carefully peeled back the old one, watching him down there closely as she did so.  She pulled the old one out then as fast as she could and she slid the new one in place.  She hadn’t even had time to pull the new diaper over him again before Gloria noticed a tiny bit of pee spurting out of his chastity device.  She looked at Chad’s face.  He was just lying there sucking on his silly pacifier like he didn’t know anything in the world was going on.  A minute later, his diaper was fastened securely in place.

	“Okay Sissy.  Let’s get your dress back on again.”

	“Uh… Mel,” Gloria interrupted.  “Is he going to be able to relax enough in that dress to do this?  Would he be more comfortable leaving it off?”

	Mel looked at Sissy to answer the question.  Gloria was a bit astonished to see him curtsey before answering in the most silly sissyish voice imaginable that she found difficult to understand.  “I shouldn’t have any problem with the dress,” he said.  “Actually, I’d rather wear it than just the diaper.”  Then she watched as he put his pacifier back in his mouth and curtseyed again. 

	“Okay,” she replied.  “However you’re most comfortable.  I want you to be able to relax completely.”  She thought of one other little thing.  “And when we get in there, do me a favor and leave your pacifier out of your mouth. 

	“Why?” Mel asked. 

	Gloria wanted to tell her it was because once she got him hypnotized, the pacifier would interfere with his talking to answer their questions.  But instead she replied, “His breathing.  He needs to breathe fully in order to relax properly.” 

	Mel only nodded.  “Put it in your purse for now, Sissy.”

	Once again they were lying on their usual couches – Sissy’s darling dress with its puffy skirts, and all.  Gloria took one more look at his dress, then she dimmed the lights.  “Close your eyes,” she said.  Close your eyes and concentrate on your breathing.  Breath normally, don’t force it, don’t restrict it, just breathe.  Feel the air going in… and out.  In… and out.  Suggestion by suggestion, she slowly did her best to relax both of them.  Most of what she did was what she always did, but every session was different and she often threw in different suggestions from her large collection of relaxing ideas. 

	She watched Mel carefully to see if she was relaxing as well, but she thought she detected tension in Mel’s body that she didn’t want to see.  She kept working.  She could see Mel relaxing a bit more, but not to the point she wanted her to be.  Which meant… that Mel had something else on her mind that was overriding her ability to relax.  And Gloria had a pretty good idea just what that something else was.  Since Mel was going to be a lost cause tonight, she concentrated on Chad instead.  He was the main thing she needed to concentrate on anyway.

	Little by little, one by one, she started throwing in the special key words that would send Chad into his hypnotic trance.  But were those keywords working despite his silly outfit?  She was pleased to see that they were.  Deeper and deeper she took him. 

	When she had him in a light trance, she lightly tapped her hand on Mel’s arm to signal Mel that she should stop listening so she wouldn’t drop into a trance as well.  She knew before she did it that she shouldn’t have bothered, Mel was too tensed up for her to worry about it.  But it did signal Mel that she could sit up to watch now… which she did.

	Gloria went back to concentrating on Chad.  Deeper and deeper.  Over and over again.  It was only through the very tiny signs that she had learned to recognize that she knew he was deeply under – as deep as he had ever gone.  Maybe deeper.  She finally felt satisfied. 

	Only then did she take him into his safe place.  “Remember,” she said to him, “this is the one place where you can be absolutely honest with yourself.  This is the one place where you have to be completely honest with yourself.  You are alone and calm in your safe place.  Relaxed.  Content.  Just you by yourself.  Nothing can harm you.  Nothing can bother you.  Totally safe.  The only thing you can hear is my voice, nothing else.  Everything else will be nothing but a gentle relaxing breeze blowing across your face.  You can hear only my voice, nothing else.  Totally safe and relaxed.  Totally content.  Totally honest with yourself.”

	She watched him for a moment, letting him enjoy the solitude of his safe place.  He was ready.  She looked back at Mel and mouthed, “What do you want to know?”

	This was the one thing Mel had desperately been waiting for since last week.  Last week when he had claimed that he could still hold back for five minutes.  Five impossible long minutes!  How long could he hold back now?  “How long can he hold back?” Mel answered quietly.

	Gloria nodded and turned to Sissy.

	“Chad, how long are you able to hold back now to control your bladder?”

	It was a moment before Chad answered, and she was glad it was in his normal voice and not his stupid sissy voice that he had used when he curtseyed to speak earlier.  “I don’t know,” he replied.

	Mel was suddenly startled.  His answer made no sense.

	“What do you mean you don’t know?” Gloria asked him.  “I thought you were timing yourself.”

	“I don’t know,” Chad repeated.  “I haven’t been able to time myself in over a week now.”

	“I see,” Gloria replied.  “Then how long do you think you’re holding back even though you can’t time yourself?”

	She saw him smile.  “I’m not.”

	“You’re not?  You’re not what?”

	“Timing myself… or holding back.  I haven’t had one chance to even try in over a week, so I have no idea how long I can hold back at all.”

	“No idea at all?” Gloria asked again.

	“None,” Chad replied.

	She turned back toward Mel and saw her eyes were wide open.  She looked very distressed.  “I have to know!” Mel told her.  “There has to be some kind of an answer.  “Is it one minute?  Is it thirty-seconds?  It has to be something!”

	“You’re sure you don’t know?” Gloria asked Chad again.  “Can you make a guess?”

	She saw his shoulder’s shrug.  “If I can’t ever try, how can I know?  I have no idea.”

	“Okay Chad, that’s fine,” Gloria finally said.  “Just relax and don’t worry about it.”  She didn’t want to break his trance in any way.  Instead she looked at Mel again to see if there was anything else.  But Mel just looked up at her with a somewhat frightened look on her face.  “What else?” she mouthed silently.  But Mel just shook her head. 

	Gloria turned back Chad.  Mel might be unable to think straight, but she still could.  And now she had a few questions of her own – especially in light of what she had seen from him recently.  “Chad, do you still think you can win this bet?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied. 

	It was the certainty in his voice that surprised Gloria.  She didn’t dare turn to look back at Mel this time. “Why is that?”

	“Because it can’t be done.  Not in only two months.  Besides, I know my body too well.  Given the chance, I know I can get all my control back quickly.  Hopefully in just a few hours.”

	Gloria heard Mel let out a small gasp behind her.  She concentrated on Chad though.  “You’re absolutely sure of that?” she asked.

	Chad shrugged again.  “I hope so anyway.  But then that’s what this bet is all about.  I still think I’m going to win and I’m fairly sure of it.”

	“I see,” Gloria replied as she digested that.  “One more question Chad.  You once told me that you had some reasons why you wanted to win.  Do you still believe them?  Are they still valid reasons for you or have they changed?”

	What surprised her most was that he didn’t hesitate to answer at all.  “Yes,” he replied with certainty.  “Self-respect, friends, and a life.  They’re all very good reasons.  They’re all things everyone needs.”  His voice dropped in volume a bit.  He almost sounded sorry for himself.  “Even someone like me,” he said.  “Even me.”

	Gloria looked back at Mel.  What she saw was a woman who was totally distressed.  If ever anyone needed a session of her relaxation therapy right now, it was Mel.  But the therapy would never work with her right now.  Mel was far too upset.  As far as Chad’s progress on their bet, there were no longer any answers.  Mel was going to have to figure the rest out on her own. 

	“Okay, Chad.  You did very well.  Now I want you to just relax and let’s start bringing you up out of your trance again.  Remember, you won’t remember being in a trance at all.  You won’t remember me asking any of those questions, and you won’t remember giving me those answers.  You will only know how good you feel after you wake up.”  Slowly and methodically, she started waking him up.

	Mel laid back mechanically on her couch and stared at the ceiling… seeing nothing.  She was stunned.  He didn’t know!  Which meant that she didn’t know.  She had no answers.  No idea of where she stood with him at all.  She felt totally lost… cast adrift.  She counted on the information she got from these sessions every week to help her gauge her progress – and how much more she still needed to do.  But now there was no information!  And the bet was so close to being over with!

	Five minutes!  Last week it had been an impossible five minutes!  But what was it this week?  She had no idea… and it seemed, neither did he. 

	She heard Gloria giving the final command to wake Sissy up.  She heard him stir, but she barely moved.  What was she going to do?  And he had sounded so certain about his ability to win.  He could gain it all back in a few hours?  A few hours?  Suddenly, Mel felt terrified!

	Once again Chad noticed how silent and distracted Mel was as they drove home.  What was it about Gloria’s therapy that made her get that way the last few weeks?  It didn’t make sense.  It was as if she got up from Gloria’s couch in another world.  He, on the other hand, felt great!  Wonderful!  Perfect!  As far as he was concerned, the therapy was the greatest thing in the world.  So why was Mel now coming out so tense every week… so distracted? 

	But at least she was leaving him alone.  She hadn’t even asked him to drink another baby bottle on the way home… he wasn’t sure he had a full one left anyway.  And she hadn’t even mentioned his pacifier that was still in his purse.  Thank heaven for small favors. 

	Mel didn’t speak till they were halfway up the steps between the parking lot and their apartments.  “We’ve got to work on your ballet tonight,” she said.

	But Chad got the distinct impression that her mind was still somewhere else.

	Mel mechanically unlocked her apartment door and went inside.  She knew Sissy was right behind her, but nothing else really registered.  Five minutes!  Last week it had been five minutes.  But this week he didn’t know.  He could have said that he couldn’t hold back at all… that he was incapable of holding back. That was what she had wanted to hear.  But he hadn’t said that at all. He had said he didn’t know.  Not only that, but he was so damn sure he could still win the bet!  And why did he suddenly think he would be able to get all his control back in a matter of hours?  What had happened this week that she didn’t know about?  It was maddening. 

	She pulled herself out of her fog long enough to see him standing there looking at her.  She watched him curtsey. 

	“Are you alright Mistress?” he asked, totally concerned.

	She still got a small thrill watching him curtsey again, but his question forced her to realize that she was brooding over something she had no control over… not that she could help it.  “I’m fine, Sissy.  Get ready for dance practice.”  She forced herself to go over to her stereo system and queue up the medley of childish songs that he would be performing to the day after tomorrow. 

	Chad removed his clothes down to his once again soaked diaper and bra.  Mel said nothing else to him about what he was wearing as he took his place for the start of the dance.  There was something bothering Mel, he could see that as clear as anything.  He just had no idea what it could be. Did Gloria do something while they were there that made her angry?  If so, he couldn’t remember anything out of the ordinary happening during their session.  Mel had seemed fine when they started.  It was only after they were finished that she had been so… distracted.

	The music started and he started dancing – no warm up tonight at all.  Just straight into the routine.  He did his best to remember all the little changes that Mel and Sandy had made to the ballet, but he knew he wasn’t remembering them all.  As he danced, he tried to watch Mel’s face when he could.  She was watching him, but her expression almost seemed blank. Why wasn’t she stopping him when he made mistakes? 

	Mel watched him dancing, but she really didn’t care.  Not tonight.  She knew she should care, but she didn’t.  Not about dancing.  She needed to know how long he could still hold back.  She needed to know why he suddenly felt he could gain everything back in a few hours.  She needed to know the answers to questions there were no answers for. 

	She knew he was making mistakes, but tonight, she didn’t care that much.  Besides, what did it matter anyway?  Since Sandy, the whole character of the dance had been changed.  There were no mistakes anymore.  Only humiliation.  Most of which he wouldn’t know about until it got time for him to actually do it.  So why should she worry about it.  Besides, she and Sandy would work with him more on Saturday morning anyway.  So what did it matter?

	The music ended before Chad did.  He stopped what he was doing and curtseyed.  “Do you want me to do it again?” he asked when Mel just stared at him.  Then he curtseyed again.

	Mel finally shook her head.  “No Sissy.  That’s enough for tonight.  Go home.”

	Curtsey, “Are you sure you’re alright?” he asked again.  “Is there anything I can do for you?”  Curtsey.

	Mel was jolted out of her fog again.  Anything he could do for her?  He could tell her exactly how long he was now able to hold back!  He could tell her exactly why he suddenly thought he could get all his control back in only a few hours!  He could tell her why he was so sure he was going to win!  And the one thing she really wanted her to tell her, was that he was giving up!  That she won!  That he lost!  But he wasn’t saying any of that.  None of it!  And if she came straight out and asked him any of those questions, it might make him realize what Gloria had been doing with him each week.  Because they were all questions that he wasn’t supposed to know that she any knowledge about!

	What could he do for her?  She forced herself to calm down.  He was only trying to be nice.  She had no doubt that he was genuinely concerned and she really did appreciate it… a lot!  She only wished he was concerned enough to give up and admit defeat!  But that was one thing she knew he wouldn’t do… and the one thing she couldn’t ask of him right now.

	She shook her head instead.  “I’m sorry Sissy,” she said.  “Go home and get some sleep.  I know you’re tired.  You were up early today and so was I.  I’ll be by later to leave you another note for tomorrow.”

	She went over to her stereo and shut it down while he just stood there watching her.  “I’m fine!” she insisted.  “Now good night.”  She paused a moment as he looked down at the floor momentarily.  “And… thank you for being concerned,” she added kindly. 

	He looked up at her again… and curtseyed… and smiled.  “Good night, Mistress,” he said before curtseying one more time. 

	Watching him curtsey still brought a thrill to her heart.  Why did it do that – even after so many times seeing it?  She watched as he gathered all his things and opened the door.  “Good night,” she said one more time as he walked out the door.

	He turned and smiled… and half curtseyed.  “Good night Mistress.”  Curtsey.  He turned and closed the door behind him. 

	Mel continued to stare at the closed door.  Five minutes last week.  An eternity.  But this week… no information at all.  Nothing.  She had nothing to go by.  Nothing to gauge her progress.  Nothing to tell her if she was winning or losing.  Nothing.  Now what was she going to do?

	Why couldn’t he just admit defeat and they could get on with the rest of their lives?  But she knew the answer to that as well as he did.  Neither of them would ever admit defeat.  It wasn’t in them.  So what was she going to do?

	With her mind totally occupied by that problem, she went into her bedroom and laid down on her bed.  Her eyes were open, but they weren’t seeing anything – nothing that she noticed anyway.  What was she going to do?  With nothing else on her mind than that, the long day caught up with her and her thinking turned seamlessly into dreaming.

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 1 of 9)

	In the wee hours of the morning, she opened her eyes.  Her still fuzzy brain realized that the lights were on.  She had fallen asleep without meaning to.  Still dressed, she forced herself to get up off her bed. 

	But with semi-wakefulness, her thoughts immediately returned to Sissy.  Sissy!  And she realized that she hadn’t left him his usual note yet.  At any other time, she would have decided to forget the note, let him deal with everything in the usual manner as she knew he most likely would.  But she couldn’t do that this time.  Like yesterday, it was important that she leave him his early morning instructions. 

	She left her bedroom and headed for her desk. Brief thoughts of coffee flashed through her brain, but it was too late… or too early… whatever!  As soon as she could, she was going back to sleep again!  Five minutes later, her instructions for him written, she grabbed her keys and headed over to his apartment where she quietly let herself in. 

	She left the door open for a minute till she could turn the light on in the kitchen.  The very dim light coming from the parking area through his door helped her to see.  She found the light switch and turned it on.  The note, she left on his counter where she always left it. 

	With the kitchen light still on so she could see better, she went to his bedroom and stood in the doorway a moment.  His room was mostly dark shadows, but she could just make him out on his little blow-up mattress on the floor.  There were three bottles on the floor next to his mattress, hopefully all empty.  She hadn’t even told him to drink them last night when he left.  He had simply done it.  He was that good. 

	She quietly went over to his clock radio and adjusted the alarm for the time she figured he would need to wake up – a few hours from now.  Later than yesterday, but still awfully early.  Tomorrow… or rather later this morning, when she woke up… it would only be a short while after he awoke.   

	She paused to look down at the sleeping figure, amazed as always at how sound he slept every night.  The distinct odor of something unpleasant in the back of his diapers was filling the air.  She hadn’t even pretended to put one of the suppositories up inside of him last night as she had meant to.  And she hadn’t told Robin to do it either.  But it seemed that that was one part of him that worked the way she wanted it to.  Unfortunately, it was only while he was asleep.

	As she stared at the sleeping figure.  She could see how he was sucking actively on his pacifier as he dreamed.  She got a big kick out of that.  She knew that if she took a full baby bottle and put it to his lips he would suck it down like he did his other bottles, and probably never even wake up.

	As she watched him sleeping, she wondered if he had any idea at all how much she thought of him.  Probably not much, she decided.  All her actions lately had been anything but kind.  But then, wasn’t that the essence of his fantasies?  There was something about that thought that bothered her… her inner brain knew what that something was, but she purposely turned and left him so as not to think about that anymore. 

	She turned off his kitchen light and went back to her own apartment.  She finally got undressed and slipped a light nylon gown over her head.  She turned off all the lights in her living room, leaving only the one light on by her bed.  She set her alarm for later than she had the day before, but still far too early.  Then she got in bed and pulled the covers over her.  She was so tired.  It was only with great effort that she found the strength to prop herself up far enough to turn out the light. 

	Darkness.  Darkness and sleep.  Restful sleep.  Much needed sleep.  And much needed dreams.

	It was pure chaos!  People everywhere… commotion everywhere.  And in the middle of it all she and Sissy were trying to do Sissy’s final testing! 

	People kept running up to her with questions and demanding her time, and in all the commotion, she kept losing sight of Sissy.  Fortunately, he was wearing his blue sissy baby dress so he was easy to find amid all the dark grey suits in the room, but she still had to work to keep an eye on him. 

	She answered yet another question about Feinbaum’s contract and ran to find Sissy again.  There he was, curtseying in his pretty blue dress and talking to one of Feinbaum’s men.  “Sissy,” she said desperately, “did you wet yourself again?”

	Sissy pulled up all his layered skirts to expose his plastic panties that were all puffed out by the many layers of diapers inside.  “I don’t know,” he said.

	She stared at his bulk of diapers.  How could she see if he had wet himself inside all those diapers? 

	“Mel!  Get over here!” Feinbaum’s voice barked. 

	Frustrated, she left Sissy to see what Feinbaum wanted now.  She was forced to talk with yet someone else about some vague part of the contract.  And the whole time she was talking, all she wanted to do was to get back to Sissy to find out how he was doing.

	Finally, she got free.  She ignored several calls for her attention from various people and went in search of him again.  There he was, now in a different part of the room curtseying and talking with several people.  She hurried over to him.  “Can you control yourself yet?” she asked desperately.

	“I don’t know,” he replied.

	“What do you mean you don’t know!” she argued.  “You have to know!”

	“I don’t know!” Sissy insisted.

	Someone was pulling on her arm.  “Mel, we need you!”

	“But…”  She needed to talk to Sissy, not discuss the contract!  Once again she was pulled away to answer some of the same old questions.  It was maddening.  And as soon as she was done, she hurried back to Sissy again.  “Can you control yourself?” she asked yet again.

	“I don’t know,” was Sissy’s same answer. 

	“But you have to know!” Mel almost screamed in her frustration.

	“Mel!  We need you.  The contract!”

	“No!  I need…”

	“The contract!  It’s your job!”

	“But I have to...”

	“Your job!  It’s important!”

	“But this is important too!” she argued.

	She was pulled in two different directions at once.  And again Sissy disappeared from her sight while she talked with more men in dark grey suits. 

	It was with relief when she finally realized the meeting was over.  She saw Sissy in his silly blue dress curtseying for everyone by the door and saying goodbye to each one as they left.  When the last person was gone, she and Sissy were finally alone.

	“Can you control yourself?” she asked yet again.

	“I don’t know,” he replied. 

	“But you have to know!” she said yet again.  “Let me see your diapers.”

	He pulled his skirts up exposing his overly padded loins.  But she could tell nothing from what she saw.  Nothing.  How could she find out?  He didn’t know and she had no way to tell.  The bet was over, but they had no results!  But there had to be results!  There had to be a winner!

	A buzzing sound pulled at her frustrating dream, finally pulling her away from the dream situation and into real life where she opened her eyes.  Ugh!  Another day.  Another very early day.

	She sat up on the side of the bed and shut the alarm off.  She remembered having to get up in the middle of the night to take care of Sissy’s note.  She guessed she was grateful for the sleep she had gotten before that, but she still felt groggy and unrested.  Of course, it was earlier than she wanted it to be.  But at least it wasn’t nearly as early as it had been yesterday.

	She got to her feet with only one thought on her brain – coffee.  Just like every morning, she had to make the coffee.  It would be so nice when Sissy could bring the coffee, already made, into her bedroom every morning.  So nice!

	As she stood in front of her coffee pot watching it work, she thought about just that, Sissy bringing her coffee in the morning.  Soon now, very soon.  Just another week… at least until the testing started.  But…  And then the realization hit her.  Why wait till after the testing.  This was going to be Sissy’s last day at work.  She could actually have him bring her coffee to her starting tomorrow morning!  Why not?  Yes!  She would do it!  She could even have him start sleeping here if necessary. 

	She pulled a cup out of the cupboard and poured the fresh coffee into it. She took a sip, then another one.  And she remembered one little thing that would be wrong with her plan.  Sissy… and how sound he always slept.  If she set an alarm for him, she didn’t want it waking her up too soon.  But she still liked the idea of moving him in with her now rather than later.  The alarm was just a little detail she would have to work out.

	With her mind picturing Sissy, perfectly dressed in his maid’s outfit, serving her morning breakfast in bed, she carried her coffee into the living room where she sat in her chair to enjoy it for a few minutes.  Only when she was seated did the thoughts and worries from last night find their way back into her brain.  He was fairly certain he could gain everything back in just a few hours!  He had no idea at all how long he was capable of holding back.  And to go along with that, he still firmly believed in the concepts of self-respect, friends, and a life. 

	Despite what Robin had told her about his inability to control himself… despite what Cassie had been telling her about the same thing... all she could see were the obstacles that now stood in her way.  How could she win?  She had to win… because…  But the reason she had to win wasn’t something she was capable of putting into words just yet.  Though she didn’t want to think fully about the why of it, she only knew she had to win!

	Grunting, she forced herself to her feet and went to her bedroom to put some shorts and a t-shirt on while she made his morning breakfast of baby cereal.

	So how was she going to manage it?  How was she going to overcome the obstacles?  How was she going to win?  A few hours?  No idea?  Self-respect? 

	The loud blaring rock music suddenly set Chad’s nerves on edge.  As quickly as he could, he rolled off his blow-up mattress to his knees and turned the offending music off.  Whew!  He stared at the time on the clock.  Early!  Later than yesterday, but still awfully early.  So why the difference?  Why was it earlier than usual, but later than yesterday?  As he fought his way to his feet despite his overly bloated and very heavy diapers, he could only think of one reason for the time change – another humiliation.  Mel had something else new to humiliate him today cooking in that scheming brain of hers.  Yet the way things stood right now, what choice did he have but to endure it?  None!  He would have to go through whatever she threw at him.  And the best part of it was, that despite how much he would hate it, he would secretly love it just as much!  That was the problem with him.  He was a sissy.  A big sissy.  A super sissy.  And the humiliation was one of his major needs.  It would be nice to have a break every once in a while though… or at least have it slow down a bit.

	The bra holding his glued-on breast forms felt extra heavy for some reason today.  As he waddled his way out to his kitchen, he tugged at it to resettle everything in place.  And there was her note, right where it should be.  Now to see what she had planned for him today!

	Sissy,

	Three bottles before you do anything else. 

	Like yesterday, only do your hair – not your makeup. 

	Wear only one diaper and your bra again when you come for breakfast – as early as you can.

	Chad read the note a second time.  Like yesterday?  Only one diaper again?  As early as you can?  That didn’t sound good!  Was she planning on taking him to work again wearing one of his silly sissy dresses?  That’s what it sounded like.  So why was it so much later than yesterday morning?  If that’s what she was planning, then the big time difference didn’t sound good.  Maybe he’d better hurry as much as possible!

	He removed the pacifier from his mouth and quickly grabbed three bottles of her lousy tea from his refrigerator.  He carried them into his living room where his one and only chair faced his wall of ridiculous pictures… and his framed copy of the bet contract.  But once again he didn’t see anything on the wall in front of him.  He was too worried about what Mel had cooked up for him today!

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 2 of 9)

	Mel stirred the pot of baby cereal one more time before turning the heat off.  Now all she needed was him.  She poured it out into his childish bowl and found one of his tiny baby spoons.  She got a fresh bottle out of her refrigerator for him and set that next to everything else.  Now where was he?  Had she misjudged how long it would take him to get ready?  The knocking at her door actually brought a feeling of relief.  She hurried to answer it.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad said in his stupid sissy voice along with his usual curtsey the minute she opened the door.

	He was really quite a sight standing there in nothing but one thin diaper and his bra.  His dark red purse and diaper bag looked more than a bit incongruous on his shoulders.  The plastic bag containing his empty bottles was in his hand.  “Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stood back so he could enter.  Like yesterday, there wasn’t anything for her to inspect about him.  So as soon as he had set his things down under her table by the door, she took the plastic bag from his hands and sent him into the kitchen to get up into his highchair.

	She had everything all laid out and ready for him so it took almost no time for her to stick the tray in place, tie his bib around his neck, and set his breakfast out for him.  One big baby stuck in his highchair eating baby food.  Perfect! 

	Chad carefully spooned tiny spoonful after tiny spoonful of the awful tasting baby cereal into his mouth.  At least he wasn’t spilling as much of it as he used to… but there was always some that never made it into his mouth. 

	As he ate, he watched as Mel again swapped out the empty bottles in his diaper bag for full ones, after which she was gone for a few minutes again.  He assumed she was adding more diapers to his bag.  After that, he watched as Mel refilled her coffee cup then leaned back against her counter to watch him. 

	Was she going to tell him what was going on today?  Yesterday she hadn’t.  But then when she did spring it on him yesterday, it had been a terrible shock.  He didn’t know what she had planned for him today, and that made him nervous… very nervous!  So in a way, he wasn’t looking forward to finding out.  But he still worried about it and wanted to know.  But like yesterday, she wasn’t talking.

	 He had resigned himself to not knowing anything, when Mel finally opened her mouth.  Unfortunately, what she started talking about had nothing to do with what he was currently worried about.

	“Robin called me yesterday,” Mel told him, which instantly sent worry flags up Chad’s spine.  “She said she wants to be one of the judges for our bet.”

	That didn’t sound good to Chad at all.  “But how can she be fair?” he asked between tiny bites of his cereal.

	“She claims she’s going to be totally fair.  And, she’s somewhat insisting on begin a judge.”

	“And you’re going to let her?”  Chad was really worried.

	“As long as she claims to be fair,” Mel responded.  “And since that would leave us with an even number of judges, I finally convinced Gloria to be a judge too.”

	“Gloria?”  That surprised Chad somewhat.   

	“Yes.  But… Gloria is only doing it under her conditions.”  She saw the dubious look on Chad’s face before she continued.   “And… I agreed, I guess for both of us.  That is, unless you have some really big objections and then I’ll tell her no.”

	“What conditions?” Chad asked in his stupid voice.

	“The biggest thing, I guess, is that she’s not going to let us decide the outcome of this bet ourselves.  She’s insisting that all the judges will get together with us on Saturday to determine the winner.  Like it or not.  And the judges will decide the criteria for deciding, not us.”

	Chad thought about that for a moment.  He would have argued that they should be able to decide the thing among themselves, but he was the one who originally thought they might need judges to decide it fairly.  So he certainly couldn’t protest about that.  “Okay,” he finally replied.  “I guess it’s okay.”

	Mel nodded.  “I thought you’d approve.”

	So now was she going to tell him what was going on today?  But once again, she fell silent, and he went back to finishing his breakfast.  His nervousness increased with every tiny spoonful of the awful tasting mush.

	When he had finished, Mel wiped his hands and face with his bib and let him out of his chair.  “Okay Sissy.  Let’s go get you dressed.”

	This was the part that Chad worried about, but at least she had mentioned getting him dressed so she wouldn’t be sending him to work in just his diaper.  Silently, he grabbed his purse and now heavier diaper bag from under her table, while she just grabbed her keys.  Then he followed her back outside – still wearing only his diaper and bra – over to his apartment.  He was glad to get back inside with the door closed behind him.  It was awfully embarrassing being outside dressed as he was.  But now the question was – how embarrassed was he going to be when he left again – for work?

	Like yesterday, Mel took him into his bathroom where she did his makeup again.  And like yesterday, she seemed to go lighter with it than he usually did.  He didn’t get much of a chance to study his face because as soon as she finished, he had to follow her into his bedroom where she went straight to his closet. 

	Mel stared at all the clothes in his closet, but there were really only two outfits she was looking for.  She looked back at him briefly and smiled wickedly at him.  He looked very nervous.  She couldn’t blame him.  She looked back at his closet for a moment before suddenly springing on one outfit and removing it from the closet.  She held it up for him to see.  “Perfect!” she declared.  “I can’t imagine you wearing anything better than this.”

	Chad nearly died!  She was holding up his most babyish pink sissy dress… the one that left his diapers completely on display – all the time!  “No!” he groaned.  “Please Mistress, no!  Not that!  Anything but that!  Please!  Please Mistress, please!”

	“Oh come on,” Mel replied.  “You know you’ll love it!”

	“No Mistress.  Please!  Not that.  I can’t wear that!  Not to work!  I can’t!”

	Mel looked at him with a somewhat surprised look on her face.  “Gee!  I can’t imagine why you’re carrying on like that today.  Look what you wore to work yesterday.  This can’t be much worse than that!”

	Now it was Chad’s turn to look surprised.  “But Mistress…  It is!  It’s much worse.  I can’t hide my diapers at all in that!  Please Mistress.  Not for work!  Please!”

	“Holy cow you’re raising a fuss today!” she said, her voice sounding somewhat irritated.  “Okay, if you’re going to feel that strongly about it…”

	“I do!” Chad replied quickly.  “I do.  I can’t weary that dress to work!  Please!” he begged.

	“Well then,” Mel replied as she held the pink dress in one hand and gazed back into his closet.  “I guess I could give you a choice.  You can either wear this,” she held up the pink dress again, “or…”  She reached into the closet and pulled out two hangers, “This!” she proclaimed as she held the garments up so he could see.”

	Chad stared in shock.  Of course!  He should have known!  He was relieved, but not by much.  In many ways, her second choice would be worse than the first, but not by much.  Reluctantly, his hand shaking a bit, he pointed at the second outfit – the bright miniscule skirt and itchy wool top of his sissy schoolgirl outfit. 

	Mel smiled.  “Somehow I thought you’d pick that one.”

	Chad was in no hurry to put the outfit on.  The sweater and knee socks were made of wool that was not only very warm, they itched something terrible!  As he was drawing the skirt up his legs, he realized something.  “Mistress,” he said.  “Are you going to add more diapers again?”  He wasn’t sure at all that he wanted to know the answer to that one because more diapers would mean that they would definitely show below the bottom of his skirt… but not adding more diapers would mean that he would be forced to make his diapers leak all day again.

	“No Sissy,” Mel replied.  “Robin has promised to make sure you leak like you’re supposed to all day.  So only one diaper I’m afraid.  Although I know how much you really like the diapers showing below your skirt.  You could always consider rolling the skirt at the waist a bit so your diaper does show.”

	Chad’s whole body shook for a moment at that one before he realized she was teasing… he hoped.  “No thank you Mistress,” he replied as he fastened the skirt in place.  But now came the miserable itchy sweater.  Why did she have to buy a wool one?  Did she have any idea how much the thing irritated his skin?  But then he remembered, she did know.  And that was the reason she had bought wool socks to go with the outfit.  Ugh!

	A few minutes later, Chad stared at his reflection in the mirror.  The bright green, red, and white plaid skirt – so short it was positively sinful!  But with only the one diaper under it, he couldn’t see anything below the bottom of the skirt – at least from his angle.  He pulled down on his skirt anyway in an attempt to tug the thing lower.  It didn’t move.  Above the skirt he was wearing his white angora wool sweater with the pink bow at the neckline.  He was already fighting to stop himself from trying to itch at his skin below it.  Below the sinful skirt were his red wool knee socks – itchy too.  And on his feet… saddle shoes.  The heart shaped necklace and dangly earrings that Mel had bought him to go with the outfit were his only jewelry today. 

	He stood there looking at himself as Mel fastened the white bow on top of his head.  Picture of a sissy!  Again!  At least this time he couldn’t actually see the diaper he was wearing under his skirt.  When he had worn the outfit all around the mall last weekend, Mel had stuck him in so many diapers that they could easily be seen below his skit.  He didn’t think anyone could see the one diaper he was wearing today, but he wasn’t all that sure about it.  How about from the back?

	“You took so long getting dressed,” Mel said to him, “that I hope too many people won’t be around to see you going into the building today.”

	Chad panicked again.  Yesterday she had gotten him up much earlier and had made sure he got to work before anyone could see what he was wearing – mostly anyway.  But today it was much later, and if he didn’t hurry, then he’d be arriving at prime time… when most of the people arrived.  He turned fast and ran out to the living room.

	“Get your pacifier!” Mel called behind him.  “And don’t forget your little sissy purse!”

	Chad grabbed his pacifier from the kitchen again and rushed to transfer his phone, keys, and a few things from his wallet back into the little purse again.  He looked up at Mel.  “Are you driving me to work today?” he asked since she had taken him yesterday.

	“No, I think you can get there by yourself today.”

	Chad opened his door to leave, but he turned back to Mel and quickly curtseyed.  “Bye, Mistress,” he said hurriedly through the pacifier in his mouth.

	Mel giggled.  “Have fun Sissy.”

	Driving while wanting to itch so badly was nerve wracking.  In fact, just the itchy wool was nerve wracking without driving.  But he made it to work – early, but not very early.  He could see a few people pulling in and heading to the building from various parts of the parking lot.  But he knew that if he waited much longer, the amount of people would only grow – by a lot! 

	Hurrying as fast as he could, he opened his car door and got out.  He opened his rear door and grabbed his diaper bag.  Then, after closing the car doors, he ran for the building as fast as he could.  At least the saddle shoes were fairly good for running in.  The running also seemed salve some of the itchiness his body was enduring.  But at the same time, he realized that his running was also drawing all too much attention to him… from everybody that was around.  He couldn’t stop now though, it was too late.  Everybody coming in had already seen him.  He kept going, briefly wondering if they could see the diaper he was wearing under his skirt.  Hopefully, he was going too fast for them to tell what it was!

	He opened the doors and dashed inside.  More people in the hallways.  He slowed his pace down to a nervous walk since all those people were in front of him and most of them were going the same direction he was.  Well, most of them anyway.  There were two women talking and heading toward him in the distance.  Could he get to the corner and turn before they got there?  He walked faster, almost catching up to the man in front of him.  He got to the corner but the women were all too close… and the looks on their faces as they saw him told him way too much. 

	“Sissy…” he heard them calling as he turned the corner to head down the next hallway.  He purposely ignored them and kept going – still at his nervous pace.  A few turns and three people later, and he was finally at his desk.  Whew!  But he had been seen!  By more than one person.  And some of the people who had seen him were women that he knew!

	Now what was he going to do?

	As Robin got out of her car, her mind was totally occupied with wondering what Sissy was going to wear today.  But Mel had said yesterday that she was going to let him choose again, so she wasn’t expecting anything “interesting.”  Pity!  She had rather enjoyed yesterday.

	As she turned down one of the hallways, she ran into one of the women she met with every day in the break room.  “Robin!” the woman said as she hurried over.  “What’s with Sissy today?”

	“Sissy?”

	“Yeah, we were here a little early today to get some copy work done, and we ran into him as he was hurrying in.  The outfit he had on!”

	“Outfit?” Robin asked, not knowing what she was referring to.

	“And not only that…” she dropped her voice to a whisper.  “It looked like he had a pacifier in his mouth!”

	Robin’s eyes went wide.  “He did?”

	“Yes!  He did!”

	Robin wanted to laugh.  “I can’t wait to see what you’re talking about!” Robin replied.

	“Well, you better make sure he gets to break this morning, or I can guarantee that most of the company will be down there to see for themselves!  Me included!”

	“Um…  Okay.  I’ll do my best to get him there,” Robin replied.  What was Sissy wearing?  It sounded like Mel had put him in something else that was very interesting.  She was betting that it was one of his other pretty sissy dresses – especially since he had come in with the pacifier in his mouth.  She giggled at that thought as she headed for her desk. 

	She turned the last corner hoping to see him out in the hallway again, but he wasn’t there.  Was he hiding again?  If his outfit was anything like what he wore yesterday then she couldn’t blame him.  Halfway down the hallway, she saw his head poke out sideways again – and again she noticed the same white bow in his hair.  Yes!  Another little girl outfit.  But when he quickly stepped out into the center of the hallway and she could see his entire outfit, she was so stunned she stopped short once again just to look at him.  Unbelievable!  She was so stunned that it was a moment before she could continue walking.  She had expected a little girl outfit… but not… this!

	“Good morning Robin,” Chad said in his stupid sissy voice after curtseying and removing the pacifier from his mouth.  Then of course he had to replace the pacifier and curtsey again.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” Robin replied, although her entire attention was focused on what he was wearing.  Wow, that skirt was so short.  And was that top made of wool?  It certainly looked awfully heavy!  She had seen pictures of him in the outfit, of course.  They were among the ones that Mel had sent.  But seeing the outfit for real was totally different. 

	She set her bag down in the hallway and walked all the way around him.  His hands kept playing with the short hem of his skirt… no, he was trying to keep it tugged down.  On a whim, she picked up the back of his skirt a bit.  Yep, one very soaked diaper just barely covered by the skirt.  If he moved wrong the thing would show for sure!

	“Do you know,” she said as she got back toward his front side again, “that I just ran into one of the women we see in the break room every day?  She asked about your outfit, but of course, I had no idea what you would be wearing today.”  She giggled.  “She also mentioned that you had a pacifier in your mouth when she saw you.”

	Chad nearly died!  His pacifier!  In his rush to get to his desk, he had forgotten all about it!  How was he supposed to explain that?  For that matter, how was he supposed to explain anything?

	“Is that diaper leaking?” Robin finally asked.

	Blushing, Chad again curtseyed and removed his pacifier, “Yes, a little,” he admitted.  Pacifier, curtsey.

	“Good.  It’s always best to start the day with no problems.  Go change it,” she told him.

	No problems?  He had nothing but problems today.  Big problems!  But he curtseyed and hurried into his cubicle to change his soggy diaper.  He had forgotten about his stupid pacifier!  As if what he was wearing wasn’t bad enough!  He fought the urge to rub madly at his chest to relieve the constant itching from his sweater.  It wouldn’t do any good if he did!

	Robin watched as he simply pulled his tiny skirt all the way up.  He certainly didn’t have the problem he had yesterday where he had to deal with too many skirts.  His skirt today was the exact opposite of what he had to deal with yesterday – too little skirt.

	It only took him a few minutes to change.  When he was done, she looked at him for a moment.  Something seemed wrong.  Well, not wrong, just not what she thought she should be looking at.  “Take your pacifier out and suck your thumb instead,” she ordered.  She watched as he put the pacifier on his desk and stuck his thumb deep into his mouth.  “Much better!” she declared.  “Suck your thumb today, it goes better with your outfit.”

	With that, she walked out to finally go to her own cubicle and get ready for the day’s work.  The pacifier had been perfect with the babyish dress he was wearing yesterday.  But the outfit he had on now was… okay, she was guessing some kind of schoolgirl look, so it was still childish, but it was an older child.  And for some reason, she liked the thumb better with it than a pacifier.  She almost giggled at the thought that for him, his thumb in his mouth could be considered an accessory.

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 3 of 9)

	Mel sat at the conference table in the Feinbaum building and listened as the meeting started to wrap up.  She had worn her new blue suit today and felt much more in style with everyone else. 

	The meeting had gone pretty much as she expected it to.  They had gone around the room discussing different sections of the contract, but the end results were that everybody seemed to be happy with it now.  When they had gotten to her, she had simply said she saw no problems with any of it and they had moved on. 

	Dick Feinbaum was running the meeting, but it was his father who put the finishing touch on it all.  “That’s it then,” Harry Feinbaum finally said.  “We meet with everybody at Green Growers on Monday morning and recommend that they go ahead.  And I’ll set up the finalization at Sunshine for Tuesday.  It looks like we’re about done with this one,” he said sounding pleased.  “Thank you everybody.  If nobody has anything else, that’s it for today.”  He looked around the room, but nobody had anything to add and the meeting quickly broke up. 

	Mel was back in her car a short while later and decided to go home to change.  The new suit was nice and it was comfortable, but no use wearing something like that to the office for what she still had to do today.  And today she would be meeting with clients again all afternoon.

	Chad was sitting at his desk not doing much of anything except occasionally scratching at some of the constant itch, when he saw an email come in from his boss, Tom Robinson.  He opened it quickly.  The email asked if he thought he would have time before he left on vacation to handle a few minor tasks that had come up.  Chad figured he pretty much knew what those tasks were since he handled them frequently. 

	He wrote back quickly to tell Tom there would be no problem, he could handle them.  Ten minutes later, a short list of items that needed attention hit his desk.  He looked at the list and quickly got to work.

	Robin thought she heard the faint sounds of typing coming from Sissy’s cubicle.  What was he doing?  She didn’t have anything left for him to do on their project, and break time was coming up in a little while.  In fact, his leaking time limit was coming up even sooner.  So why wasn’t he sitting on her floor drinking another baby bottle?

	Curious about what he was doing, she got up and went around to his cubicle.  “What are you working on?” she asked as she walked in.

	Chad knew that break was coming up soon.  He also knew that Robin was most likely going to make him go this time – which he was hoping he could avoid.  He got up from his seat and curtseyed.  “Tom sent me a list of things that has to get done right away.”  He curtseyed again… and hesitantly, stuck his thumb into his mouth. 

	Robin checked the program he had opened on his computer and realized that he was indeed working on things for Tom. 

	“Okay,” she said.  “I was just wondering.  Are you leaking yet?” she asked.

	Thumb out, curtsey.  “Not yet,” he admitted.  Curtsey, thumb back.

	Robin shook her head.  “You know your time limit is almost up.  If you’re not leaking by then, then I can assure you that you’re not going to like what happens – at all!  And trust me, I already have Mel’s permission!”

	Chad had no idea what she was talking about, but it didn’t sound good.  Thumb, curtsey.  “I still have a little while,” he replied.  Curtsey, thumb.

	“But not all that long!  Go get a bottle… now!”

	Reluctantly, Chad left the first actual work he had done in a little while and went around to Robin’s cubicle to get another bottle.  He knew his diaper was very, very wet.  Almost wet enough to start leaking.  So hopefully, it wouldn’t take all that much longer.  Hopefully. 

	As Robin followed him back to her cubicle, she wondered just what she would do to punish him.  Mel had told her it would be totally up to her.  Whatever she decided was best.  She really had no idea what she would do, but she also knew she would most likely come up with something.  But the way he was doing with getting his diaper to leak on time, she seriously doubted she would ever have to worry about it.  He had an hour and forty-five minutes to be leaking each time, and he was consistently making it in almost an hour and a half.  And he still thought he could win their bet?  But then, he did have those two days to regain control.  But could he?  She really had to wonder.

	A few minutes later, while Sissy was sitting on the floor of her cubicle working on his baby bottle, her office phone rang.  “Hello?” she said as soon as she picked it up.

	“Robin!” a female voice that she recognized said, “I heard the most outrageous things about Sissy this morning!”

	Robin glanced back at Sissy on the floor of her cubicle, having a pretty idea of what the “outrageous” was that she was talking about.  “Yeah, his outfit is… somewhat outrageous today.”

	“Not only that, but I heard he was wearing something… different… when he ran out of here last night.  Some kind of blue dress or costume or something!”

	It sounded to Robin like the rumors about Sissy’s outfits were spreading fast.  “Yeah, the dress he was wearing yesterday was blue.  He just couldn’t make it to break yesterday.”

	“Well, I hope he’s going to be there this morning.”

	“Oh, we’re planning on it,” Robin replied.  She looked down at him and saw him looking back up at her with a fearful expression on his face. 

	“Good!  See you then,” the woman replied before hanging up.

	Robin realized that she had just agreed to make sure he was going to be at break in a little while.  And she knew of no excuse to keep him out of it this time.  “Break time is coming up in a little while,” she said to him.  “And it sounds like the rumors about your outfits are spreading fast.  The woman I just talked to mentioned your blue outfit from yesterday.  I don’t see any way for you to avoid going to break now.”

	But this time, Chad thought he had an excuse.  Even though he wasn’t finished with his bottle yet, he stood up and curtseyed.  “But Robin,” he said, “Tom said he needed that stuff taken care of right away!  I can’t go to break.  Especially not if I have to sit here and finish this bottle too!”

	Robin just stared at him for a moment.  Tom had said that?  But she had seen the kind of thing he was working on at his desk.  It was most likely true.  And things like that did come up once in a while.  She actually didn’t know if she was disappointed or relieved.

	“Very well Sissy.  I guess you better take care of business – for once!  But I think you better plan on going to break later today or you’re most likely going to have the whole company down here to check on you.”

	Chad knew that what she had said was all too true.  But not having to go yet was a huge relief.  Instead of replying, he simply curtseyed and sank back down to the floor where he put his baby bottle to his mouth, and a moment later, his hand went under his skirt.  He stood right back up again and curtseyed.  “I think I’m leaking.”

	Robin didn’t know whether to giggle or just feel relieved.  She realized then that she was just happy that he had a good excuse for not being at break this morning.  She was relieved, because she wouldn’t have to worry about anyone asking questions that might affect her!

	Andrea answered the office phone on the second ring.  “Hello?”

	“Hi Andrea, it’s Gloria.”

	“Oh hi Gloria.  Mel’s not in the office right now, but I expect her back shortly.”

	“Actually, I wasn’t calling for Mel this time, I’m calling to talk to you.”

	“Oh!  That’s right, Mel said you were probably going to call about Sissy’s testing thing.”

	“Yes.  I guess Mel told you that I had certain… conditions that I’m insisting on if I’m going to be one of the judges for this thing?”

	“She said you did, but she didn’t tell me what,” Andrea replied.

	“Well, I was thinking of getting everyone together to discuss the whole situation.”

	“Okay, that sounds fine with me, but it would have to be after work.”

	“Actually, I was thinking about this weekend sometime,” Gloria told her.  “I usually work evenings when you’re off and I know how hard it would be for everyone to get time off during the day.”

	“Sounds fine to me… oh but I did promise Mel I would do something for her on Saturday.”  She giggled.  “Something with Sissy.”

	“Actually, I was thinking more like Sunday afternoon… if you’re available.”

	Andrea thought about that for only a moment.  “Sounds fine to me,” she replied.  “I’m not doing anything then.”

	“Good.  Then all I have to do is see if I can get everyone else here too.”

	“Are you wanting to meet at your office?”

	“I was thinking about it.  It’s easy to find and there’s plenty of parking.”

	“You know, since it’s a Sunday, it might be easier to meet in one of our conference rooms here.  That way we’d have more seats and anything else we might need.”

	Gloria thought about that for a moment.  “Maybe that would be better,” she replied.  “Can you clear it with Mel when she comes back?”

	“I will, but I know it will be no problem at all.  What time do you want to do this?”

	“I was thinking around two in the afternoon.”

	“Okay, I’ve got it on my calendar for two o’clock Sunday afternoon, right here in one of the conference rooms.”

	“Great Andrea.  Thanks.  Now I just have to call everyone else.”

	Robin entered the break room and immediately scanned the room for Derek.  Yesterday, Derek had actually deflected the questions about Sissy for her – after he had told her that he wouldn’t!  But would he play ball for her today too?  She seriously doubted it.  But would he even be there this morning?  She doubted that too.  When Derek showed up, it was usually in the afternoon.  So Derek wasn’t going to be able to bail her out this time with helping her come up with an excuse for Sissy not being there.  But then, she did have an excuse this time, and for once, it was the truth.

	“Robin, where’s Sissy?” the questions started the minute she got her coffee and tried to sit down with it. 

	“Tom Robinson just called and gave Sissy some stuff that has to be finished right away,” she said.  “So this time, blame Tom.  Sissy was all set to come.”

	“You’re sure?” one of the women asked dubiously.

	“Yeah, sure!  Ask Tom,” she replied, knowing full well that none of them really would.  Besides, according to Sissy, Tom had done just that!  Except he had emailed instead of phoned, but it amounted to the same thing.

	The question was dropped, but she could tell that everyone wasn’t happy.  But other questions weren’t dropped.  “I heard he was sucking on a pacifier when he came in this morning,” one of the women said to Robin.

	“He was!” another woman confirmed.  “I saw it!”

	“Me too!  I was there with her,” still another woman said.

	Robin wasn’t sure what to say about that.  “Um…  I don’t know.  I guess you’re going to have to ask him about it later.”

	“And how about the outfit he’s wearing today?” the woman said with a giggle.  “It looked like some kind of schoolgirl thing the guys would all get a kick out of.”

	Robin nodded.  “Yeah!  He’s definitely wearing that today!  Believe it or not!”  She looked around the table.  “If you thought the hooker outfit he wore the other day was bad, wait till you see this!”  She was rewarded by shocked looks from around the table.

	“Oh God!” one of the women exclaimed.  “And you’re sure he’s too busy to come again?”

	Robin nodded.  “Yeah.  He’s got a lot going on right now.”

	But the woman wasn’t quite satisfied yet.  “Well… do you think he would mind if I stopped by there on my way back from break?”

	“Me too!” another woman added.  “This, I’ve got to see!”

	Robin realized that like it or not, Sissy was about to get some visitors.  She just hoped he wouldn’t be drinking another baby bottle when they got there.  She also realized that his diaper bag was still out on top of her desk.  She had better keep them away from her cubicle as well!

	Chad was back at his computer working on the stuff for Tom when a high-pitched voice behind him suddenly giggled and said, “Hi Sissy.” 

	He turned fast in his chair and saw a couple of women he often saw in the break room standing in the entrance to his cubicle.  He noticed Robin standing right behind them.  Panicked, he quickly made sure his legs were pressed tightly together and he pulled on his skirt a bit before he turned around further and stood up.  He was definitely shocked to see them there.  Not knowing what else to say, he stood there holding his skirt down, and said a very embarrassed sounding, “Hi.”

	One of them giggled.  “I couldn’t believe it when I heard what you were wearing!” she exclaimed.  “Did you wear that because you thought it would be fun again, like what you wore the other day?”  A light of mischievousness flashed through her eyes.  “Or did you wear it for another purpose?”

	Another purpose?  Chad had no idea what she could be talking about.  “Another purpose?” he asked.

	“Derek!” the second woman exclaimed.

	“Derek?” Chad was almost filled with horror at the thought, but he noticed that all three women, Robin included, were laughing.  Instead of replying, he stared bashfully at the floor as he said.  “No not really.”

	One of them giggled again before she said, “I’ve got to get back to my desk.  I just had to come down here and see for myself though.  Do you think you’ll be finished with what you’re working on by this afternoon?”

	Chad looked nervously up at Robin.  “Um… I’m not really sure,” he replied.  “This has to get done.”

	The woman looked disappointed.

	“He’ll be there!” Robin replied.  “Even if I have to do half the work for him!”

	“Oh good!” one of the women said excitedly.  “I know everyone wants to see you!” 

	Amid a few more giggles, the woman and her friend left, leaving Robin standing in his cubicle smiling at him.  “How much do you still have to do?” she asked him.

	This time, Chad curtseyed before answering.  “A few things,” he admitted.  Curtsey… then when Robin continued to just stare at him, he slowly raised his thumb to his mouth and started sucking on it.

	“Let me see the list he sent.”

	Chad curtseyed before pulling up the email from Tom.  Robin read it.  “You could have gone to break,” she said.  “There’s really not that much here to do!”

	Chad decided not to reply.

	“Don’t plan on skipping break later, because you’re not getting out of it!  Now, come along, it’s bottle time again!”

	Two minutes later, Chad was again sitting on the floor of her cubicle drinking infant formula from one of his baby bottles, while Robin was hard at work on their project.

	Tom Robinson had just finished meeting with someone and was walking back to his desk when he heard several of the women mentioning Sissy again.  But then, Sissy was often the topic of conversation among the women around the company.  Today, he wasn’t really interested in the latest gossip about Chad… or was it Sissy. 

	As he was passing the women though, one of them suddenly stopped him.  “Oh Tom!”  He stopped to see what she wanted.  “How much work did you send down for Sissy to do?” she asked.

	Tom was surprised by the question.  Besides, something like that wasn’t any of her business!  “Why?” he asked, slightly irritated that she should ask such a thing.

	“Well, it’s just that we were all looking forward so much to seeing him at break but he didn’t show up because he had too much to do again.”

	Tom was a little surprised at that and didn’t fully understand.  “Too much to do?  I didn’t mean for him to miss break!”

	“Oh,” the woman said, “you know how he can be sometimes.  He does take his job seriously.  It’s just that we were all hoping to see him today.  That’s all.”

	Tom didn’t know how to reply to that… or if he should reply, so he left it at that and walked away.  He takes his job seriously?  Dressed the way he does?  But Tom knew that Chad did take his job very seriously.  And, Chad was good at what he did – very good!  But it seemed like everything else about Chad’s life right now was anything but serious!

	He had already unconsciously turned the direction he needed to go before he realized what it was he was doing… and what it was he had to do!

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 4 of 9)

	Chad finished his latest bottle and stood up.  He stuck the empty bottle back into the diaper bag on Robin’s desk.  He was about to curtsey to her back before leaving to do his own work again, when Robin suddenly turned around.  “Sissy, take a look at this.”

	Chad went up behind her to stare over her shoulder at her computer screen.

	“I’m thinking about changing this.  What do you think?”

	Once again, Chad entered a discussion with Robin, where he was forced to curtsey, remove the thumb from his mouth, speak like an idiot, stick his thumb back again, and curtsey again… over and over and over!

	Tom turned down the last hallway where Chad’s desk was located.  As usual, the area was quiet and deserted.  He really needed to move them out of here to a better area of the building.  It’s just that, at the time he had set them up, these two desks were the only ones he could find available that were right next to each other.  He mentally stuck moving Robin and Chad / Sissy on his never ending list of things to look into.

	He stopped at Chad’s desk, but Chad wasn’t there.  He could see one of the tasks he had sent for Chad to do up on his computer.  He heard voices in Robin’s cubicle and figured they both were there.  He continued on to Robin’s desk, where he stared for a moment before making his presence known.  Chad was wearing the shortest damn skirt he could ever believe.  And as Chad leaned over to look at Robin’s monitor, he could even see a tiny bit of white from whatever underwear Chad was wearing under the skirt.  Out of the corner of his eye, he also noticed the diaper bag on Robin’s desk.  She had probably brought it with her instead of leaving it with her baby.  “Um…” he said to get their attention.

	Both Robin and Chad turned quickly at the unexpected visitor.  Chad’s hands immediately dropped to his skirt again where he kept them, once again continuously pulling it down.

	“Tom!” Robin said, totally surprised to see him.  “You scared us!”

	Tom would have smiled, but he was too preoccupied with trying to make sense of what Chad / Sissy was wearing.  It looked more like something a teenager at the mall would wear… if there!  Was he trying to look sexy or something?  Get the attention of all the men at work?  Most likely, he’d get the attention of the women more!  He wanted badly to say something about the crazy way Chad was dressed, but once again he was reminded of the company directive concerning Chad, so he said nothing about it.  “Um… he said, still unable to take his eyes off of Chad, “I just heard that you weren’t able to make it to break this morning.  I didn’t mean for that stuff to make you miss your break, so I came down to see just what you’re working on that’s keeping you so busy.  You said there would be no problem taking care of it.”

	Not thinking, Chad put his foot back and curtseyed before speaking.  “It’s not a problem,” he replied.  “I just wanted to get it done as soon as possible.”  He curtseyed again.  His thumb was nearly in his mouth before he realized what he was doing and stopped it.  He also realized that he had just curtseyed to Tom – twice! 

	Tom stared at him for a moment.  He hadn’t missed the curtseys at all.  Was Chad mocking him by doing that?  “Are you trying to be funny with me?” he asked sternly.

	Huh?  Chad hadn’t meant to be disrespectful in any way.  He hadn’t even thought about curtseying, he had just done it… out of habit.  In his nervousness, he actually had to fight with himself to not curtseyed again.  “I really didn’t mean to be,” he replied.  “It was just something that happened.”  A lousy excuse, Chad realized.  It certainly wouldn’t explain anything… even thought it was true.

	Still feeling a bit put off by it, Tom let it drop.  “Let me see what you still have to do before you leave today.”

	Once again Chad had to force himself not to curtsey – especially since Tom seemed so irritated and domineering now.  He led the way to his own computer, still holding his skirt straight down so it wouldn’t show what he was wearing underneath.  He was glad to sit down in his chair and turn his back to everyone where he wouldn’t have to worry about it.  He showed Tom what he was currently working on now, what he had already finished, and what still needed to be done… all of it from the list Tom had sent him.

	“So how long do you think it’s going to take you to finish what’s left?” Tom asked. 

	Chad shrugged.  “About an hour.  Maybe less.”

	Tom nodded.  He was fairly sure he hadn’t sent Chad all that much to do.  “And how much do you need to finish on your part of the project before your vacation next week.”

	“We were just discussing that,” Robin came to his rescue.  “We made some changes and we were just trying to decide if we should change something else when you stopped by.”

	Tom nodded.  Development always worked like that.  “Can I see what you’re doing?”  This time, Robin led the way back to her cubicle.  Chad wanted to stay put in his chair, but he figured he better join them. 

	Robin showed Tom all the changes that had recently been made and also asked his opinion on the very things she and Sissy had been discussing when they were interrupted. 

	Tom looked at the work carefully.  It was all excellent work, and as far as he could see, the project was all but finished.  “I’ll let you two decide that,” he finally replied.  “When do you think this will be wrapped up for the client?” he asked.

	“The middle of next week at the latest,” Robin replied.

	“How much more do you need to do?” Tom asked.  “It looks like it’s pretty much done.”

	“Mostly, but besides this change, it still needs to be thoroughly tested,” Chad replied, proud of himself that he didn’t curtsey.  “Complete testing can take days.”

	Tom knew that, and was grateful that they were so thorough with what they did.  As far as he could see, everything here looked like it was completely under control.  He glanced at Chad… well, most things were under control anyway.  Chad… Sissy… was anything but under control!  But he couldn’t say anything about that – as per Mr. Baxter’s orders.

	He was about to leave when he noticed again the pink diaper bag on Robin’s desk… something he would not normally see on any of the desks in the company, even though many of the women had young kids.  But the sight of the bag reminded him of something else.  “I thought you had a boy?” he said to Robin as he indicated the pink, very girly bag.

	“Oh,” Robin replied, trying to find something to say about Chad’s girly diaper bag.  “I’m just borrowing that one.”

	Tom nodded.  Perfectly logical.  He had been, he had seen, and there were no problems… as long as you didn’t count the way that Chad was dressed.  He nodded and walked out, still trying to get the way Chad was dressed out of his head – which was totally impossible.  That crazy short skirt that he had to keep holding down, the silly white bow in his hair.  Knee socks!  What woman wore knee socks now days?  No wonder all the women in the company were talking about him.  And no wonder they all wanted to see him!

	Both Chad and Robin breathed a sigh of relief.  “Is he gone?” Robin asked quietly. 

	Chad poked his head out and checked the hallway.  He could see Tom almost to the corner where he would turn.  He continued to watch till he was out of sight.  “He’s gone,” he finally replied.  Then he realized he hadn’t curtseyed before he said it.  He quickly dropped another one and stuck his thumb back in his mouth.

	Robin smiled.  “You even curtseyed for him,” she said teasingly.  “Just like you do for me.  I think that was so sweet!”

	“It almost got me in trouble!” Chad replied.

	“Thanks Sandy.  I’ll see you Sunday then.”  Gloria hung up her phone.  That took care of Andrea, Cassie, and Sandy.  All that remained now was Robin.  Anxious to get the arrangements over with, she dialed Robin’s number.

	Robin was just finishing up the last of the changes they had decided to make when she heard her cell phone ringing.  She quickly found it and answered.  “Hello?”

	“Hi Robin, it’s Gloria.  Did Mel tell you I was going to call?”

	“Hi Gloria.  Yes, she did.  I take it this is about judging their bet?”  As she said it, she was already getting up out of her chair to head down the hallway where she could talk easier without being heard.

	“Yes,” Gloria replied.  “I’m trying to get everybody together on Sunday afternoon to discuss it so we all know what we want to happen when we have to decide this thing.”

	“You mean ‘if’ we have to decide it,” Robin corrected her.

	“Well, that’s one of the little conditions I had when I agreed to be a judge.  This won’t be up to Mel and Chad anymore.  The decision will come from us and only us, and it will be on Saturday.  Even if they think they know the outcome ahead of time, we’ll make the final determination based on what we decide we want to see.”

	“So one way or another, we’ll get to see exactly what happens?”

	“Exactly!”

	“That’s one of the things I’m most interested in, I think,” Robin told her.  “After all this time, I want to see how this thing really comes out.  Especially since Sissy insists that he’s going to win, but at the same time, I personally don’t see how!”

	Her words though raised a bit of concern in Gloria’s mind.  “Robin, are you sure you’re going to be able to help judge this thing fairly?”

	“Absolutely!” Robin confirmed.  “I really do want to see who deserves to win and who deserves to lose.  One way or another.”

	Gloria felt much more assured.  “Good.  We’re all meeting on Sunday afternoon at two at Mel’s office.  Andrea said we can use the conference room there.  Can you make it?”

	“I don’t see why not,” Robin replied.  “I’ll just have to get my husband to babysit for a little while.  But that shouldn’t be too hard to arrange.”

	“Great!” Gloria replied enthusiastically.  They would all be there.  Everyone!  She felt much better about all of it now.  If Mel wanted this bet to be judged… and judged fairly… then she was going to make sure of it!

	Mel was back at work, but work wasn’t the main thing on her mind – Sissy was!  To be more precise, Sissy and the fact that he seemed to be so sure he was going to win.  How could he?  And of course, her bigger problem was that she no longer had any information at all on how long he was capable of holding back.  Nothing!  She didn’t know if he had any control at all – as everyone seemed to claim, or if he had secretly managed to increase his control somehow.  She was totally in the dark about it now… and there was only one more week to go. 

	So… what did she need to do about it?  Did she need to do anything?  Unfortunately, his sureness that he was going to win bothered her enough that she felt she had to do something… but what?  She had planned on taking all next week off just so she could work closely with him to make sure he couldn’t hold back.  Unfortunately, the darn Feinbaum contract had come up.  That was a nuisance, but not really a major problem.  She could still spend most of her time working with him.  And when she couldn’t be with him, then… well, she would think of something.

	So since she felt she needed to do something since he was so sure he was going to win, then what could she possibly do?  There had to be something that would shake his certainty about winning.  Or… should she be looking for something to shake his determination to win instead?  Maybe that was the key.  Maybe she should be looking for ways to make him change his mind about winning – make him want to lose instead.  That would certainly be to her advantage!

	So… why was it that he was so determined to win in the first place?  Yes, he liked winning – and so did she.  But that wasn’t going to help her here. 

	She grabbed her notepad and pen.  Chad had three main reasons he had followed faithfully to keep him determined to win.  On her pad she wrote “self-respect.”  Then a little further down the page she added “friends.”  Finally, further down the page she wrote, “A life.”  Three reasons.  His three reasons. 

	On the surface, they all seemed very good.  But as she stared at the reasons closer, she had to seriously wonder what each of those three things meant.  And a moment later, she revised her thoughts.  It wasn’t what each of those ideas meant, it was what each of those ideas meant to Sissy!  Because since he was such a big sissy and had some “not-exactly-normal” needs clogging up his brain, she had to take all that into account.

	She underlined self-respect.  Of the three, it seemed to be the most straight-forward.  But was it when you added in his sissy needs?  What was self-respect to someone who craved the kind of public humiliation that drove him?  That certainly complicated the issue!  How could someone like that want self-respect?  The two concepts didn’t seem to go together at all!  So how could he gain self-respect in the middle of all the humiliation he seemed to need? 

	She was reminded of his cooking ability.  She knew he was proud of that.  He was also proud of his job!  She knew without a doubt that he didn’t want to lose his job… even though her long-term plans for him called for him to do just that.  She wanted him working for her, in her house, not for the company he worked at now.  So that was going to be one of those little issues she was going to have to look at closer.  On her pad, she wrote down “cooking” and “job.”  But it wasn’t much.  What would gain him self-respect?  Or rather, what did he think was a measure of self-respect?  With his abnormal needs, she didn’t have a clue.

	She turned to the second item on her page, “friends.”  Okay, she could see that one.  With his need to be humiliated so much, he probably wouldn’t have very many friends.  At least, not any that he used to have.  But… she was his friend!  If he would just realize that!  So was Robin, and Sandy, and Cassie, and…  She was about to add Derek’s name.  Derek used to be his friend.  His best friend in fact.  But now?  Right now, Derek was still too unnerved by Sissy’s needs.  Right now, Derek wasn’t really his friend at all.  But would he be later… after Derek started to accept Sissy’s needs?  No, she couldn’t add Derek to the list at all.  Maybe later, but that would be a big maybe!  And for that matter, could Sissy possibly think of Sandy, and Cassie, and Robin, and… her, as his friends?  That was another question.

	Sissy wanted friends.  But now that the cat had been let out of the bag, or more like exploded out of the bag so that everyone now knew what he was, the friends he thought he could have would have to change a bit.  Like it or not.  Win or lose.  Sissy’s friends were going to have to change.  She wondered if he realized that fact himself. 

	She turned to the final item on her page, “a life.”  She stared at that.  What the heck did it mean – to anyone… let alone Sissy?  People were always saying, “Get a life!”  It was a common enough phrase.  But what did it really mean?  And more importantly, what did it mean to someone with Sissy’s kind of needs?  Just as with self-respect, “a life” and “sissy” didn’t seem to go together. 

	She closed her eyes.  It was too hard to fathom what “a life” meant to someone like Sissy.  For that matter, it was hard to figure out what it meant for herself.  What did she consider to be “a life?”  She guessed that her job was part of it – a major part.  Right now, her job was most of her life… if you didn’t count trying to win this bet with Sissy.  So to her, her job was a major thing. 

	She thought about friends, what few she really had.  They were certainly important too.  Going out and socializing.  Socializing!  Was it even possible for Sissy to socialize… as a sissy?  She guessed, not in any normal way.  But friends were people you talked to… told things to… laughed with… and complained about things to… and… cried with at times.  Friends were what often held you together in the midst of bad times.  Friends were important!  But would Sissy be able to do any of those things with the friends she had just listed?  With a sinking realization, she figured probably not.

	So what else was part of having “a life?”  Family?  Or did that count up there along with friends?  No, she couldn’t lump family in with friends.  Not at all.  Family… loved ones… the group of people you belonged to and who in turn belonged to you… were important in any life.  And now, that one big item was a huge gaping hole in her own life – since the death of her parents.  She had no family anymore.  Well, not really.  She had never felt so alone since the accident.  And all the friends and everything else couldn’t make up for that lack of family one little bit. 

	But Sissy didn’t seem to have any family either.  At least, none that she knew of.  Could she include family as part of having “a life?”  She wasn’t sure, but something told her it belonged there.

	Finally, her mind turned to one other item that she figured should be part of it all.  But what did she call it?  It was too broad a subject for just one word.  It involved everything you did outside of work – hobbies, socializing, sports, doing things that interested you.  The list was really endless.  That was where the true heart of “a life” probably resided.  Doing things… often with others.  Laughing, striving, winning, and often failing.  But the key was in the trying… or the doing.  It was all part of life.  Did Sissy’s peculiar needs fill any of that for him?  She kind of thought that they did… in some weird way.  But did they really?  And… was it enough? 

	Self-respect, friends, and a life.  Three things that suddenly seemed far more complicated than they had just a few minutes ago.  Three things that he wanted.  Three things he needed.  In truth, three things that everybody needed.  In all the humiliation he suffered… and needed, how could he have any of those things?  She briefly wondered if he deserved them, but the answer to that had already been stated.  Everybody needed them… all of them… no matter who, or what, they were.  Sissy included.

	With a sigh, she threw her pen down on top of her pad.  So in order to keep him, she was going to have to give him what he wanted the most.  Three impossible things when coupled with who he really was.  So how could she give him those three things when he had the kind of needs that he did?  She had to find some way, because it would be the only way to shake his determination to win enough that… maybe… he would want to lose instead. 

	Self-respect, friends, and a life.  Three big things.  Three things that everyone searched most of their lives for.  Three things that most people failed to ever find – or realize they had already found.  Three things that would make him want to lose the bet and remain with her. 

	And she had only one week left to do it in.  Impossible!

	Her thoughts turned briefly to after the bet… and after his one-year term of service would be over – if he lost.  She realized that it was going to take all those three things to make him want to stay with her… forever!

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 5 of 9)

	I – N – S – A – N – E!  Insane!  That’s how Chad felt he was going.  Totally mind bonking insane!  All because of the never ending itching all over his body – and he couldn’t forget his legs where his stupid wool knee socks covered him as well.  I – T – C – H – Y!  He wanted to bounce up and down in his chair because of it, but he already knew it wouldn’t help – he had already done that.  He dared not bounce any longer though because his diaper was getting too wet.  The only thing that would really help the itching would be to remove his sweater… and socks.  Could he?  Even for just a few minutes?  Perhaps at lunchtime? 

	His brain was suddenly determined that he would do just that!  Just as soon as he could get some lunch and get back with it again.  But going out to get lunch held its own horrors.  He didn’t really want to be seen in this outfit any more than was necessary.  He had already been seen by way too many people – Tom included.  He knew he was going to have to face the break room later, but that was still hours off.  Maybe he could find a way out of it again… hopefully. 

	But as for lunch, maybe he could just stay here and skip it altogether.  Once again, he didn’t need Cassie to change him, so why not skip it?  And he wasn’t wearing his even sillier baby dress like he had yesterday so Robin probably wouldn’t be feeding him like a baby again – he hoped.  So could he stay here during lunch?  Yes, he would get hungry.  But hey, tonight was nail salon night – where he would finally get the embarrassing “Sissy” removed from his fingernails.  Then afterwards, he and Mel always stopped for dinner at a good restaurant where he got one of the best meals he ate all week long.  Tonight!  He was very much looking forward to it.

	But in the meantime…  I – T – C - H!  INSANE!

	With a drastic force of will, he managed to go back to work on the last of the items from Tom’s list.  Five minutes later, he was finished.  He quickly emailed Tom to let him know.

	But with nothing to work on now, he was stuck thinking about how crazy the never ending itching was driving him.  He needed something else to occupy his mind.  Something else to distract him.  He finally pulled up the spreadsheet where he tracked the progress on the bet.  Except, he knew before he pulled it up that there was no progress.  Not anymore.  There hadn’t been since last week sometime. 

	He scanned down the column for number of days left – seven.  Seven days left.  One week exactly.  That was it!  It didn’t sound like very long at all anymore.  It was Friday today.  Next Friday would be his first day of testing… no, not really testing anymore, that had all changed.  It would be his first day to try to control himself.  Actually, he was fairly sure it would be his first day of regained control because he still was fairly sure he could get it all back quickly – if he just got the chance!  Then the actual testing on Saturday would be no more than a quick formality.  And, he would be the winner!  He mentally celebrated that thought for a few moments – before the insane itching brought him back to reality.

	He briefly glanced over at his reasons for winning the bet.  He glanced over the first three, self-respect, friends, and a life.  But he had already seen those almost every day now and the stupid itching wouldn’t let him concentrate on them to the extent he usually did.  He moved on to the other items instead.  A pool table.  How cool would it be to have a pool table in his living room!  He briefly thought about the design for his apartment that Sandy had done for him.  Now that would be something great to have!  But thinking about that also reminded him of the other plan she had done for his apartment, the one that Mel had asked for, the one that would essentially turn his entire apartment into one big sissy nursery.  That thought sobered him a bit… while at the same time, it excited him to no end.  Something he hated to admit, even to himself.

	I – T – C – H! 

	I – T – C – H! 

	I – T – C – H! 

	O – N – E    M – O – R – E    W – E – E – K!

	I – T – C – H! 

	I – T – C – H! 

	I – T – C – H!

	He closed his spreadsheet because he wasn’t capable of thinking about it anymore.  Not with the infernal itching he had to put up with.  He quickly glanced at the clock.  It was getting closer to lunchtime.  His diaper was very wet.  His time limit for leaking was a little bit after lunch would start.  But if he could get his diaper leaking before lunch, then that would be a big help.  He could remove his itchy sweater and socks and with a fresh diaper on, he would feel much more comfortable.  Much more relaxed.  It would almost be… heaven!  Of course, just getting out of the wool sweater and socks would be heaven!

	He got up, and holding his skirt straight down, walked over to Robin’s cubicle to get another bottle to drink – another bottle of infant formula.  Once again she was making sure that he had plenty of those available.  Why couldn’t she do something easier and just get him some Coke or something? 

	He curtseyed to her the moment he got into her cubicle. At least she turned around to look at him.  Then he grabbed another bottle full of white liquid from his diaper bag and sank down to the floor with it.  A second later, he was drinking furiously, both because he wanted to be leaking very soon and because the itching was forcing him to… as if drinking as hard as he could would help somehow!  It did… and it didn’t.

	Robin watched as Chad sank down to the floor with his latest bottle.  At least he was trying to leak on time.  So far, like yesterday, there hadn’t been the slightest problem with it.  She glanced at the clock.  Lunch was coming up soon.  “What are you planning for lunch?” she asked.

	Chad had to remove the bottle from his mouth, stand, curtsey, then speak like a sissy idiot.  “I think I’m just going to stay right here and skip lunch today.  That way, less people will see me.  Besides, the itching from this sweater is driving me mad!  I don’t think I could eat if I tried!”  Curtsey, back down to the floor, bottle back to the mouth.

	Robin smiled.  Actually, she knew exactly what he would be doing for lunch – pretty much the same as yesterday.  “Don’t worry about lunch,” she told him, “I’ll be feeding you again as soon as I can get something and get back with it again.”

	That was not exactly what Chad wanted to hear.  He well remembered yesterday when she had eaten a bacon cheeseburger right in front of him… while spooning baby food into his mouth.  He would be getting something to eat, but suddenly he wasn’t looking forward to it.  And… what about removing his sweater so he could get some relief?

	A few minutes later, Chad’s bottle emptied.  But he still wasn’t leaking.  His diaper was certainly soaked enough, but as far as he could tell, no leaks.  He curtseyed to Robin and went back to his cubicle for a few minutes.  He walked around, he curtseyed, he did everything he could to try to get his diaper to leak.  He pulled up his skirt and felt around the outside of his diaper thoroughly, but no leaks.  He wasn’t overly worried because he still had about fifteen minutes left before his deadline would run out.  But still…

	He went back to Robin’s cubicle again where he curtseyed to Robin’s back and grabbed another baby bottle.  As he was sinking down to the floor with it, he saw Robin turn around.

	“Another one?  Already?” she asked.

	Bottle out, stand, curtsey.  “I’m trying to leak as soon as possible,” he replied.  Curtsey, back to the floor, bottle.

	“That’s good,” Robin told him.  She glanced at the clock, you’ve got less than fifteen minutes to go… and I was planning on leaving for lunch in about five minutes, but I don’t want to go till I make sure you leak on time.”

	Bottle out, stand, curtsey.  “I’m trying.”  Curtsey, back to the floor, bottle back.

	“Good!  Let me know as soon as you’re leaking.”  With that, she turned her back on him again and went back to work.

	Chad kept trying to leak, just as he kept drinking furiously from his bottle.  But some diapers are more stubborn than others.  He heard some sound from the distant hallways.  Break time must have started.  And he still wasn’t leaking.

	Robin turned back to him.  “It’s lunchtime.  Are you leaking yet?”

	Talking with Robin was always a major exercise.  “Bottle out, stand up, curtsey.  “Not yet.  But I’m trying.”  Curtsey, back down, bottle.

	“Keep trying,” Robin replied with a bit of annoyance.  “I want to go to lunch and your time limit is getting close!”

	Chad made no reply, he simply kept drinking.  He didn’t know what else he could do to make his diaper leak.  He did keep feeling under his skirt constantly for it though.  But so far, no luck!

	Robin looked at the time and grunted!  She turned back to him again.  “Are you leaking?  You’ve only got another minute!”

	Chad’s bottle was almost empty, but he still hadn’t detected any leaks.  He stood up and curtseyed.  “Not yet,” he said worriedly.  Some diapers were like that.  Some were harder to make leak than others.  He hated it when that happened.  He curtseyed again and sank back down to the floor.  His bottle emptied a few seconds later, and his time limit expired a few seconds after that.

	“Time!” Robin declared angrily.  “I don’t know why you aren’t leaking yet.  You always manage it in well under your deadline!”

	Chad stood with his now empty bottle and curtseyed.  “I don’t know why either,” he admitted, his voice full of frustration.  “Some diapers just don’t leak as easily as others.  I certainly think this one is wet enough… more than wet enough!”  Curtsey, but instead of sinking back down to the floor, he set his now empty bottle on the desk next to his last bottle.  Then he reluctantly stuck his thumb in his mouth and stood there while his free hand groped all over his diaper under his skirt to try to detect any sign of a leak.

	Robin almost broke out laughing as she watched what he was doing.  He looked so ridiculous with what he was doing… well, he always looked ridiculous.  His thumb stuck in his mouth where he was sucking on it, his legs splayed wide and bent at the knees, while his other hand was groping and feeling all around under his skirt.  In that outfit, with the white bow in his hair, and especially with his thumb stuck in his mouth, he looked so much like a little girl!  An awfully big little girl, but a child none-the-less… which was exactly what she seemed to be reminded of over and over again lately.  In more ways than one, he was nothing but a child!

	Not knowing what else to do, Chad finally grabbed another baby bottle and sank down to the floor with it.  As he drank, his one free hand continually checked under his skirt for any sign at all of a leak.

	Robin was getting a little frustrated since she was missing part of her lunch.  Should she just leave him here and see if he is leaking when she came back?  He was already late.  And that was another problem.  What was she going to do about him being late?  Before she had time to think of anything else, she saw the look on Chad’s face suddenly change.  He seemed to freeze in place a moment, then he quickly stood up and curtseyed.

	“I’m leaking!” he finally declared.

	“It’s about time!” Robin complained.  She stood up.  “You get changed and I’ll be back later to feed you.  I’m going to lunch!”  With that, she grabbed her bag and hurried out.

	“So, Andrea told me that you’re all meeting at my office on Sunday,” Mel said to Gloria as she sat down to lunch.

	“You don’t mind do you?”

	“Not a bit.  Would you mind if I listened in?  Me and Sissy that is since where I go for the next week, he goes too.”

	Gloria shook her head.  “I’d rather you weren’t there at all.  In fact, I’m insisting that you don’t come.”

	“But what if you have any questions that I can answer?  What if…”

	“We won’t!” Gloria interrupted.  “What we decide there is for us to decide.  We’ll let you know the final outcome – if any.”

	Mel wasn’t exactly happy about that.  “Can I at least call you about it afterwards?”

	Gloria smiled.  “Tell you what, I’ll call you!”

	Mel felt at least somewhat better, but she still wished she could be there. 

	“That brings up another thing you probably won’t be happy about,” Gloria mentioned.

	Mel was instantly a bit worried.  “What?”

	“I’m cancelling your scheduled appointment with me for next Thursday night.  For you and Sissy both!  You can start again the next week.  Either you by yourself or you and Chad, it doesn’t matter, but for next week, it’s out!”

	Mel was shocked.  “But…”

	“You’re not getting anything out of it anyway!  And besides, after last night, we both know that there’s nothing left for you to learn from Chad.”

	“But…”

	“No buts!  I’m not hypnotizing him again… period!”

	“But suppose he has a change of heart?” Mel asked desperately.  “Suppose he decides he wants to lose the bet?”

	Now it was Gloria’s turn to be shocked.  “It doesn’t matter!  You’ll have to find out when we do – Saturday!  And are you going to try to get him to lose… purposely?”

	Mel actually blushed a bit.  “I was thinking about it,” she replied somewhat contritely.

	Gloria was a bit infuriated by that.  “I’ll discuss that with the ladies,” she said.  “To me, it sounds like cheating.  It doesn’t fit the parameters of your bet!”

	“But…”

	“No buts!” Gloria said again.  “I’m just saying that I’ll discuss it.  Nothing more.”

	But Mel knew that if she could get Chad to want to lose the bet, there would be no way for anyone to tell if he threw the thing purposely or not.  So she wasn’t really the least bit worried about what Gloria thought of the idea.

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 6 of 9)

	Chad sat in his desk chair and rubbed his bare legs where his socks had been pulled up.  They were now shoved down as far as he could get them to go.  They still itched, but the amount of skin they itched was reduced to just a little bit.  The better part was that his miserable sweater was now laying on his desk.  Yes, he was sitting there in just his skirt and bra, but he had been dressed much worse here at work before.  And besides, the relief it brought was well worth it.  The only problem was, that his skin was still all red from the wool and he still kept rubbing himself to relieve it.  However, it was still much, much better without the itchy wool sweater.

	The relief from the itchy garments was enough now that his brain could tackle other issues… at least somewhat.  And the biggest issue on his mind, was that for the second day in a row, he hadn’t had a stupid suppository shoved up his backside at lunchtime.  And better, he knew for a fact that he didn’t get one last night either because he had diapered himself for bed.  That was three suppositories in a row that he had missed.  He wondered if Mel was finally backing off on them.  If so, it was about time!  He had to have so much of that junk still up inside of him that it might take weeks to get rid of it all.  But it still left a big question…  Since he had missed so many in a row now, would he be able to at least control that one thing this afternoon?  He was sincerely hoping so.

	His musings about that were interrupted by the reappearance of Robin – lunch bag in hand.  She stopped at his cubicle and stared at him.  “Where’s your sweater?”

	He pointed at the desk, then figured he better actually speak.  He stood and curtseyed.  “I took it off to relieve the itching for a little while.”  Curtsey…  Then reluctantly, he stuck his thumb in his mouth.

	“Put it back on!” Robin replied in no uncertain terms.  “Then drag your chair over to my desk again.”  She continued on to her own desk where she stowed her purse and started unpacking her lunch.

	Chad hated doing it, but he reluctantly pulled the sweater over his head again and pulled his necklace out from under it.  Then he pulled his socks up as well.  Itchy, itchy, itchy!  Shuddering from the maddening itching, he forced himself to not rub at it.  He stuck his stupid thumb back in his mouth and pulled his chair over to Robin’s cubicle.

	The sight made his mouth water.  The smell did much worse.  And his heart totally sank as he watched Robin pulling jar after jar of baby food out of a bag.  His eyes saw the baby food, but not clearly.  They were too focused on the fabulous fried chicken plate that was now centered on Robin’s desk.  And it looked so good! 

	Robin saw him standing there staring at her lunch.  She almost laughed.  His expression was just what she had wanted to see from him – especially the way he was standing there in that outfit sucking his thumb.  “Well don’t just stand there!  Bring your chair in and sit down.”

	Chad did that, but his eyes never left her chicken dinner.  As he sat, his one free hand unconsciously rubbed at the itching under his sweater. 

	Robin smiled.  “I take it you want some of this instead of what I’ve got here for you in these jars?”

	Chad wanted the chicken badly.  Besides it smelled so good!  He stood up, removed the thumb from his mouth, and did the best curtsey he was capable of.  “Please,” he said.  “Please may I have some?”  Then he curtseyed as well as he could again before sticking his thumb back in his mouth and sitting down in his chair.

	Robin shook her head.  “I thought we covered all that yesterday.  Since you seem to be more of an infant than my son, then I don’t think you should get anything except what you deserve.”

	Chad stood, removed his thumb, and curtseyed again.  “Please, Robin?”  Curtsey, thumb, sit back down.

	“No!  So don’t bother asking again.”  Actually, there was another reason he was only getting baby food for lunch, but it was something she wasn’t supposed to tell him.  According to Mel, now that he wasn’t getting any suppositories, the baby food was supposed to keep his stools very soft.  The softer the better! 

	Chad was crestfallen.  She was doing it to him again!  Just like yesterday, she was going to eat something really good right in front of him while she spoon fed nothing but baby food – straight from the jars – into his mouth.  Yuck!  He was upset and frustrated enough that he scratched extra hard at his itching body with both hands.

	Robin saw him scratching himself.  “I take it that sweater itches?” she asked.

	Stand, thumb, curtsey.  “Horribly!” Sissy replied.  Curtsey, thumb, sit down.

	Robin stared at him for a moment.  “Stand up,” she said and waited till he was on his feet.  “Now when you sit down again, sit on your hands.”

	Huh?  He removed his thumb from his mouth, then slowly he started to sit, this time holding his skirt to his backside with his hands so they would be under him when he got all the way down again.

	“No,” Robin said, stopping him as he was doing it.  “Place your palms down first, then sit on top of your hands.”

	Nearly down on the chair, Chad reversed his hands so that his palms were down on the chair, then he carefully lowered his body so that he was sitting on the backs of his hands.

	Robin nodded approvingly.  “That’s better.  Now you won’t make matters worse by trying to scratch yourself.”  A few seconds later, she tied his bib around his neck.

	Chad wasn’t sure if not being able to scratch himself was a good thing or not.  He realized that he probably touched himself or moved his arms so as to accomplish the same thing pretty much constantly, in a way, scratching at the itch just a little bit with every movement.  And now Robin didn’t want him doing that?  Did she have any idea how much the sweater he was wearing itched? 

	He watched as Robin opened a jar of baby food.  He watched as she started eating her own lunch.  With her mouth full, she spooned some of the baby food out of the jar with his tiny infant spoon and held it right in front of his mouth.  His mouth watering for the chicken he could see and smell, he opened his mouth and let her stick the tasteless green mush inside.  Green beans?  Maybe.  The jury was still out on that one!

	Ray picked up his phone and dialed Mel’s cell phone number – and got sent straight to her message box.  He hung up and dialed her office number instead.  “Hi,” he said as soon as Andrea has answered.  “This is Ray.  Is Mel available?”

	“Hi Ray,” Andrea replied.  “I’m sorry, but she’s on another call right now.  Can I tell her you called?”

	“Yes, please,” Ray replied.

	Mel was busy.  But that was nothing new.  She was a lawyer, she was usually busy.

	In her office, Mel laughed.  “Derek, you’re incorrigible!  All you think about is sex!  Just like every other man in the world!” 

	“Don’t tell me you don’t think about the same thing!”

	“No comment!” Mel replied good-naturedly.

	“So how about tonight?” Derek asked.  “Are you game?”

	“Well, tonight is nail night.  It’s kind of a standing appointment that I don’t dare miss.  Then after that, Sissy and I usually have dinner out somewhere.”

	“I could join you,” Derek offered.  “Even though Sissy will be there, I guess I could put up with him again if I have to.”

	“That would be nice,” Mel replied.  “Then if you like, you can watch him practicing his ballet as soon as we get home.”

	“Ballet?  Again?”  Derek was glad Mel couldn’t see him rolling his eyes.  “I think I’ll pass on that part.”

	“But Derek, he’s so much fun!”

	“Maybe for you, but not to me.”

	“So are you still joining us for dinner tonight?”

	Derek considered it.  Dinner wouldn’t be bad – even with Sissy there.  But ballet?  And worse, he would be just watching Sissy doing some kind of lousy dancing that he could care less about to begin with?  “Um…  Maybe I better skip it tonight.  You’re still too tied up with this bet thing.”

	Mel was disappointed.  “Well how about tomorrow?  Are you coming to his performance?  It should be really good!”

	“No,” Derek replied.  “That doesn’t sound anything at all like something I’d be the least bit interested in.”

	Mel was even more disappointed.  “Okay,” she finally replied.  “Talk to you soon.”  She hung up.  Men!  Why was it that they never had any interest in anything the least bit beautiful?  Okay, so Sissy’s ballet wasn’t exactly beautiful… and would be anything but beautiful by the time he actually performed it, but she could tell that Derek was one of those guys who were only really interested in what they liked and that was it.  So disappointing.  But still.  He was such a nice guy to be with.  So there had to be some hope for him.

	She picked up a stack of paperwork she had just finished looking at and carried it out to Andrea’s desk. 

	“Your other boyfriend called while you were on the phone,” Andrea told her.

	“My other boyfriend?”

	“Ray!”

	“Again?”

	Andrea just nodded.

	Mel went back to her desk and picked up her phone again.  She figured she better call Ray back because he wasn’t going to stop hounding her.  A minute later, she was saying, “Hi Ray.  You called?”

	“Hello gorgeous!”

	Mel’s first thought, instead of blushing this time, was how predictable and tired his greetings were starting to get.  “Thanks Ray,” she replied without the enthusiasm she usually would have felt.  “I still can’t go out with you till after next week,” she got out before he could even ask.

	Ray was a bit put off, but he had expected something like that, just not so soon in the conversation.  It sounded to him like he must have caught her at a really busy time.  Lawyers!  But then, she was rich!  “Okay, just so you know, I’m not going to stop trying.”

	Mel mentally sighed.  “That’s good Ray.  Sorry.  But not just yet.”

	Ray hung up his phone a few minutes later after several tries to engage her in conversation a bit longer, but Mel seemed to be too preoccupied.  Well, he could understand that, but she was rich so he wasn’t going to stop trying no matter what she said.  And he definitely felt like it was time to pay her a personal visit!

	Itch.  Itch!  ITCH!  Ugh!  The infernal wool sweater and socks were once again driving him totally mad!  He was again sitting on the floor of Robin’s cubicle drinking yet another baby bottle, but he couldn’t help himself anymore.  He had to scratch at the itch!  The itch had been bad last weekend at the mall – horrible in fact.  But that hadn’t lasted as long as he was wearing the outfit today, and every minute seemed to make the miserable itching grow worse and worse.

	Scratch here.  Scratch there.  Scratch the socks.  Scratch the back.  Scratch the front.  It was all too much.  And nothing helped!  But he couldn’t stop himself.  Holding his bottle in his mouth with one hand, he used his other hand to rub and scratch from one place on his body to the next.

	“Stop that!” Robin said, finally turning around in her chair.  “You’re driving me crazy and it’s not going to help!”

	Chad forced himself to stop scratching, but it wasn’t easy.  Just then, his bottle finally finished.  He stood up and set it on the desk.  He’d go back to his own desk where he could scratch all he wanted.  Maybe even pull his sweater up to get a little bit of relief.  He curtseyed and stuck his thumb in his mouth before turning to go.

	“Where are you going?” Robin asked before he could get out of her cubicle. 

	Thumb out, curtsey.  “Back to my desk,” he replied. Curtsey, thumb.

	“Why?  Do you have anything to do there?”

	Hell yes!  Scratch at everywhere that itches!  But he couldn’t say that.  Thumb out and curtsey.  “No work,” he admitted.  Curtsey and return the thumb.

	“No work.”  Robin repeated, then she stared at him for a moment.  “You don’t need to go anywhere.  You can stay right here instead.  I’ll get your dolls out for you.”

	Chad mentally groaned.  Not again.  And especially not since he needed to scratch at his body in the worst way.  He sank down to his knees on the floor, and again tried to scratch at himself a little bit as he did it. 

	Robin noticed him trying to scratch.  That sweater of his had to be out of some kind of horrible wool.  But she figured the itchy wool was probably the reason Mel had bought it for him in the first place, especially since his socks looked like they were wool as well.  So…  “Stop scratching!” she said.  Then with a shake of her head, she got up from her chair.  “I can see we’re going to have to do something to keep you from ruining that beautiful sweater.” 

	But what should she do?  She opened her desk drawer and immediately spotted the ball of course package twine she had used on him once before.  She pulled it out, then glanced at the dispenser of tape on her desk that she often used on him instead.  No, this time she decided to use the twine.

	Chad wasn’t happy at all to see her grab the twine.  It meant she was probably going to tie him up some way again.  A moment later, he was certain of it as she tied the string around the wrist of his hand where his thumb was in his mouth.  A few wraps of the twine around his neck before tying it all off again, and that hand wasn’t going to be leaving his mouth no matter what!

	Robin stared at him.  She had taken care of one hand, but how about the other one?  He couldn’t have both of them in his mouth at the same time.  So what should she do?  She grabbed his other arm and brought his hand up to the one that was tied to his mouth.  Grab your other hand,” she ordered.

	Chad wasn’t happy about doing it, but he grabbed the heel of his hand that was stuck to his mouth with his free hand.  A moment later, he went cross-eyed watching Robin tie that hand to the one where his thumb was in his mouth.  When Robin stepped back a moment later, both hands were secured in front of his face where he couldn’t itch at his body at all.  And he really needed to itch! 

	“There,” Robin said with more than a hint of satisfaction in her voice.  “That should solve your problem… at least for a little while.  I guess we’ll have to work out something else when it’s bottle time again.”  She sat down at her computer and went back to work… with a smile on her face.

	Chad sat there and stared at her back.  The infernal itching was driving him mad and he couldn’t do anything about it.  Over and over again he shook his body a tiny bit, trying to get the damn itching to go away, but of course, nothing worked.  He was doomed to sit there and go silently mad while Robin sat with her back to him and did something useful!  Eventually, he stopped the shaking altogether and did his best to not move any part of his body at all.  He still itched horribly, but remarkably, no movement at all seemed to actually help… or at least not make anything worse.

	Half an hour later, Robin glanced at the time.  Bottle time again!  She turned around in her seat and stared at the semi-bound figure on her cubicle floor.  He had finally stopped fidgeting around and was sitting perfectly still.  A big improvement!  Obviously her little bit of twine had been useful.  But now how was she going to manage to change it all so he could drink another bottle? 

	Getting up from her seat, she set about untying him.  Then she grabbed one of the full bottles still in his diaper bag and handed it to him.  She watched him as he nursed on the bottle.  She could see that he was being careful to not scratch at himself at all.  In fact, he was keeping his free hand on the floor, well away from his body.  It almost looked like once he got into that position, he was trying not to move at all.  Other than his nursing on the bottle, he was basically a statue.  Was he trying to convince her that he wouldn’t scratch anymore?  She didn’t believe that for a second.  She had seen over and over again that he couldn’t be trusted.  So…

	She rolled the twine back into the ball and stuck it back in her desk drawer.  “Grab that bottle with both hands!” she ordered as she pulled out her roll of tape.  She wrapped the tape around and around his hands clasping the bottle.  That mostly took care of his hands.  Then she put the tape down and grabbed her twine again.  She wrapped it several times around his neck and hands making sure he couldn’t remove the bottle – or his hands- from his mouth.  Then she tied the twine with a simple – easy to undo – bow.  Now he could keep drinking his bottle and she could easily refill it for him.  Plus, there was no way he could scratch very well at his itchy sweater – especially the way he had been going at it earlier, which she knew would probably ruin the thing. 

	She stared down at him for a moment.  With the outfit he had on, and considering the bottle that was going to be stuck in his mouth, there was one little change to what she would rather see on him.  “Get to your knees for a minute,” she ordered.

	With his hands stuck to the bottle in front of his face, Chad found it awkward to get to his knees, but eventually, he made it.

	Robin bent down and pulled his tiny skirt straight up, where it stayed, leaving his wet diaper totally exposed.  “Okay,” she said.  “You can sit again, but keep your legs spread far enough apart so that I can easily see how wet your diaper is.”

	Awkwardly, Chad managed to reverse his movements and get back down to a much more comfortable sitting position, even though he was now keeping his legs splayed wide.  It was comfortable, despite the bottle in his mouth and his hands taped to the bottle and the infernal itching all over his body.

	Robin stepped back to look.  Much better!  Now having his wet diaper on display seemed to go much better with the baby bottle in his mouth.  It was a much better image.  Perfect!

	Mel worked, and actually got a lot done, but her mind was only half on it.  The other half of her thoughts were never far from trying to figure out what she was going to do about Sissy.  She was still bothered by the fact that she didn’t know how long he could hold back.  How much more did she still need to do with him?  She no longer had a clue!  How much more was it possible to do with him?  That one was the big question.  She wasn’t sure there was anything more she could do to make him incontinent other than what she was already doing with him… other than to continue with her plans. 

	Her plans.  She stopped working as that thought crossed her mind. She sat back in her chair and stared up at the ceiling.  Long ago – or so it seemed – when the bet had first started, she had put together a plan to make him incontinent.  Since then… well… things had changed.  He had changed… and so had she – more so than she ever thought she would.  There was still a plan of course, but she wasn’t truly following it anymore.  Some of it she had stuck to determinedly – like the use of the suppositories in him.  She groaned as she realized she hadn’t faked putting one up inside of him last night at all.  She was supposed to, but she had simply gotten too lazy!  Bad girl!  She had been so unnerved last night by not knowing what was going on with him anymore that she had simply sent him home – early!  And then she had gone to bed to think… and had fallen asleep.  She blamed that on the extra early time she had gotten up two mornings in a row – even though something in the back of her mind told her there was more to it than that.

	But last night she hadn’t faked the suppository thing with him.  And she knew that Robin wasn’t going to be doing it with him at work.  Robin had drawn the line firmly with him on that one.  So by now, he must realize that he had missed the last three suppositories – even though they would have been faked.  Would it make a difference?  She could only pray it wouldn’t.  She was very tempted to put another one up inside of him tonight – for real!  But she thought better of that.  No, the plan called for no more suppositories… only for him to think he was still getting them.  Besides, there was one tiny deviation in that plan coming up soon anyway. 

	So she didn’t know if he was going to be able to finally control that end of him today or not.  She didn’t know at all if he could control his front end either.  And she didn’t know what she could do about any of it… other than to keep at him the way she had… or if possible, increase the pressure.  But in doing that, she would have to be even more careful – self-respect, friends, and a life.  She still didn’t know how she was going to solve those problems either.  The bet was going to end soon, and she felt less in control than ever before!

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 7 of 9)

	Robin glanced at the time on her computer.  It was getting close to break time again – and this time, there was no doubt that Sissy would be going.  He had to go!  For a lot of reasons.  She turned around to look at him.  He was just now finishing up his latest baby bottle.  Since he was just sitting there – actually, that was about all he could do – with that baby bottle in his mouth, she had kept it filled more often than normal.  Since his diaper was fully on display, she could see how soaked it was.  She would have changed her son’s diaper long, long before it ever got that bad.  But this was Sissy, and getting his diaper to leak was the biggest requirement in his life just now. 

	“Are you leaking yet?” she asked.

	Chad wondered how he was supposed to answer with the bottle stuck in his mouth.  Was he supposed to get to his feet and curtsey before trying to answer?  And the truth was, he didn’t know if he was leaking or not.  The way he was sitting just then, with his diaper down on the floor, if he was leaking, then he probably wouldn’t feel it.  Instead of getting up and curtseying, he simply shrugged his shoulders, which sent and electric itch through more parts of his body than he was happy about.

	Robin looked more carefully at his diaper.  “Spread your legs a bit more so I can see better,” she told him.  A moment later, his diaper was even more exposed.  “No, I don’t see any sign of a leak yet.  But you are really soaked.  It will be break time before long, but your next time limit is still a good half-hour away.  And you ‘are’ going to break this afternoon!”

	Chad wasn’t happy to hear that at all, especially since his diaper was so soaked and his time limit was going to be either in the middle of break or after it.  He couldn’t see what time it was so he didn’t have much of an idea about that.

	“Your skirt is so short,” Robin continued as if thinking about something, “and that diaper is so bloated…”  She giggled a bit.  “I think it’s going to be showing below your skirt whether you like it or not!”

	That part, Chad liked hearing even less.

	Robin stared at him while she thought a bit more.  She had things she needed to explain to him.  Things that she knew he wouldn’t like – probably more than just the fact that he had to go to break.  An idea hit her, yes, it might work!  And then she remembered another little thing that might help as well and she was a little more satisfied.  Even still, it was going to be difficult… and risky!  She knew what she was planning was a bit cruel, but… this was her last chance!  She would just have to deal with whatever happened when the time came.

	She had to force herself not to smile!  “When break time comes,” she told him, “you ‘have’ to go!”  She saw the look of fright in his eyes and his body seemed to tense up and go rigid.  She shook her head.  “There can’t be any getting out of it this time or everybody from the break room will be down here before it’s over.  Remember this morning – when two of them came back with me?  Either you go, or they’ll all be here, and I don’t think you want them seeing all your baby bottles, not to mention the fact that if you don’t go, I’ll probably tie you in place with your soaked diaper fully on display so they all can see it.  Besides, Tom himself heard that you missed break this morning and had to come down here to check on you personally!  So no, there’s no way you can even think about not going to break now.”

	Chad knew without a doubt that she was right.  Especially since Tom had surprised them by showing up here earlier.  That had been a close one!  And Tom had only come because he had heard that he wasn’t at break.  So he was going to have to go to break.  But his diaper… and his too short skirt…

	Robin continued.  “Now, I also seem to remember that you were late getting one of your diapers to leak earlier.”

	Chad almost forgot about his problem of having to go to break as his brain let out a big – “Uh-oh!”

	Robin fought against it, but the wicked smile crossed her lips for a brief moment before she could get it under control again.  “So I have a deal for you.  And like it or not, this is what you’re going to do.  Or so help me, I’ll lift that up skirt of yours right in front of all the women at that table and shove your thumb straight into your mouth right there!  Then you can curtsey for all of them and tell them exactly what kind of a big sissy you really are!”

	Chad was suddenly frightened… and he hadn’t even heard what Robin wanted him to do yet.  But his mind wouldn’t stop picturing himself standing in front of the table full of women – with his wet diaper fully on display, sucking his thumb, curtseying, and having to tell them in his really stupid sissy voice all about what he really was.  His only line of hope was in what Robin wanted, and he knew without a doubt that it was going to be bad!

	Robin saw the look of horror in Sissy’s eyes.  She didn’t have to take the bottle away from his face to tell what he was thinking.  He knew that he would have to do anything she proposed.  Her wicked smile returned as she watched his face.  This time, she didn’t try to hide her smile. 

	“Today is your last day at work before your bet ends.  And… this will be your last time at break as well.  So therefore, here’s what’s going to happen!”

	Chad listened carefully.  The first part, he really liked.  That part was good.  Very good!  But the more she continued talking, the worse things quickly got.  The first part might have been good, but the rest of it was bad – very bad.  Beyond very bad!  By the time Robin was finished, he was positively frightened!  And worse, he knew he would have no choice… it was his only chance!

	Ray looked through the paperwork on his desk.  He had a big question – a few big questions!  He picked up his phone and dialed Derek’s number… and got no answer.  He picked up all the paperwork and carried it with him all the way to Derek’s office – but he wasn’t there.  He finally turned to one of the women at a nearby desk, “Where’s Derek?”

	“He and his guys have been working at one of the tables in the break room every afternoon where they have more room to spread out.”

	Ray nodded.  It happened frequently.  He headed for the break room, only slightly aware that break would be happening fairly soon – not that he cared in the least.  All the way downstairs, through the halls, and finally through the break room door.  There they were – Derek and three of the guys on his crew.  He could see as he crossed the floor that they were pointing at diagrams and discussing the project.  The guys saw him coming and Derek turned to look up at him before he arrived at the table. 

	“Hi Ray,” Derek greeted him pleasantly.  “Did you get that stuff I sent?”

	Ray nodded and set the papers down on the table.  Then he pulled up another chair from one of the other tables so he could sit as well.  “I’m not sure I understand,” he said to Derek.  “What part of this might be against government regulations?”

	Derek nodded.  “The client is insisting…”  He laid everything out just the way he had put it in the papers he had sent to Ray earlier, but this time, Ray asked questions as he went, clarifying the situation further.  It was a very gray area.  One they were going to have to discuss further before a decision could be made.

	Chad couldn’t believe he wasn’t shaking with fear – even though he was more anxious than he had been in a while.  As he followed Robin through the hallways, he again held his skirt straight down with both hands.  The only good part was – that Robin had allowed him to change his wet diaper just before they left – before he was leaking and before his time limit was up.  So now he had a bit more space between the bottom of his diaper and the bottom of his too-short skirt.  But that space was still all too little. 

	As the break room doors came in sight, he and Robin were joined by another woman.  “Ooo,” she crooned as she caught sight of Sissy’s outfit.  She looked him over as best she could even as she walked next to him.  “I take it you’re going for some kind of schoolgirl – fantasy thing?”

	“Um…  Something like that,” Chad mumbled.  It was starting already!  And they hadn’t even reached the break room yet!  He was glad his hands were holding down his skirt, otherwise his nervousness would have had him itching at his sweater even worse than before.

	They reached the doors and Robin stepped ahead to open them.  As she did, her eyes quickly scanned the room.  Many of the women were already at the table – perfect.  She had delayed getting here by just a few minutes.  As she let the woman who had joined them through the door first, she noticed the other thing she was hoping to see – Derek!  She stepped in front of Sissy before he could enter, although in truth, he had already stopped, probably trying to find the courage to go in.  She couldn’t really blame him… but that was too bad – today! 

	“You know what you have to do,” she said quietly, but firmly.  “Or so help me, you know what I’ll do!”  Robin wasn’t sure she really would do what she had threatened.  In fact, she knew she probably wouldn’t.  But it was worth the threat anyway.

	The infernal itching was nothing anymore compared to what he was about to step into.  He couldn’t speak, he couldn’t even nod.  He just stared straight ahead – at the table full of women who were about to see all too closely the ridiculous outfit he was wearing.  But that wasn’t his biggest concern. 

	As Robin held the door for him, his feet somehow stepped through the doorway – and kept going.  Not fast, not slow.  Just continuously moving.  The table of women in front of him was all too clear to him, as was the looks of surprise on the faces of everyone there.  Looks that he totally ignored as he kept walking.  Some of the women were giggling, some were saying other things, he didn’t really hear.  And even though he was looking in their direction, he hardly saw them anymore.  His eyes were focused instead on his main problem, the part in all this that scared him the most.

	As he reached the women’s table, he continued to ignore all the questions that were already being thrown at him.  His brain instead was remembering all the threats that Robin had claimed she would do to him… threats that would be worse than what he had to do now.  But would they be worse?  He wasn’t totally sure anymore.  He heard several women ask where he was going as he walked right past their table without stopping.  Heading straight for Derek where he sat with several guys in the back of the room.  He noticed Ray sitting with the guys today, but that didn’t matter in the least.

	As he got closer to Derek’s table, he saw some of the guys looking up at him, including Ray.  He heard one of them exclaim, “Holy cow!”  At that, he saw Derek turn around to stare at him – with an unbelieving look on his face.

	As he continued heading straight for Derek, he saw the look on Derek’s face turn to something else, still unbelieving, but now it looked like he was getting upset as well.  But there could be no turning back now.  He didn’t have a choice.  And now he was too close to stop.

	“Don’t!” Derek cautioned in a low growl.

	Chad heard, but it didn’t matter.  He had no choice.  He kept heading straight for him, his eyes locked on the angry look now on Derek’s face. 

	As Derek’s hands came up to hold Sissy off, Chad’s own hands finally left his skirt.  Derek was stuck in his chair so he didn’t have the leverage that Chad had, but Chad didn’t even slow down let alone stop.

	“Don’t!” Derek warned again, slightly louder.

	But again, Chad ignored it as he pushed and twisted straight past Derek’s arms.  His body twisted in the process and he suddenly found himself in Derek’s lap!  Stretching his arms, he quickly locked them around Derek’s neck and he planted a big kiss right on Derek’s mouth before Derek could stop him.  He felt Derek trying to push him away, but his arms still locked around Derek’s neck held him in place for several heartbeats.  Finally, he pulled his lips away from Derek’s.  It had all happened fast.  Very fast.  Yet to Chad it had almost seemed like slow motion.  But it had to happen fast, otherwise Derek would have found a way to stop him… and otherwise, Robin would have made his situation even worse. 

	The deed had been done.  This was the big thing that Robin had wanted him to do.  He was still sitting on Derek’s lap, but before he could get up, Derek pushed him off.  He was lucky to not wind up on the floor.

	“Get away from me!” Derek hissed.

	Chad was more than glad be off his lap.  He took a stop back, but he was too frightened to go far.  Now he was worried about what Derek might do to him.  But surprisingly, Derek was still sitting there, glaring at him, but not doing anything else.

	Derek was angry.  He knew that Chad had done what he had done, not because he wanted to do it, but because of Robin!  As much as he wanted to punch Chad in the face, he knew that it was really Robin’s fault.  Not caring what the other guys with him thought, he got up, and saw Chad step further back, the look of fear on Chad’s face was very noticeable now.  Good!  But he turned away from Chad and walked toward the door instead, taking a route that led him very near the women’s table – right where Robin would see how angry he was. 

	Has he passed the women, he glared straight at Robin for a moment, but he didn’t say anything.  He was sure she knew how he felt!  He went straight back up to his desk where he fumed over what a conniving bitch she was.  Robin!  As much as he was angry at Chad… for several reasons, it was Robin who had put Chad up to that little stunt.  It was Robin who had spread all those rumors about him and Sissy.  And it was Robin who was really to blame. 

	Well, Robin had told him that if he kissed Sissy, then she would kill all the rumors – fast!  She had better!  Because he wasn’t going to put up with much more!  Disgusted with the whole situation – as well as himself – he got up from his desk and went straight down to the company SUV that he drove.  And he left for the day.  His weekend was staring a little early.  And if anyone didn’t like it... then tough!

	Chad was surprised to realize that nobody was looking at him, which was somewhat unbelievable.  Everyone was watching Derek walk out of the room instead.  When Derek had gone, unconsciously, the itch seemed to return to his body and his hands returned to holding his skirt straight down at the same time.  And at the same time, almost slowly, all eyes in the room seemed to turn in his direction.  He ignored the questions from the guys now behind him, Ray included, and slowly let his feet carry him straight toward the women’s table where many of them were on their feet, still looking at him with shocked looks on their faces.

	When he got to the table, it was all he could do to keep himself from curtseying – especially with his hands holding his skirt like he was.  Nobody had yet said a word to him… other than the guys now far behind him which he was purposely ignoring.  Instead, he was now facing his biggest jury – all the women in front of him.  And they were still shocked.  More and more, he started noticing the shocked looks on their faces turning to smiling glee.  And then the ice was broken by one big exclamation.

	“You kissed him!”

	And the onslaught of questions and comments absolutely raged!

	Ray watched dumfounded as Chad… Sissy… walked slowly over toward the women.  Two of the guys at the table were still asking what was going on, but they were being ignored.  He was still so shocked himself that he didn’t know what to think!  Chad… Sissy… had kissed Derek – right on the mouth – right in front of everyone.  He had even sat in his lap and put his arms around his neck!  And yet, it was quite obvious that Derek hated it – was totally put off by it. 

	So why did Sissy… or Chad… do it?

	Was it possible… that all the rumors were founded… on partial information?  Because from what he was seeing right now, perhaps Sissy was so smitten with Derek that he was willing to do almost anything to gain Derek’s attention.  And there was no doubt in his mind at all that Derek was not interested in Sissy at all!  He was only surprised that Derek hadn’t clobbered the little jerk!  It had certainly looked for a few moments there like he was going to!

	So what was really going on?  He watched as Chad… Sissy stood in front of the table full of unbelieving women.  He watched as the women all suddenly erupted in glee!  Yeah, trust a woman to jump all over something like a kiss!  Even if it wasn’t the kind of kiss they thought it was. 

	So what was going on?  Mystified, he got up from his seat and left, watching the women throw questions at Sissy as he walked past.  Maybe he should go straight up to Derek now and just ask him.  Maybe… and that was a big maybe… Derek would actually give him a straight answer!

	“You kissed him!”

	As embarrassed as Chad already was, he couldn’t help blushing and looking nervously down at the floor.  There was no empty seat available for him but he didn’t even think about that as he stood in front of all of them, his legs and feet pressed close together, his hands still grabbing his skirt on each side and holding it down straight, and his sweater starting to itch him all over again.  He knew how ridiculous he looked, and he knew how ridiculous what he had just done was.  So how was he going to explain any of it?  Slowly, he brought his eyes back up to face the crowd of women.

	“I can’t believe you wore that outfit to work!” one of the women accused. “Especially after what happened to you a few days ago.  You don’t even want to know what I think you look like!”  Her comment was totally out of character with the things the rest of the women had been saying and it earned her a few odd looks.

	But Chad had no answer to that one, so he just shrugged his shoulders and ignored it.

	“Did you wear that,” another woman asked giggling, “because of Derek?  Because you think Derek likes that kind of thing?”

	Chad considered that question seriously.  It had been Derek who was initially responsible for him getting put into the outfit in the first place last weekend at the mall.  He nodded.  “Yeah,” he admitted.  “Because of Derek.”  His reply brought a round of intensified giggling from the ladies. 

	“Geez! Talk about desperate!” Another of the women tossed in.  “He dresses like that and then forces himself right on Derek and kisses him like that – here at work.  He must really be in love with the guy!” 

	Chad wanted to deny that, but he let it ride.  Once again, he figured it was better for the women to think what they did instead of them knowing the real truth.

	“Huh!” One of them added, “I thought Derek went in for a more mature style than that… teenybopper look!”  She smiled slyly.  “I’ll have to remember that the next time I go out with him.”  Her comment brought more giggling. 

	Chad simply stood there.  Some questions he answered briefly, others he simply ignored and let the women themselves answer and discuss them.  He didn’t think about getting coffee, he didn’t even think about sitting down.  He was on display and he knew it.  Besides, he was way too nervous to do anything else.  He was only glad that Robin had let him change his diaper just before they came.  He had no doubt that otherwise the darn thing would have shown and the questions would be that much worse.

	He realized one more thing too just before break time was over with, him kissing Derek like that had given the women more to think about and discuss than they originally had.  They were now so preoccupied over him kissing Derek that nobody had mentioned the mistake he had made coming into work – when he had forgotten to take his stupid pacifier out of his mouth.

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 8 of 9)

	Robin was in heaven.  And… she was a bit surprised to find herself sexually turned on by what had happened.  Darn, that wasn’t anything she expected to get out of this!  She was totally jubilant as she watched Sissy, just standing there, shyly answering a few questions, or not answering other questions that each seemed to bring a renewed blush to his face. 

	She had done it!  She had actually managed to get Sissy and Derek to kiss – in the break room – right in front of everybody!  Well okay, it hadn’t gone quite like that, Derek was anything but willing.  But the kiss had still happened!  She was still surprised at the sexual thrill she got out of it every time her mind pictured it – which was pretty much constantly.  Kudos to Sissy for actually managing it!  Kudos to him as well for actually going through with it!  And, she guessed, kudos to her too for setting the whole thing up! 

	She wasn’t the least bit worried about Derek.  She could handle Derek… and, just like he wanted, she would squash all the nasty rumors that were now growing by leaps and bounds.  But she wouldn’t do that till next week.  She wanted to enjoy the fruits of her labor first!

	She watched as the questions and discussion continued around her, and fortunately, never touching her.  She watched as Sissy stood there in front of them all and just took all the wild comments they could think to throw at him.  Not that any of those comments really mattered.  None of it was the truth.  But all of it was totally fun… for her!  She also figured it was totally fun for all the other women as well… judging by their reactions.  And as for Sissy… well, there was no doubt he was certainly embarrassed right now.  But then, she also knew how much he craved that kind of thing too, so despite how miserable he was, she was also fairly sure he was loving the attention just as much.

	All too soon the women started to go back to their desks.  Sissy still stood there as if rooted to that spot, even as the last of them stood up to leave.  Robin got up from her seat.  “Time to go back now Sissy,” she told him.  She was still very excited over his kiss and the way he had just handled all the women.  When he didn’t move, she had to prod him a bit to get him in motion. 

	A very embarrassed Chad followed Robin out of the break room. He had gotten through it… somehow!  Most of it was a blur though… although certainly not all of it! Was he wrong, or was Robin setting a rather fast pace back through the halls?  He only really noticed it because they had passed several people already.

	“Bye Sissy,” someone called.

	He waved as he hurried.  “Bye!” he replied.  A few others waved as well, and he returned their greetings, but now he noticed that Robin was moving even faster.  What was her hurry? 

	It seemed like her pace kept picking up more and more the further they went.  They turned a corner and her pace increased again.  He was falling behind.  What was going on?

	“Hurry up, Sissy!” Robin called as she realized he was lagging behind.  Inside, she was squealing with excitement.

	Chad hurried faster and finally caught up, only to turn another corner where Robin reached back and grabbed his hand… and broke into almost a run as she scooted through the hallways back to their cubicles.  Chad was very grateful for the saddle shoes he was wearing on his feet instead of the super high heels he had been wearing lately.  Compared to those, the saddle shoes were practically track shoes!

	Still holding his arm and dragging him, Robin pulled Sissy all the way back to her cubicle.  The moment she got him there, she grabbed him and hugged him for all he was worth.  “You did it!” she exclaimed triumphantly.  “You did it!  You really did it!  You kissed him!  I can’t believe it!  You really did it!”

	Chad wanted to say, of course he did.  She hadn’t given him any choice in the matter!  But he held his silence.  Besides, curtseying and trying to speak while she was still hugging him and bouncing up and down from joy would have made curtseying pretty much impossible anyway.  He was having a hard time though understanding why Robin was so elated over the matter.  He wasn’t!

	Robin finally stopped hugging him and stood back a bit, but she still held her hands on his arms.  “You were great in there!” she exclaimed, looking straight into his face.

	Chad chanced answering her – without curtseying since she was still holding onto him.  “Yeah, but now I’m worried about what Derek is going to do to me!”

	Robin shook her head.  “Don’t you worry about Derek, I can take care of him.  Besides, come Monday, I’ll be making him a very happy camper.

	“Monday?”

	Robin giggled.  “Sure.  You don’t think I’d squash all that hard work you did in there just yet, do you?”

	Chad purposely didn’t reply!

	“Just for that, Sissy, no more tying you up this afternoon.  You don’t even have to play with the paper dolls on my floor.  If you want, you can play on your computer till it’s time to leave.  The only thing you have to do for the rest of the day is to keep drinking bottles and keep leaking on time.”  Much more seriously she added, “I’m afraid I can’t do anything about that little requirement.”

	Chad was surprised!  Happy as well!  But did he dare try to remove his itchy sweater or even pull it up for a little while?  No, better not tempt fate that much!

	The day was winding down when Mel got back to her desk after meeting with another client.  She plopped her notepad on the desk and sat heavily in her chair – and sighed.  She was pooped!  But that had been her last client of the day… on a day when she hadn’t really had that many clients to begin with.  It was just that Andrea had scheduled all of them close together from after lunch on. 

	But now, her tired brain was tired of thinking about legal matters and was more interested in other things.  The first of which came to mind was Sissy’s little ballet performance.  For the first time in quite a while, just thinking about it brought a smile to her face.  She was looking forward to it – again!  And tonight, she and Sandy would rehearse Sissy over and over again, until they were satisfied.  Not that it really mattered, because no matter how well Sissy thought he was going to do, when the performance actually happened, he was going to be in for a few little surprises. 

	She remembered that tonight she and Sissy had their nail appointment too.   Last week she had set up with the technician to have Sissy spelled out on all his fingernails.  That had been really great.  But they were now moving into the final week of their bet.  Next Friday – nail night again – he would be in the middle of trying to regain his control.  She still hoped that he would somehow not want to try, that he would want to lose instead, but she had no unrealistic illusions about that!  Self-respect, friends, and a life.  She still didn’t know how she was going to overcome those obstacles. 

	But since it was nail night… and since Sissy did have his little ballet to perform tomorrow…  She picked up her phone and called the nail salon, finally telling the little woman exactly what she wanted for Sissy’s nails when he came in.  And after she had hung up the phone, she decided that maybe what she had just ordered for Sissy was better than she thought – for several reasons!

	And speaking of Sissy… she strongly wondered how he was doing today in that oddball schoolgirl outfit she had sent him to work in.  With a smile, she grabbed her cell phone and dialed.

	Robin was actually working!  And Chad was over in his cubicle doing who knew what.  Robin didn’t really care as long as she saw him coming in to grab baby bottles and settling down on her floor to drink them – and as long as he got his diaper to leak on time.  She was too happy with him for anything else today.  And… after the break room, she simply felt – satisfied – as if she had somehow managed to do something notable. 

	When her cell phone rang, she hurried to grab it and her voice was actually cheerful when she said, “Hello?”

	“Hi Robin.  How’s it going today?” Mel’s voice said through her phone.

	“Hang on,” Robin said quickly as she headed out of her cubicle and down the hallway again.  “Okay, I can talk now as she continued walking.”

	“I was just checking on Sissy to see how he’s doing,” Mel said.

	“Oh, he’s doing great!” Robin replied.  “And you should have seen him earlier – at break!”

	In just a few minutes, Mel had been caught up on everything.  It certainly sounded like Sissy had quite an adventurous day today.  But as she finally said goodbye and hung up the phone, her thoughts were instead on Derek.  What would Derek do now?  That thought was troubling.

	When Robin got back to her cubicle, she saw Sissy going through his diaper bag with a troubled look on his face.  “What’s wrong?” she asked.  But that question was quickly answered when she noticed the odor in the room.  “Oh!” she replied before he could answer.  “Just get changed quickly please!”

	Chad changed his stinky diaper, but he was a bit angry as he did it.  Once again, despite not having a suppository shoved up inside of him for two days now, he had messed himself all too quickly and before he hardly knew it was going to happen.  Just how much of that damn suppository chemical was still inside of him?  Evidently, all too much!

	Chad watched the clock ticking down toward the end of the day.  There was no sense in trying to delay going out with everyone else, they had all seen him already.  Although this time, he wasn’t going to be sucking on his pacifier as he went out through the halls.  At one minute to go, he turned his computer off for the last time till he got back – after the bet was over.

	“Have a great vacation,” Robin said kindly as she walked into his cubicle.  She had already given him not only his diaper bag, but also the “emergency” bag that Mel had dropped off for her the day before.  Chad had both of them on his desk now, ready to go.  The only really funny bag on Chad’s desk was his tiny sissy purse.  She had to laugh at that one. 

	The clock ticked again, and Chad smiled.  “See you next week!” he said to Robin.

	“Saturday!” Robin replied.  “I’ll be judging!”

	“I know,” Chad replied.

	“I’m looking forward to it,” Robin told him.  “Oh, and Sissy…”  Then she paused and her voice got more serious.  “Chad…  Good luck!  And I really do mean that.”

	“Thanks,” Chad said with a smile.  “I appreciate that.”  He threw a bag over each shoulder and grabbed his tiny silly purse, “Bye,” he said as he hurried out toward his car. 

	The hallways were crowded, but he kept going, moving as fast as he dared.  The hand that wasn’t holding his silly purse was once again holding his skirt straight down so it would be less likely for anyone to notice the diaper he was wearing under it.  Most of the people he saw looked at him strangely, not believing the way he was dressed.  Several of them exchanged greetings with him.  He was polite, but he never stopped or even slowed down.  A few minutes later, he was in the safety of his car – where he breathed a sigh of relief. 

	His foot was heavier on the gas than usual, mostly because of the insane itching from his miserable wool sweater.  Even still, he wasn’t more than two minutes earlier getting into his apartment.  The sweater was ripped over his head the moment he got his door closed and had dropped all the bags on the floor.  He rubbed at his body everywhere it still itched – which was all over.  He nearly ran to his shower to soak his tortured body clean.

	“Mistress,” Sissy’s silly voice came over the phone.  “I just put my diaper on again.”

	Mel smiled as she looked at the clock.  Right on time!  “Good Sissy.  I’m leaving now so we can get to our nail appointments on time.”

	“Mistress, do I have to wear the same thing, or can I please wear something else?” Chad begged.

	“Why?” Mel asked.  “What’s wrong with what you wore all day?”

	“It itches!” Chad explained.  “Terribly!  Plus,” his voice dropped a bit before he added more quietly, “It’s very embarrassing.”

	“Nonsense!” Mel replied with a hint of amusement.  “No sense messing up other clothes this late in the day… unless of course you’d like to wear that darling little pink baby dress you turned down earlier this morning.”

	Just thinking about that dress sent a shiver of fear through Chad.  He couldn’t help but picture himself out somewhere in it, his wet diaper fully on display below the short hem, his pacifier in his mouth…  “No thank you, Mistress,” he replied quickly – even as a tiny bit of sexual thrill ran through him.”

	“Such a shame,” Mel lamented teasingly.  “Perhaps next time.  Now I’ll be home soon, so you be ready!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied.  It was back to the stupid itchy schoolgirl outfit again.  At least he had been able to get a quick shower for a few minutes of relief.

	The little oriental nail technician blinked, then cocked her head to the side as she looked Sissy over.  “Did you get you clothes from my daughter’s closet?” she asked.  “Because I think she has a skirt just like that!”

	Chad blushed and curtseyed.  “We got it at the mall last weekend,” he replied.  Then he curtseyed again.  At least he didn’t have to deal with his stupid pacifier right now.  He had left it in his purse when Mel picked him up and she hadn’t said anything about it as usual.  In fact, he didn’t even have to curtsey after he spoke.  It was just a habit he had picked up since Robin.  He would have to watch himself, no use making things harder than they already were! 

	The nail tech looked at him for a moment more, then turned.  “Let’s go, Sissy.”  As they headed toward the back of the store, she turned to him again.  “Where you get that purse?  The mall too?  I think I seen kids with one like it.”

	Chad said nothing in reply, but he knew he was blushing again. 

	It was getting on toward dinner time when Ray pulled his Cadillac into the parking lot where Mel lived.  He was hoping to catch her and try to get her to go out with him – despite the fact that she claimed she was so busy.  Nobody was that busy! 

	He was disappointed however to note that her car wasn’t in its usual parking space.  Still, he parked and went up the stairs to knock on her door.  No answer.  Maybe she was still working.  Did he dare call her and find out?  No, not tonight.  Especially not if she really was working long hours.  But he would be back.  You don’t give up on the beautiful ones – especially if they’re rich!

	Chad stared at the pretty soft pink color of his nails – fingers and toes matching of course.  He was so glad to have the embarrassing Sissy removed from his fingers.  That had been a nightmare!  Now, his hands looked clean and… simply pretty.  Surprisingly, he wasn’t overly happy that she had trimmed the length of his fingernails back a bit.  Now, they just stuck out a very short way past the end of his fingertips.  He liked the longer length better because he thought it made his hands look more feminine, but he didn’t think they looked too bad now.  Maybe not as good… or as interesting as they had when the length was longer, but they still looked good. 

	When he got back up front, for once Mel was already done and waiting on him.  “Let me see,” she asked quickly.  Chad didn’t know if he had to curtsey or not, this time he decided not to.  He held out his hands for her to look.  As she grabbed them, he noticed the shiny clean lines of the French manicure she had gotten.  “I like the look of your nails,” he told her. 

	Mel was surprised he would say that.  “Thank you,” she replied.

	“I think it looks very professional too,” Chad added.

	“Mel nodded her thanks.  “I agree,” she replied.  “And I think the nice soft pink we had your nails done with will go perfectly with your ballet costume tomorrow.”

	His ballet costume?  Chad knew there had to be an ulterior reason there somewhere.  But still, the new pink was a vast improvement over what his nails had been for the last week.  And… it was a normal nail color!

	 


Chapter 56 (Friday – week 8 Part 9 of 9)

	The restaurant they went to was their usual Friday night one.  And as usual, it was crowded.  It was bad enough walking into the place wearing the ridiculous outfit he had on.  Worse because the stupid outfit itched so bad.  But Mel added insult to injury by making him carry his own baby bottle into the place. 

	When they got inside, Chad didn’t even wait.  While Mel hung back, he walked right up to the hostess’s desk and curtseyed.  “Two foa dinna pweath,” he said in his stupid sissy voice.  Then he curtseyed again. 

	“Hi Sissy,” the hostess greeted him.  “Glad to see you back again.”

	Chad had mixed feelings about that, but at least she was being nice.

	“The wait right now is about fifteen to twenty minutes,” she told him.

	Chad curtseyed and thanked her – then curtseyed again before walking back to Mel – where he curtseyed yet again.  “Fifteen to twenty minutes,” he told her before curtseying one more time.  He knew without a doubt that everyone in the waiting area was watching him, but then, in the outfit he was wearing, they had probably never stopped watching him since he had walked in.

	He and Mel found a place to stand where they would be at least somewhat out of the way.  Chad still noticed everyone watching him.  He felt a bit like he was the floor show during their dinner.  And all the eyes on him made him unconsciously rub at the itchy spots on his body more than he realized.

	Shortly after he had talked with the hostess, she disappeared for a few minutes, only to return with the waitress who usually served them.  The two talked together for a moment. Chad saw the waitress look at them and nod towards them.  Then she talked a moment more with the hostess and disappeared again.  And the wait continued.

	People got called to their tables and other people came in.  Very gradually, the people in the room shifted around and changed.  But all the new ones quickly seemed to notice Chad and they all kept looking at him as they waited.  Chad saw some trying not to stare, and he appreciated that, but even they had a hard time not watching him constantly.  Chad wondered if he should step into the middle of the floor and launch into a song and dance.  No, he was entertainment enough already!

	Finally they spotted their usual waitress again, and she motioned them to follow her back to their table.  Chad couldn’t believe his luck.  For once they hadn’t announced his name over the loudspeaker system!

	They sat down and Mel ordered coffee, and the waitress held out her hand to take Sissy’s baby bottle.  As humiliating as it was to have to give it to her, something about it all seemed a tiny bit less humiliating tonight.  Maybe he was just getting used to it.

	“Do you want an appetizer?” Mel asked as she stared at the menu in front of her.  Chad was very surprised that she would ask.  An appetizer?  While he was staring at a child’s menu in front of him and three dumb crayons to color it with?  But could he even finish an appetizer?  “Um… no thanks, Mistress,” he replied – glad that he didn’t have to worry about curtseying while they were sitting down.  “I don’t think I could eat that much.”

	Mel smiled.  Maybe he couldn’t eat that much anymore, but she had definite plans for him to be very full before they left tonight!

	The waitress returned with Mel’s coffee a few minutes later… along with Chad’s baby bottle now filled with iced tea – which she set down in front of him.  “Are you ready to order?” she asked Mel.

	“Yes,” Mel replied.  “I think I’ll have the seven ounce sirloin along with a baked potato and a salad with house dressing.  And for her…  She’ll have the 18 ounce ribeye, a baked potato, your mixed vegetables, and a salad with house dressing.”  After she ordered, she wasn’t sure who was more surprised, the waitress, or Sissy. 

	The waitress wrote it all down and said, “I’ll have it out for you as soon as possible.”

	“Thank you,” Mel replied before she left.  She saw Sissy staring at her.  “What?” she asked.

	“I don’t think I can eat that much anymore,” he replied, still totally surprised.

	Mel smiled.  She only hoped her smiled didn’t look as wicked as she felt.  “You haven’t been eating enough lately,” she told him, which she knew was all too true.  “I want to make sure you get plenty in your system tonight.”  Which was also very true. 

	“But I can’t eat that much,” Chad argued.  “We shouldn’t waste it.  I’m grateful – very grateful.  But why order so much for me?

	Mel couldn’t help but let her wicked smile come out.  “Because after tonight, all you’re going to be allowed to eat will be baby food and nothing but baby food!  No matter where, no matter what!  Even out in the restaurants – which I can guarantee is going to happen.”

	“You mean… for the next week?  Every single meal?  Everywhere?  Even in public?”

	Mel nodded.  “Every single meal.  Everywhere!”

	“But why?”

	“Let me ask you this…  Do you find it to be very humiliating when you get to eat nothing but baby food while everyone else gets something better?”

	Chad was shocked at the question, but shyly he replied.  “Yes…”

	“Then that’s reason enough,” she told him.  “And tonight is your last chance to eat something more filling and nutritious.”  Actually, she had two reasons for him eating a big meal tonight, what Chad knew about now was only one of them.

	Mel picked up her coffee cup and sipped at the hot liquid.  So good!  But her coffee reminded her of something else she had been thinking about.  She set her cup down, and more seriously said, “Sissy.”  When she saw she had his attention she asked.  “Do you always need an alarm to wake up on time every morning?”

	Chad was surprised by her question.  “If I have to get up early I do.”  More sheepishly he admitted.  “I’m kind of a sound sleeper.”

	“Yeah, I’ve noticed that.  But if you don’t set an alarm, would you be able to wake up early?”

	Chad thought about that.  “I don’t know.  Probably not.  When I don’t have an alarm I tend to sleep pretty late.”

	Mel had thought that would probably be the case.  Unfortunately! 

	“Why do you ask?”

	It was a moment before Mel answered.  “Since you’re out of work for the next week now, I was thinking of moving you into my apartment… have you sleep there every night.”

	“I guess I could,” Chad replied.  “Where would I sleep?”

	“Wherever I decide to stick you!” Mel answered authoritatively, letting him know that she was going to be in charge of that and there would be no choice on his part at all.

	Chad backed off.  “I guess it would all depend on how early you need me to be up.”

	“That’s just it,” Mel replied.  “I don’t have an exact time for you to be up every day… except that it would have to be well before I wake up.”

	“How early do you think that would be?”

	“I have no idea, and the question really doesn’t matter.  It varies from day to day, but when I wake up, I’m going to want you there right away!”

	“To do what?”

	Mel wasn’t sure if she should smile at his question, or be put off because he hadn’t figured it out yet.  “To serve me, of course!  I want my morning coffee brought to me the moment I wake up, and breakfast in bed too!”

	Now Chad understood.  And staying in her apartment would help, but… how was he supposed to know when to wake up every day?  “I guess it could work,” he admitted.  “I’d just have to wake up early every day and have everything ready and waiting until you call.”

	Now Mel did smile.  “Now you’ve got it exactly!”

	“I just need to sleep someplace where I can set my alarm to get up fairly early every day.”

	And that was the part that Mel knew wasn’t going to work.  “That’s exactly the problem.  I don’t want your alarm waking me up every morning.”

	“Then I don’t see any choice except to continue to stay at my place every night.”

	Mel nodded.  Unfortunately he was right.  “Drink your bottle Sissy,” she said.  “You still have a leaking deadline.”

	Chad colored some pictures, the waitress refilled his bottle – twice, and they talked through it all.  Mel told him what Robin had relayed about his day.  She teased him terribly about kissing Derek again, then admitted she was worried about what Derek might do now as well.  She also noticed him continually scratching and rubbing at his sweater where it itched him all over, but she did nothing about that.  She liked the fact that his sweater was making him uncomfortable – had been making him uncomfortable – all day!  And… they spent a long time talking about her… and her job… and the contract… and the fact that she still felt a little uncomfortable about it. 

	When the waitress finally collected their dinner plates, Chad had only been able to stuff less than half of his meal into his mouth – and he was amazed he had managed that much.  But before the waitress could carry the plate off, Mel suggested.  “How about desert?”

	Chad’s eyes bulged.  “I couldn’t!”

	“That wasn’t a question!” Mel snapped back.  She then had the waitress go through the desert list and ordered a simple cup of chocolate ice-cream for herself… and something called “Death-By-Chocolate” for Sissy.  “You’ll eat it, and like it!” she ordered.

	Chad would have liked it a lot more if he had the room in his stomach to enjoy it.  And when it was delivered to their table, along with another baby bottle of tea, the darn desert was huge.  Way more than he could have ever eaten – at any time in his life. 

	“Dig in,” Mel said with a smile. 

	It was difficult, but what choice did he have?  They continued to talk, mostly about Mel, while he tried vainly to eat the chocolate desert.  He had managed to get about half-way through, with the help of yet another fresh baby bottle, when Mel set her now empty desert cup to the side and leaned across the table a bit.  “We need to talk a bit more about what I expect from you from now on,” she told him.

	Chad looked up, glad for the excuse to stop eating.  “What’s that?” he asked as he rubbed unconsciously at his itchy sweater yet again.

	“Since you need an alarm to get up every day, then for now, I see no other option than for you to continue staying at your apartment. But, here’s what I expect.

	“From now on, there will be no note for you in the mornings.  You know what you have to do so you keep doing it.  And every day I’ll still be checking to make sure you’ve had all the baby bottles you were supposed to drink every night and every morning – no exceptions.  So you’ll have to set you own alarm and figure out what time to get up and how much time you need to get ready.  That’s all your responsibility from now on, not mine!

	“I expect you to already be in my apartment when I wake up every day now, but whatever you do, don’t wake me!  I don’t want to even know you’re there!  And I expect you to bring me my coffee the minute I call for you.  Breakfast will follow as soon as possible after that. 

	“Come into my apartment and get everything ready.  And you had better be in uniform and look absolutely perfect – your uniform clean and starched and pressed to perfection, your shoes gleaming, everything about you has to be perfect.  I’m going to start being a lot more critical of how you look in your uniform from now on. 

	“I’m expecting you to be the perfect servant for me now.  And I can assure you, I’m going to be pretty much unmerciful about making you into what I expect!  So be ready for that!

	“The only other thing you’re going to have to worry about is to keep your diaper leaking on time.  I guess, by the time I wake up every day, I’ll probably want to see it either leaking already, or pretty close to it.  So be prepared for that.  You’ll have to do whatever it takes to keep it leaking within your time limit.  Whatever it takes!” she repeated.

	“Now, do you have any questions?”

	Actually, Chad didn’t have any questions about what she had just said, but he did have one about something else.  “Can I stop trying to eat this now?” he asked.  “I’m so full I’m starting to get sick!  And… I think my diaper may have started leaking a little while ago.  I just noticed that the seat all under me is all wet.”

	For once, Chad was rather jubilant about dance practice.  He was jubilant because Mel not only let him take his itchy sweater and socks off, she insisted on it.  “You can’t practice ballet while wearing anything like that!” Mel told him.  So now he was attired in only his totally exposed diaper, his bra, and that was it. 

	Mel had called Sandy as soon as they got home and now they were just waiting on her to arrive.  When the knock came at Mel’s door, Chad went nervously to answer it, hoping and praying that it was indeed Sandy on the other side of the door.  Fortunately, it was.

	“Hey there, baby,” Sandy greeted him with a grin as soon as he opened the door.  Chad curtseyed, “Hi Sandy,” he replied in his silly sissy voice before curtseying again. 

	“Hey Mel,” Sandy called as she came in and Sissy closed the door behind her.  “Ready to go?”

	“I just cued up the music and Sissy is all set as well.”

	“Great!  Then let’s do this.”

	Once again, Sissy found himself going through his little ballet.  And once again they had started without him having to warm up ahead of time – which he was grateful for.  He was having enough problems trying to dance while his stomach was so bloated.  But unlike the last time he had tried to rehearse, this time, both Mel and Sandy were hounding him about any little mistakes he made.  This time, he found himself having to work very hard to do everything right.  Unlike the last time he had practiced, this time Mel was being very picky about how perfect he did every tiny movement. 

	Every time he stopped, they let him drink from his bottle for a while.  Actually, they insisted he drink from his bottle before starting again.  And when his diaper started leaking later, they changed him quickly and he was soon back to practicing again.  It was by far the most strenuous rehearsal and exercise workout he had ever had.  By the time Mel and Sandy were finally satisfied, he was exhausted – and his diaper was leaking again. 

	As Sandy left for the evening, Mel sent Chad into her bedroom to put several layers of protection down on her mattress.  Ten minutes later, Chad was stretched out on her bed, tied firmly to the head and footboard. 

	Mel got out her bottle of solvent and started removing his breast forms like she did every Friday night.  When she was finished, she started removing his overly soaked diaper.  After checking to see if he was peeing before she yanked it away from him, she had him lift his bottom and quickly replaced his soaked diaper with a dry one.  But he did start peeing slightly before she had a chance to bring the thing up between his legs.  That was a good sign, but also one that she dared not read too much into anymore.  She didn’t tape the diaper in place yet.

	“As long as we’re here,” she said, “we might as well take care of something else now instead of later.”  With that, she brought out her jar of suppositories.  She saw the look of total dismay on his face – and she loved seeing it.  With an air of determination, she went about “faking” putting one deep up inside of him – which caused him to release more pee in the process.  She loved seeing the look of disappointment on his face once he thought the nasty little pill was where it belonged.  She quickly finished taping the diaper onto him and released him from his bonds.

	Chad was very surprised she had only put one diaper on him.  He was expecting her to diaper him heavily for the night instead.  “Aren’t you going to put more diapers on me?” he asked.

	“Not yet, Sissy.  I’m not ready for bed so you can just stay here. And since you’re staying here, you can keep working on making your diapers leak.”

	Chad wasn’t happy to hear that at all. 

	“Now I expect you can find things to keep you busy?” she asked.

	Chad nodded.  “I’ve got plenty.  It would really help if I could get started on the laundry.”

	Mel nodded.  “Good idea, and don’t forget to check your uniform for tomorrow too.  Make sure that’s ready.  Then, just find something to do till I tell you to go home.  Otherwise, you can spend some more time up on your perch.”

	That was the last thing Chad wanted.  “I have plenty to keep busy with he assured her.”

	Mel had thought that would be the case.

	It wasn’t until well after Chad had changed another leaky diaper and was well on his way toward making the next one leak that Mel finally decided she was tired enough to go to sleep.  “Don’t forget,” she told him.  “I’m expecting perfection from you from now on!”

	Chad curtseyed, “Yes Mistress.”

	“Then have a good night, Sissy.  I’ll see you in the morning.”

	Curtsey.  “Good night, Mistress,” Chad replied.  Then he curtseyed, got his things and walked out. 

	Mel stared at the closed door after he had left.  Tomorrow would be the start of something totally new… for both of them.  She was very much looking forward to having the perfect servant bring her coffee as soon as she woke up in the mornings.  “Good night, Sissy,” she said fondly one more time to her closed door where he had walked out.  “Good night, and sleep tight.”

	In Chad’s apartment, he found it strange having to diaper himself for the night.  He grabbed his required three baby bottle to drink before he could go to sleep.  Then he played with his pink clock radio for a while – finding a better station to listen to and a better volume to wake up to while he drank his bottles.  Deciding on what time to set the alarm for was difficult, but he decided to err on the side of cautious and set it for fairly early. 

	Only then did he turn out his lights, lay down on his blow-up mattress, and finish drinking his bottles.  As he stared up at his ceiling, his mind turned to Mel and the strange things she had said to him about what she expected from him from now on. 

	“Good night, Mistress,” he said to his ceiling.  Then he laid his now empty bottle on the floor next to him and fell asleep.

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 1 of 9)

	He whimpered.  And even in the real world, the sound escaped past the pacifier guarding his lips as his mind reacted to the events playing out in his dreams. 

	He whimpered, as once again he sat on Derek’s lap, fighting with him… struggling to get past Derek’s arms to wrap his own arms around Derek’s neck.  And once again the fatal kiss happened, just as it had happened before – just as it had happened numerous times already in his dreams.  His arms were locked behind Derek’s head and he forced his own head up toward Derek’s lips.  And their lips met once again in a long embrace.  He could feel the softness of Derek’s lips… just as much as he could feel the intense humiliation from having to do the act… just as much as he could feel the sexual stimulation that the situation was sending through him.  And yet, just as it had been in real life, the Derek in his dreams wasn’t happy about it in the least!  And in truth, neither was he!

	As soon as the kiss ended, he had to go and stand shamefacedly in front of all too many women where once again he tried vainly to explain why he had just kissed Derek… again.  Over and over, the women made him go back to Derek’s lap and kiss him.  He didn’t want to do it!  But because he was nothing but a big sissy, he had no choice since everyone was making him do it.  A sissy’s place is always to do whatever anyone tells him to do – especially women!  He was so ashamed!  And… he whimpered.

	The women taunted him.  They outright called him a sissy.  He was forced to curtsey over and over for them as he answered their inane questions.  They forced him to lift his skirts to show off his soaking wet diapers.  They made him suck his pacifier in front of them… or his thumb.  Then… they made him go back and kiss Derek again… and the dream once again repeated itself. 

	The background music caught his attention in the middle of one of his kisses, but the dream was too good to pay the music much attention.  He noticed the music more as he once again returned to curtsey in front of the women and show them his overly soaked diaper.  It wasn’t till one of the women in his dream asked him if he was leaking that he noticed the music more… music that something in his brain recognized as not belonging to his dream… yet it was something that he shouldn’t ignore. 

	With one last effort to hold onto the wonderful humiliating dream, his mind finally let it all evaporate into nothingness as the music came through much more clearly.  And then the music ended and he heard someone talking… a commercial to buy something.  Ugh!  But it was enough to make him open his eyes. 

	His first thought of the day was that this was a much better way to wake up every morning than with the obnoxiously loud rock music that Mel had set his alarm with every night.  His next thought was of what he had to do now that he was awake.  He rolled off his blow-up mattress, once again knocking over a few empty baby bottles in the process.  He didn’t bother to turn his alarm off, but he did check the time.  Not bad.  It was only five minutes after he had set his alarm to go off.  And he was up!

	His next thought was about Mel’s note that she left for him every day.  But she had said last night that there would be no more notes.  But did she leave one anyway?  Something in him really wanted her to have left a note.  He forced himself to get to his feet, despite the mass of very heavy and bulky diapers that he was wearing.  He rubbed at his chest where the breast forms were usually glued on, but they were gone today.  In a way, his body missed them.  But most of him was happy they were gone.  It felt strange to walk around without that weight bouncing around on his chest.  Yet… today, it was also a luxury.  He had no misconceptions about how long he would be going with the breast forms.  Mel always glued them back on the next day.  He had… a few hours now at best to enjoy being without them.

	He waddled very wide-leggedly out to his kitchen where his eyes went first to the spot on his counter where she always left her note.  Bare.  Empty.  Nothing.  No note.  He felt disappointed.  Continuing on, he went straight to his refrigerator where he grabbed three baby bottles of Mel’s lousy green tea from his dwindling supply.  He dropped his pacifier from his mouth on the counter top and carried the three bottles out toward his one and only piece of furniture… an old chair from his previous marriage set in front of his wall of shaming pictures. 

	He sat in the chair and put the first bottle to his lips.  As he started nursing, his eyes wandered over all the things on his wall.  The childishly colored pictures that he had done in the restaurants, the plan that Sandy had done for his apartment that would essentially turn the whole thing into one big nursery, and of course, his framed copy of the bet between himself and Mel.  The bet that would be over with very soon. 

	It was Saturday.  Next Saturday he would have to be judged to determine if he could indeed control his bladder like he claimed he could.  Next Saturday… the entire thing would be over with!  The end.  And whatever would come beyond the end was what scared him the most – no matter how the bet turned out.

	Next Friday, he would have all day to start regaining his control.  Could he do it?  Could he get it all back in just a few hours like he thought he could?  He certainly hoped so!  Otherwise he would lose and would wind up with an apartment that looked like a little girl’s nursery and would spend a year wearing diapers and a maid’s dress serving Mel’s every little need.  But… if he won, Mel would furnish his entire apartment for him according to Sandy’s “other” plan – a plan that included a pool table!  How cool would that be?

	And in between… he had what…  He had to count the days on his fingers to be sure.  Today which was Saturday, Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday…  That was six days. Six more days before next Friday.  Six more days of intense humiliation.  And he had no illusions that there would be any letup on that!  Six more days.  Not many, yet it still seemed all too far away.

	As he unconsciously nursed on his bottle, his eyes no longer saw the shaming things on the wall in front of him.  He was too preoccupied with wondering what would happen in the future… after the bet was over with.  Either he’d wind up as Mel’s servant and a year of more humiliation.  Or he’d wind up with a pool table and have to figure out how to rescue his life from all the humiliation that Mel had already put him through.

	And his big problem was, he honestly didn’t know which option scared him more – winning… or losing.

	She didn’t sleep as well as she hoped she would.  She kept waking up, over and over again, her eyes opening just a crack each time to check her clock… to see just what time it was.  Would he be there in the morning just as she hoped he would?  It was all her mind could think about.  So over and over again she woke up to see if it was time yet.  And over and over again she was disappointed as very little time had actually passed.

	Eventually, she did doze… and dream.  But it was a troubled dream.

	She was standing in the doorway of her new house, looking at the large dirty back of a truck pulled up to the door.  But where was Sissy?  He was supposed to be there to unload everything and put it all away!  Her furniture was all here… on the truck… but where was Sissy?  She ran back into the house, a house of nothing but bare empty rooms.  She glanced into room after room searching for him, but she saw no sign.  She stopped.  Sissy!” she yelled.  “Where are you?”  In her dream, the empty walls of her house echoed back her words, but that was all she heard. 

	She went back to the door – back to where the truck was.  Still no Sissy.  Nobody to move the things into her house and put them where they belonged.  But could he do that?  Furniture was heavy… and she had lots of it.  But Sissy wasn’t all that strong.  Probably not even as strong as she was.  Maybe that was why he was hiding. 

	Angry at him, she got up onto the back of the truck and struggled to open the door.  She was panting hard with the effort, but eventually, she forced the big door all the way up.  And inside, all jumbled together, were all the wonderful pieces of furniture from the house she had grown up in.  All her favorite pieces – of her mother’s furniture. 

	“Sissy!  Come help!” she yelled.  But once again he didn’t come.  Frustrated, she was forced to try to grab one of her chairs and move the darn thing by herself.  It was so heavy!  Not to mention big.  She managed to move it only a tiny bit before she gave up.  “Sissy!” she called again.  And as before, there was no response.  Where was he?

	She got down off the truck and went searching for him again.  All through the empty house she went.  Looking in every room.  Upstairs and down.  Nothing.  Nothing but empty rooms.  It was an empty house full of nothing… and no one.  Where was he?

	Totally frustrated with him, she started wandering back out toward the truck – the truck she had no idea how she would deal with now.  And half-way back, she realized why Sissy wasn’t there to help.  How could she have forgotten?  How could she have ever thought he was going to be there in the first place?  He wasn’t there… because he was never going to be there. 

	As despondency took hold on her emotions, she remembered what she had not wanted to remember… that she had lost the bet.  She had lost.  She hadn’t been able to make him incontinent… all because she hadn’t been able to figure out how to get past the three obstacles that stood in her way.  Sissy had regained all his control before the judging even started – because he had believed in the three things that now haunted her the most.

	Self-respect.  Friends.  And… a life!

	Chad checked his reflection in the mirror one more time.  He was as ready as he was going to get.  As far as he could tell, his maid’s uniform looked perfect!  Even the white apron on his uniform looked perfect – or so he thought.    He had ironed it as best he could last night.  His low-heeled shoes were freshly shined.  His hair was… well, decent he figured – for a guy dressing as a woman.  His makeup… okay, decent under the same circumstances.  Under his uniform he was wearing a bra with his false breasts just shoved into it to fill it out.  They would get glued back onto him later… sometime.  He was wearing his waist cincher to further reduce his waist that had been growing steadily smaller since this bet had started.  And the only other thing he was wearing was the single diaper that was already growing wetter, but it would take a lot more since he had put it on only half an hour ago.

	He was ready.  He looked… okay… for a guy who was dressing like a woman – or a maid as least.  And despite how much progress he had made in the last two months, there was still no doubt that underneath his dress, and underneath his makeup, and underneath his hairdo – he was still a guy in a dress! 

	He went to the door where he grabbed his diaper bag, his red purse, and his bag full of all the empty bottles he had finished last night and this morning.  Then taking a deep breath to brace himself for the upcoming day, he opened his door and went out. 

	He almost knocked on Mel’s door as he usually did, but that would have been disastrous this morning.  He was supposed to go in and get her coffee ready without waking her.  He fished his keys out of his purse and as quietly as he could, unlocked her door and went in. 

	Her apartment was mostly dark.  Only a little light filtered in from the windows and the doorway behind him.  Setting his diaper bag quietly on the floor under her little table, he went into the kitchen where he turned on the light.  Only then did he go back to close the apartment door – as quietly as possible. 

	He went back to the kitchen and started preparing her coffee.  Once the machine was set to work, he had time to further assess the situation.  The coffee was making, so what was he supposed to do now?  He certainly didn’t want to wake her.  But… was she awake? 

	He quietly headed for her bedroom, tiptoeing by the time he got halfway there.  But he was still worried about making too much noise so he removed his shoes.  In his bare feet, he cautiously approached her bedroom door.  It was closed – except for a small crack.  He pushed it open and chanced peeking in.  As far as he could see, which wasn’t much in the mostly dark room, she was still sleeping.  He pulled her door back to the position it had been before he had opened it further, and went back to the kitchen, picking up his shoes along the way.  She was sleeping… so what was he supposed to do now?

	He had already finished three baby bottles this morning and didn’t want to make matters worse by grabbing another one too soon.  Instead, he started opening cabinets, searching for something he had seen once or twice before.  There it was!  He pulled out a serving tray that she had stored down there.  If he was going to do this, he might as well do it right.  He pulled one of her cups that she liked out of another cabinet and set it on the tray.  What else?  He thought about a vase with flowers, but she didn’t have any flowers.  And just the cup by itself looked dumb on the tray.  He put the tray away for another time.  All he needed to do now was to fill her cup and bring it to her – when she woke up!  Whenever that would be. 

	So what was he supposed to do with himself now?  The coffee was almost ready.  He was ready.  But she wasn’t.  He thought about sitting down, but with his diaper getting wetter and wetter, what if he leaked.  That wouldn’t exactly be good for the furniture.  But what if…  He pulled the tray off of his highchair and climbed up into it, enjoying the luxury of just sitting down and taking the load off of his feet for a while.  Ten minutes later though, he gave into temptation and pulled yet another bottle out of her refrigerator and brought it back to his chair where he sat and drank it.  He did have a deadline to meet – if she was awake when it came.  He might as well sit and relax while he could.  His days were usually stressful enough.  Usually?  Always!

	So when was she going to wake up?

	Mel opened her eyes.  There was no alarm to wake her, yet something had pulled her from the tenuous sleep she had finally been enjoying.  The room was getting lighter so it was finally morning.  She glanced at her clock – yes, it was morning.  Not as late in the morning as she would have liked, but it was finally morning.  But what about Sissy… was he there yet?  It was then that her brain kicked in far enough to realize what her nose had already alerted her to while she was sleeping – the smell of coffee.  She smiled and rolled luxuriously around in her sheets.  Yes, he was here!  Yes, he had already made her morning coffee!  Yes!  Her dream was coming true!  She hoped anyway. 

	Should she call him now?  Or just enjoy the luxury of knowing he was there and would take care of her every need as she saw fit.  But he was learning to be a servant, and the main thing a servant needed to learn was to wait.  So with a smile on her face, she rolled over and tried to go back to sleep for a while.  It was early… and she had no reason to get up out of bed yet. 

	Happy in the knowledge that he was there, she once again dozed.

	Chad had a small problem.  He had now finished five bottles since he had gotten up this morning – and he was leaking already.  He had stopped trying to sit even in his highchair once his diaper started getting too wet for fear that his leaking diaper might put a wet spot on the back of his perfectly pressed dress.  But what was he supposed to do about his leaking diaper now?  Should he change himself?  Or would she finally wake up soon?  He had been waiting for her to get up for almost an hour now! 

	Changing his leaking diaper seemed like his best option, but what if she woke up and called him while he was in the middle of changing?  That would be an even bigger problem!  But if she slept much longer, then his diaper would not only be leaking, but there was a chance his uniform could get wet.  He finally decided he would have to change it and hope she didn’t call him while he was doing it. 

	As quietly as he could he got his diaper bag and carried it into the kitchen.  A moment later, the skirt to his dress was hiked up over his waist.  He grabbed a fresh diaper from his bag, and keeping it handy on the counter next to him, he opened one side of the tapes on his leaking diaper, letting it drop all the way to the floor.  He grabbed his new one quickly and started to pull it between his legs.  As he did, he felt his arm suddenly get wet.  He was peeing yet again without knowing it. He quickly finished pulling it into place and started fastening the tapes.  As far as he could tell, he was now peeing almost constantly.  Just a little tiny bit at a time, but it was so often now that it hardly ever stopped.

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 2 of 9)

	Mel opened her eyes again.  She was glad to realize that she had slept a bit more, but she was now anxious to finally call Sissy and have her serve her.  “Sissy!” she called.  “Are you out there?”

	Chad heard her as he was just finishing fastening his diaper.  With his dress still hiked up around his body, he ran to the counter where he quickly poured her coffee into her cup.  Then he hurried toward her bedroom, holding the cup with one hand while his other hand tried to tug down the skirt of his dress.  He pushed open her door with his foot.  He was having a problem getting his skirt down on the side where he was holding her coffee cup.  He was still having a problem straightening it as he hurried into her room.  She was there, in bed, sitting up, watching him.  He hurried to the side of her bed where he changed hands with her cup and finally pulled the skirt of his dress straight. Then he dropped her a curtsey before saying, “Good morning Mistress.”  As had become a habit now – thanks to Robin, he dropped another curtsey even though he didn’t really need to.

	Mel was somewhere between extremely happy, and slightly shocked.  “What on earth was wrong with your dress?”

	Chad handed her the coffee cup before curtseying again.  “I was just changing my leaky diaper when you called.”  Curtsey.

	Mel took a sip of her coffee.  So nice!  Sooo nice!  “You do have another diaper on right now, don’t you?” she asked, worried that he hadn’t had time to properly protect himself. 

	Curtsey.  “Yes Mistress.  I was just finishing when you called.”  Curtsey.

	Mel was much relieved.  “Okay Sissy.  Go make my breakfast now.  I’ll have it here in bed this morning… and bring me my laptop first.  I may as well get some work done while I’m waiting – which better not be too long!”

	Chad curtseyed and hurried out.

	Mel smiled as she sipped her coffee.  So good!  So good!  This was the way she wanted life to be.  This was her dream!  Well, almost.  But it was getting there.  She could almost touch it now – for real.  Just another week!  She hoped.

	Chad was rinsing dishes when he thought he heard the bathroom door closing.  He turned off the water and checked.  Yes, she was up!  He hurried into the bedroom and grabbed the tray holding her now empty breakfast dishes and carried it all out to the kitchen.  He would make the bed in there later after she had gotten dressed for the day.  He went back to cleaning up from breakfast. 

	He was nearly done when she came out – still wearing just a nightgown with a robe thrown over it. 

	“Have you eaten anything yet?” she asked.

	Curtsey.  “No Mistress.  Not yet.”  Curtsey.  Back to doing dishes.

	“Good,” she replied simply.  While he was doing dishes in the sink, she pulled out one of her pots from under the stove and a few minutes later was stirring baby cereal in it.  A short while later, Chad found himself locked in his highchair with a bib tied around his neck.

	Mel pulled his childish plastic bowl out of the cabinet and set it on the counter.  Then she picked up the pot and started dumping the infant cereal she had been cooking into the bowl.  But unlike every other morning, this time the amount of cereal all but overflowed what the bowl was capable of holding.  With a bit of a wicked smile, she found one of his tiny baby spoons and carried the spoon and the overly full bowl to his highchair where she set them on his tray. 

	Chad stared at the bowl of cereal in front of him, totally surprised.  Why so much?  And did he dare ask why?  He decided not to.  Not sure what was going on, he hesitantly picked up the tiny baby spoon in his left fist and got to work on the massive amount of cereal.  A moment later, she delivered another baby bottle full of her miserable green tea for him to finish as well.  In a way, the bottle of tea was good.  He was going to need it… and maybe at least another one just to get through that much bland tasting cereal. 

	With a smile still on her face, Mel said, “That should keep you busy for a little while.  And I need you to finish all of it before I let you up from there.  I’ll be back after I get dressed.”

	Chad watched her back as she departed.  Last night she had forced him to eat an overly large meal… including desert!  And now this morning she was forcing him to eat a much larger breakfast than usual.  Was she afraid he had somehow lost too much weight?  Would she give in and feed him something other than baby food?  But she had said that from now on, baby food was all she was going to permit him to eat – even out in the restaurants.  So was that why she was forcing him to eat so much more this morning?  He wasn’t sure if it exactly made sense, but then, not everything in his life made sense anymore.

	Slowly but surely, he continued to work his way through what was for him, a massive breakfast.  Since he had to eat it with only a tiny rubber coated baby spoon, eating it took a lot longer than if he had something better to use.  Mel had finished dressing and returned by the time he was little more than halfway done with it – and was seriously slowing down. 

	“You’re not done yet?” Mel asked as she came back from her bedroom, cleaned up and wearing just a pair of shorts and a colorful top. 

	Chad almost rolled his eyes at her question, but he refrained from doing so and didn’t bother answering. 

	Mel noticed that the baby bottle on his tray was nearly empty so she replaced it with a fresh one – which Chad knew he was going to need in order to help him finish his breakfast, yet at the same time he didn’t really want another bottle – he was already too full.

	Mel took a moment to check just how much he still needed to eat.  She shook her head.  “You don’t get up till it’s all gone,” she told him again.  “So keep eating.”   She heard her phone ringing and hurried off to answer it.

	Chad felt like such a child – not because of what he was eating, not because of where he was sitting, and not because of the bib tied around his neck – but because of the way she had said it.  Her words sounded all too much like an adult telling any young child to sit there till they ate all their vegetables!  His bigger problem now though, was that he was full!  Maybe the baby cereal expanded a bit after it got into his stomach… or his stomach wasn’t as big as it used to be… or both!  He had to struggle to continue eating – even eating slowly. 

	“Oh hi Sandy,” Mel said into her phone.  “Are you still coming over this morning?”

	“Absolutely!” Sandy replied.  “I just wanted to make sure you were ready for me before I stopped by.”

	“Well, I’m ready for you, but I’m afraid Sissy is still stuck in his highchair – and he’s going to stay there till he finishes all of his breakfast!”

	Sandy chuckled.  “You make him sound like such a child!”  She laughed.  “Which he most definitely is!  Can I come over and watch?  Maybe I can even feed him for you if he’s being stubborn.”

	“You’re more than welcome,” Mel replied with a smile.  “See you in a few.”

	Mel answered the knock on the door a few minutes later and let Sandy in.  Together, they headed into the kitchen where Sandy stopped and stared at Sissy for a moment.  “Now there’s something you don’t see every day,” she said sarcastically.  “A maid sitting in a highchair, with a bib around her neck, drinking from a baby bottle.”

	Chad felt his face turn a bit red at her comment, but as before, he didn’t say anything.  He was so full now that he was barely eating anything.  Unfortunately, trapped in his highchair, there was no way for him to get up… let alone the fact that Mel had said he couldn’t get up until he finished all his cereal.

	Sandy looked in his bowl.  “Goodness!  You must not be very hungry today.  It doesn’t look like you’ve eaten much at all!”

	Chad looked back down into his bowl.  What was left was probably a little less than the normal portion he usually got every morning. 

	“I gave him a bit more this morning,” Mel told her.  “But he still needs to eat it all!” she said sternly straight to him. 

	Chad stuck his tiny spoon back into the bowl, and carefully lifted it to his mouth.  At least the tiny amount he got with each bite didn’t make things seem as bad as they could be if he had a bigger spoon.  But it was still hard to take each tiny bite.

	Sandy watched him for a moment as he took another spoonful of cereal, then he took a swig from his almost empty baby bottle.  “This could take forever,” she complained.  She walked over to him and grabbed the spoon right out of his fist.  “Here, let me help.”  She stuck the spoon into his bowl and got as much on his tiny spoon as she could, then cupping her other hand under the spoon, she brought it straight up to his mouth.  Chad was forced to quickly open his mouth and let her shove the spoon inside.  A moment later, she was repeating the process – much faster than he was happy about.  “Just like feeding any other baby,” she muttered softly. 

	Mel grabbed his mostly empty baby bottle and replaced it with a fresh one again before refreshing the little bit of coffee still in her cup.  Then she sat back to enjoy watching Sissy getting fed like an infant.  Maybe he didn’t exactly look like a baby – especially in that maid’s uniform, but it was still fun to watch. 

	It took Sandy almost ten minutes to shovel the cereal into Sissy’s mouth with that tiny spoon, during which, he also drank a good bit of his latest bottle.  By the time that Sandy wiped him clean, removed his bib and released him from his highchair, he felt almost sick from eating so much.  And of course that was when Mel told him, “Okay Sissy, get undressed down to just your diaper.  It’s time for ballet practice again.”

	Once again, Chad was subjected to a long and intense ballet rehearsal.  And just like last night’s rehearsal, he was once again trying to dance while his stomach was overly full.  Dancing, or any kind of strenuous exercise, with that much food in his stomach was not a good thing, especially when Mel insisted that he keep drinking from his bottles on every little break.  It was quite a while before his stomach settled down enough before he no longer felt like he would barf every time he bent over.

	One thing he did notice though, once again Mel was insisting that he dance as properly as possible – despite the silly infantile music that was being played.  And he did try to be totally serious about it, but at the same time, while he was serious, Mel and Sandy seemed to find more and more to laugh about – although he had no idea what or why they were laughing.

	After his first diaper change during the practice, Mel added the new toe shoes for him to get used to, and the long practice continued.  His new diaper was getting fairly soggy by the time they decided to add the large flat tutu as well.  With that on he could no longer see his feet as he tried to dance and everything got much more difficult.  Also by that time, he was getting more and more interested in his bottle breaks – only because he was getting so exhausted from all the dance practice.

	He almost fainted with joy when he heard Mel finally announce an end to it all!  Sandy promised to be back shortly after lunch.  Mel helped him remove the tutu and toe shoes and he was sent to put his uniform back on and work on cleaning up whatever needed doing around her apartment – which he gladly did.  Anything was better than more ballet practice!

	For lunch, Mel had him make her just a sandwich and a cold drink.  Chad was “permitted” to stand on his perch while she ate in silence.  But after Mel ate, once again it was his turn to eat.  And he wasn’t the least bit hungry yet.  Like it or not, he soon found himself once again locked into his highchair.  And once again he was fed baby food.  And once again the amount was far more than normal.  Far more!

	As he sat there slowly trying to eat, he saw Mel carry his diaper bag into the kitchen where she replaced all the empty bottles in it with fresh ones.  He took that as a bad sign that she was doing that.  It meant that they were going out somewhere.  But then, he knew that he was supposed to “perform” his little ballet today… somewhere.  She just hadn’t been very forthcoming yet on any of the little details like that. 

	Mel carried his diaper bag from the kitchen back out to the living room again where she pulled all but two of his disposable diapers out of it.  She replaced them with a large stack of his thickest nighttime cloth diapers and made sure she had plenty of diaper pins for them.  As soon as his diaper bag was ready, she packed what she wanted to bring with her for his ballet costume and added the music disc that Sandy had put together.  She mentally went through the checklist for everything she would need in her head.  As far as she could tell, everything they would need was now ready.  It was then that her phone rang again.  “Hello?” she said as soon as she got to it.

	“Hey Mel.  It’s Andrea.”

	“Hi Andrea.  You are still going to help me today, aren’t you?”

	“Oh definitely!  But I’m calling about something else.  I got to thinking, since all the judges are getting together tomorrow, I’d kind of like to have a copy of your bet contract for us to refer to if we need it.  Can I get you to bring one with you?”

	“No problem,” Mel replied.  “I’ll give you mine.”

	“Thanks Mel.  See you in a little while.”

	“We’ll be there,” Mel confirmed happily.  Two minutes later, she had added her framed copy of the bet to the baggage she had already prepared.

	Chad knew he was eating slowly, but really, he was full!  Not just from what he had been eating for lunch, but also from the huge breakfast she had forced him to eat that morning.  Not to mention, he was probably still stuffed from the humongous amount of dinner she forced on him last night as well.  Why so much food all of a sudden?  And why was she making him eat it all when he couldn’t?  It made no sense!

	Mel walked into the kitchen.  “You’re still eating?  Honestly, you really are like a child just sitting there pushing his food around instead of eating it.”

	Chad realized she was probably right, but what was he supposed to do about it?  He was stuffed!

	Mel shook her head.  “You better get busy and finish that,” she told him, “cause like I said, you don’t get up till it’s all gone.  And if you don’t get busy with it, I’ll call Sandy to help you again.  Would you like that?”

	Chad quickly spooned another bit of greenish goo into his mouth.  But as he did, he realized that in a way, he would like Sandy to come feed him again.  She certainly had a way to make him feel totally like an infant when she did it.  He just didn’t want Mel to realize how much the idea interested him.  But the same problem still existed, Sandy or not, he was full!

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 3 of 9)

	His diaper had started leaking long before he finished eating, but then it should have since he sat there for almost an hour.  But just as she had threatened, Mel didn’t let him up until he had eaten everything she had given him. 

	Before Mel changed his diaper, she sent him into her bedroom to remove his uniform.  “Just lay it out on the bed so it doesn’t get messed up.  You won’t need it for a while.”

	Chad got to the bedroom just as someone knocked at the door.  “I’ll get it,” Mel told him.  “That should be Sandy and Cassie.” 

	Hoping that was the case, Chad continued to her room, partially closing the door behind him.  He was relieved to hear Sandy and Cassie’s voices as he removed his dress.  After taking it off, he saw how wet the back of his skirt had gotten while he was stuck in his highchair.  Having no better option, he laid it neatly out on Mel’s bed with the wet spot up so it could dry a little before he had to put it on again later.  Wearing just his very, very leaky diaper and nothing else, he nervously headed back out to the living room. 

	“There she is!” Sandy declared happily as he came into sight.

	“Look at that diaper!” Cassie exclaimed.  “I’d say it’s pretty much history!”

	“Okay Sissy,” Mel said from the bathroom door.  “Let’s get you changed and ready.”

	The word “changed” made him happy, but the word ready started making him nervous.  He knew they were going out somewhere.  He knew it was for him to dance his little ballet routine.  But not knowing anything else was the part that was making him nervous.  He had no doubt that Mel planned on this being very humiliating for him.  And once again, he feared the idea… while at the same time, he was looking forward to the humiliation as well.  Living the dream… and then some.

	Mel removed his disintegrating diaper, carefully keeping him covered since he was pretty much leaking pee constantly due to all the bottles she had forced on him.  She cleaned him up as best she could, then with a feeling of relief, fastened another disposable diaper on him.  “An hour and forty-five minutes,” she told him, although so far today, she had noticed that he was leaking every time in less than an hour and a half. 

	“Let me do your makeup again,” she said before he could leave the bathroom. 

	“Want me to do that for you?” Sandy asked from the bathroom doorway.

	Mel smiled back at her.  “Be my guest.”

	Chad sat on the toilet seat while Sandy attacked his face, using more pink colors than usual.  It didn’t take her long before she was satisfied.  “That should do it, I think,” she declared.

	“Looks great!” both Mel and Cassie agreed.

	“And I think it’s time we got out of here or we’re going to be late!” Mel added.

	Chad expected Mel to dress him in his ballet costume, but she didn’t.  Since he was wearing only his one diaper while they were all getting ready to leave, he was getting more and more nervous about it.  Finally he curtseyed and asked, “What do you want me to wear?”  Then he curtseyed again.

	Mel looked at him with a mischievous smile on her face.  “Just what you have on.  I think it looks perfectly appropriate to me.”

	Sandy cracked up laughing as she said.  “Oh… you’re so right!”

	Shocked, Chad couldn’t believe it.  She intended on taking him out somewhere wearing just his diaper and nothing else? 

	“Grab your diaper bag Sissy,” Mel told him.  “There’s no reason why you can’t help carry some of this.”

	Chad picked up his diaper bag, but going outside in just his diaper weighed heavily on his mind. 

	“We ready?” Cassie asked as she opened the door.

	“Hang on a second,” Mel said quickly as she fished in her purse for something.  A moment later, she stuffed one of his pacifiers into Sissy’s mouth.  “Now we’re ready!”

	Before he knew it, Chad was outside, barefoot, wearing only one disposable diaper, and sucking on a pacifier as he was herded down the steps and out to Mel’s car.  As soon as he was fastened in the back seat, Mel fished a baby bottle out of his diaper bag and handed it to him.  He didn’t have to be told what to do with it. 

	With Mel and Cassie in the front seat and Sandy sitting in the back seat beside him, they left the parking lot.  Chad just wished he knew where they were going.  Or… maybe he didn’t want to know.  Because wherever they were going, he knew it was going to be embarrassing.  Major embarrassing!

	It was a long ride to get there.  Chad had plenty of time to finish the bottle Mel had given him.  His pacifier was long back in his mouth when he started to get an inkling of where they were going.  And the thought made him even more nervous.  When they arrived at the crowded parking area and he saw all the cars and people his nerves really went on edge.  They were at the Riverwalk.  The large park-like area where people from all over came to just walk down by the river… and play on the grass… and view the art shows, and… watch all the street performers!  And since it was a really nice Saturday afternoon.  The place was jam packed!

	Mel had to drive around for a while before she found a parking spot.  Then she pulled out her cell phone and called Andrea.  “Are you here?” she asked.

	“Yeah,” Andrea replied.  “Where are you?”

	Mel gave her their approximate position and Andrea said she would find them.  Then Mel turned around in her seat to look at Chad.  “Okay Sissy.  Time to get you ready.”

	Chad’s nervousness increased yet again.  But at least it meant that she was going to get him dressed so he wouldn’t have to walk around in just his diaper – he hoped!  When everyone else got out of the car, he stayed put.  He simply wasn’t ready to get out among all those people yet.  At least not while he was only wearing nothing but a diaper.  But as it turned out, Mel didn’t need him out of the car yet.  Good!

	While Cassie started pulling things out of the trunk, Mel told Sissy to lie back across the seat.  “We may as well get that diaper changed now,” she told him, “before we get you dressed for your performance.”

	Chad was glad that at least he was going to get to wear a fresh diaper before he got out of the car.  No telling how long it would be before he had a chance to change it again. 

	Mel untapped his now very wet diaper, but she left it in place.  She opened his diaper bag and pulled something out of it, but it wasn’t another diaper.  “Might as well take care of this little chore right now as well,” she said with a very wicked smile as she held up the jar of suppositories.

	Chad looked at the jar in total horror.  He had forgotten about his usual noontime suppository.  With all the food he had eaten lately, what would that do to him? 

	Mel pulled one of the little capsules out of the jar.   This was the one deviation she had decided to make in her plan for the use of the suppositories.  He didn’t know it, but he hadn’t had any at all in quite a while.  For just this one purpose, he was going t be getting them again – for real!  And with all the food she had been stuffing in him, she had hopes that the result would be much more than usual for him… if… her timing was right, and she hoped it was.  She had no way of actually knowing how long it took for those little bombs to do the job on him.  She was just hoping. 

	Very carefully and deliberately, she stuck not one, but three pills way up inside of him.  If that didn’t produce some decent results, then nothing would!  Then instead of putting another disposable diaper on him again, she started pulling out his super thick cloth diapers instead. 

	Chad was surprised when she pulled one of the soft cloth diapers under him and quickly pulled it over top of his leaking chastity device.  He was further surprised when she pulled out three more of the super thick diapers.  A few minutes later, she was struggling to securely pin all of them onto him.  It was a very difficult job under the best of circumstances, but doing it in the back seat of her car made it much more difficult. 

	Mel grunted as she fought with his super thick diapers and the diaper pins.  She was nearly shaking from the effort to get them all fastened on him by the time she finished.  Finally, the job was done though.  “Okay Sissy. Stand up.  We still have to get your plastic panties on you.”

	Chad was forced to get out of the car – which he did slowly and nervously.  But there wasn’t much room between Mel’s car and the next one so Cassie suggested they move over onto the grass to finish dressing him.  Chad wasn’t happy about that since he would be far more visible, but as usual, he didn’t have much of a say in the matter.  Wearing nothing but a super abundance of padding… and his pacifier, he was led waddling out in front of the car to the grass, right where he could easily be seen by everyone strolling by.  He couldn’t help but notice the looks of amazement on everyone’s faces the moment they saw him.  He felt nothing but total embarrassment!

	Mel grabbed a pair of his plastic panties and held them open for him to put his foot into.  With more people watching than he was comfortable with… of course one person would have been more than enough… he stepped into the plastic panties and let Mel pull them up his legs as if he were a child.  When she got to the incredible bulk of diapers he was wearing, she had struggle and stretch and inch the panties over the bulky cloth.  After a great deal of effort, she finally managed to get them in place.  The childish pattern on the panties was stretched tautly and the diapers inside of them were compressed more than a bit, but everything was at least in place.

	As Mel stood back up, Chad noticed how many people had stopped just to watch what they were doing.  He started to look around a bit, but he remembered the pacifier in his mouth and decided to look down at the ground instead.  Maybe they wouldn’t notice his pacifier so much then… as if it mattered.  He was standing there in front of them all in nothing but very bulky diapers!

	Sandy handed Mel the pair of white tights that went with his ballet costume.  Chad had to sit down on the grass on his super padded bottom as Mel started working them up his legs.  When she got near his diapers, he had to stand up again so she could stretch them over top of the impossible to ignore bulk.  At least the tights were easier to work over top of his diapers than the plastic panties had been.

	All day long Chad had expected Mel to reglue his breast forms onto him, but she hadn’t.  And now he found himself stepping into the pink leotard without even his bra on.  It seemed strange, but at the same time, he didn’t really mind all that much.  It would be far more comfortable without the bra and breast forms.  Easier to dance that way too.  Of course, not having them would leave him flat chested and looking all that much more like a child… a really big child, but still a child none the less.  Which, he guessed, was exactly the point. 

	One at a time, he stuck his arms into the sleeves of the leotard as Mel held them out for him.  But it wasn’t until both arms were in and she was trying to pull the thing all the way up and into place that he realized how much the thing no longer fit.  With the massive bulk of diapers he was wearing in his crotch, Mel had to pull and stretch the thing just to get it over his shoulders.  And once it was finally in place, the darn thing was so tight that Chad wondered how he was going to dance in it at all. 

	But at least with the leotard on he felt much more dressed.  And just for a moment, he actually thought that nobody could see his diapers anymore.  But while that was technically true, one glance down at the bulk around that area let him quickly know that one look and everyone would immediately know he was wearing diapers.  There would be simply no getting away from that with the amount of bulk that Mel had put on him!

	The crowd around them was quickly grown thicker… and closer… as more and more people drew nearer to watch.  By the time Mel started wrapping the pink laces of his toe shoes around his ankles, the people were pressed shoulder to shoulder just a few feet away from them all around.  Chad didn’t even want to think about how many people were now watching him all too closely.  And once again he remembered the stupid pacifier in his mouth and felt all too embarrassed and stupid about it – as if the rest of what he was wearing wasn’t bad enough!

	After his toe shoes, Cassie handed Mel the big flat tutu.  Chad stepped into that as well and a minute later it was fastened just above his overly thick diapers.  He could no longer see the bulk of diapers he was wearing, but there was no way that he couldn’t stop feeling them.   A feeling that was all too sexually stimulating.  His mind suddenly yearned for Cassie’s little toy that she used on him at lunchtimes.  Fortunately, that brief interesting thought didn’t last long. 

	Chad figured he was ready now.  He noticed that Andrea had joined them and was talking with Cassie and Sandy. 

	Mel stood back to check Sissy over.  She smiled.  So far, he looked perfect.  The huge bulk of his diapers couldn’t be missed – even under that big tutu he was wearing.  She had to wonder how he was going to manage to dance with that many diapers on him.  But then, that was part of the fun of it all.  He would try, but he would find it very difficult to do.

	She was more than surprised by the amount of people pressed tightly all around them.  If they had some way to play the music right there, they wouldn’t even have to go to the stage Andrea had found for them to use.  She supposed that they could play the disk on her car system, but the stage would be much better.  Besides, she wanted him to enjoy the humiliation of being paraded all that distance so more people could see him… and what he was wearing.

	Yes, he looked perfect now…  Well, almost.  The only thing missing was the crowning piece for his head.  Under the scrutiny of a surprising number of people, she went to the bag she had pulled his tutu out of and removed his head piece… and stuck her hand in it… and holding it up in front of everyone so they could see… she fluffed it all out.

	Running her hand over top of the big frills that covered every square inch of it, Mel proceeded to place the pink baby bonnet on Sissy’s head, spending more time than was needed adjusting it into place before tying the long ribbons into a very large bow under his chin.  She stood back and held her arms out toward him… and the crowd applauded and laughed.

	If Chad thought he felt foolish before, it was nothing compared to the way he felt now.  And now it felt like the silly frilly baby bonnet was drawing that much more attention to the pacifier he was sucking on.  But the more he thought about it, there wasn’t a single inch on him that wasn’t embarrassing in one way or another.  And as usual, he hated it… and loved it.  Living the dream!  And then some! 

	Mel turned around to address the crowd.  “Our little baby ballerina is going to be performing…” she turned to look at Andrea who pointed off toward the distance.  “Over there somewhere,” Mel finished as she pointed in the same direction that Andrea had indicated.  “Why don’t you all follow us over and watch.  I’m sure you’ll find it… very interesting!”

	As the crowd laughed, she had Cassie grab his diaper bag and made sure that Sandy had the music disc.  Then, after putting the rest of their bags back in her car and locking it, she grabbed Sissy’s hand and started following Andrea in the direction of the place where Sissy would be performing. 

	Chad didn’t walk… he couldn’t.  He waddled.  Trying to walk and move now in that incredible bulk of diapers was annoyingly crazy.  And his overly tight leotard was pulling all that bulk between his legs firmly up so he had no choice but to remain very aware of every bit of it.  One other little thing that he noticed now too.  His tight leotard pulling everything up, was also causing the bulk between his legs to sexually stimulate him.  He only wished he could react in some way so as to enjoy it more. 

	All that bulk!  How the heck was he supposed to dance like that?  He couldn’t even get his legs anywhere near each other.  And Mel expected him to dance everything perfectly?  Even the simplest of positions was going to be pretty much out of the question now!

	The fact that he was being led by the hand like a child wasn’t lost on him either.  Everything about him had been done in such a way as to overemphasize the childish nature of how he was dressed.  Well, maybe not exactly childish… babyish was probably a lot more like it.  It was obvious that he was meant to be a spectacle for everyone to laugh at.  And since this was a place where people often came to be entertained, he knew without a doubt that he was being very “entertaining.”  Like it or not… even when he wasn’t trying to be.

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 4 of 9)

	Unfortunately, the walk… waddle… was long.  Mel hadn’t been able to park anywhere near where the street performers usually set up.  Fortunately, the thick crowd of people around them kept them from moving faster than Chad was able to waddle.  Unfortunately, that same crowd of people and that same long walk / waddle gave all that many more people a chance to have all too good a look at him.  He sucked his pacifier furiously as he tried to stare down at the walkway in front of him so as not to have to see the faces of all the people gawking at him.  It wasn’t easy.  Living the dream usually wasn’t easy.

	By the time Andrea brought them to a stop in front of some speakers with very loud music blaring out of them, the inside of his legs where the crotch of his diapers were pressed tightly together were beginning to chaff and grow a bit raw.  He realized part of that problem was the fact that in the short time since Mel had put all those diapers on him, he had already gotten them fairly wet – especially down in that crotch area.  And cloth diapers stayed wet!

	He dared to look up at where they had stopped.  He saw a guy dancing on top of what looked like a piece of plywood.  The makeshift stage was more than most performers used, and the guy was obviously well used to performing on top of his wooden stage because he never came close to going over the edge – not that he would fall very far.  It was only about half an inch to the grass underneath.  The guy did have a nice music system though, and between that and his dancing, he was drawing quite a crowd.

	Mel handed Sissy’s hand off to Sandy and spoke briefly with Andrea.  Together they approached the stage and waited for the music to end.  As everyone finally applauded, Andrea and Mel stepped to the edge of the stage and the guy who had been dancing walked over to talk.

	“Remember me?” Andrea asked.

	“Sure lady.  You still want to use my spot?”

	“That’s the plan,” Mel replied for her. 

	The performer looked to Mel instead.  “You know what she promised me for you to use this stuff?” he asked.

	Mel held up a fifty dollar bill and the guy nodded happily.  Then Mel slid her fingers against the bill… revealing a second fifty dollar bill behind it.  “If…” Mel said, “you help us with the music.”

	The guy didn’t want to take his eyes off of the money in her hand.  “You got a disc or something?” he asked.

	Mel turned to Sandy who held up the music disk.  It was at that point that he finally noticed Sissy.  He had to blink his eyes and look twice.  “You got to be kidding me!” he said, unable to take his eyes off of the freak in front of him.

	Mel smiled and held the money up where he could see it again.  That quickly got his attention back.  He shook his head.  “It’s your show,” he replied as he reached for the money. 

	Mel pulled her hand back before he could grab any of the bills.  Then she pulled one of the fifty dollar bills off and handed it to him.  “You get the other one when we’re done.”

	The guy just smiled and held up the disk as he took it from Sandy.  “Whenever you want to start.”

	As the guy took the disk over towards some equipment off the back of his little “stage,” Mel grabbed Sissy’s hand and led him up onto the piece of plywood while Sandy headed over to tell the guy where on the disk he needed the music to start.

	Chad was sucking his pacifier furiously as Mel turned him around to look out at the large crowd that was in front of them.  Where had all those people come from?  And why did they have to stop here instead of somewhere else?  Was it possible for him to feel any more like a fool than he did just then?  But then he remembered… he hadn’t started dancing yet.

	Mel raised his hand up high in the air, which got everyone’s attention.  While the performer had a nice music system, she didn’t see a microphone anywhere around, so she spoke as loudly as she could.  “Ladies and Gentlemen.  We’d like to present for your entertainment pleasure, a different kind of dancing than you’ve been watching so far.  We’re going to move from street dancing to the beautiful world of classical ballet.  And to perform this ballet for you, I’d like to present our great big baby ballerina… Sissy!”  With that, she dropped Sissy’s hand and stood back and applauded… along with everyone else.

	Chad’s nerves started going crazy… if not haywire.  He wasn’t just embarrassed, he was downright scared.  Perform?  In front of all these people?  Stage fright couldn’t begin to explain how he felt.  He looked uncertainly at Mel, only because he didn’t know what to do anymore. 

	Mel grabbed his hand again and led him just off the back corner of the stage.  “Start from here,” she said just loud enough that he could hear her.  “Pretend this is like where you came in from my bedroom like we practiced it.”  Then she left him to stand in front of the stage so she could watch.

	Chad was so nervous he couldn’t believe it.  How was he going to do this?  Having nowhere to go to get away from all the people, he figured his best bet would be to get the stupid thing over with so they could get out of there – he hoped.  Plus, by going ahead and dancing like Mel wanted him to, most likely everyone would simply think he was just another outlandish street performer.  They would all think it was nothing but an act where he was trying to drum up a little money.  At least he hoped that would be the case. 

	He took a deep breath to steady himself.  Then he put his feet into the position he was supposed to start from… or at least he tried to put his feet into that position.  His diapers were so thick that it was impossible to get his legs anywhere close to the right position.  Instead of having his feet turned outward and touching right in front of him, there was almost a foot of space between his feet that he couldn’t lessen no matter how hard he tried.  He looked up at Mel, wondering what he was supposed to do.  Naturally, she was giggling at his predicament. 

	Then he saw her look over to the guy who was running the music system and give him the signal to start.  A second later, the childish music was coming loudly out of the speakers and he had no more time to think about anything.  He was on.  He had to perform – like it or not!  It was his best course of action.  And before he knew what he was doing, his feet were moving him out toward the center of his plywood stage. 

	He wasn’t exactly moving like he wanted to move.  Instead of his legs going one foot in front of the other gracefully, the massive bulk of the diapers between his legs had him waddling and swinging his legs awkwardly instead.  He couldn’t help but hear everyone laughing as he tried to do the graceful classical movements… with a ton of diapers on.  It just wasn’t working!  But what choice did he have other than to keep going.  At least the upper part of his body was having no problems.  He could move his arms and hands just fine.  His head was fine as well – if you didn’t count the silly baby bonnet on top of it and the pacifier stuck in his mouth.  He had no doubt that must be quite a sight. 

	The dance called for him to go into a running movement across the stage, but he had only a few feet to move in.  Before he knew it, he was pulling up short and his momentum forced him to almost fall as he slipped the short distance down to the ground.  He stepped backwards, back onto the plywood stage and looked to Mel to see what she wanted him to do about it.  But all she was doing was laughing like everyone else.  From that point on, most of what Mel had made him work so hard to learn to do properly went totally out the window.  The stage simply wasn’t big enough.  But he did try.  And since he had to continue dancing, wherever possible, he tried to use what he had been taught, but much of it now simply had to be made up as he went.

	With every step he took, he was so aware of the annoying bulk between his legs.  He was also aware that the way it forced him to move was also making his overly padded backside swing around more than he would have liked as well.  But under the big flat tutu he was wearing, would anyone even notice that?  Yeah, he had no doubt that they would.  All part of the show, he told himself… but he only half believed that.  While he did his best to move his arms and the entire upper body fluidly and gracefully, his lower body below the tutu was totally the opposite.  And then he had to wonder how his upper body really looked – part of it graceful and elegant – while contrasted with the crazy baby bonnet and his pacifier.  Graceful… sandwiched between the absurd look of his head and the bizarre look of his lower body.  Graceful?  No, he dared not hope for that much at all.

	The music was getting on toward the end when it happened.  The one thing he had totally forgotten about.  And when it happened, he was so taken by surprise that every muscle in his body locked in place and he froze with the most distinct look on his face as he stood there sucking his pacifier more furiously than ever.  And the people watching the little motion of the pacifier in his mouth laughed like crazy at it.  They all thought it was part of the act.  In fact, it was a few moments before anyone realized that while he was frozen in place, his knees slightly bent and splayed apart, his arms held out semi-gracefully to the side, that all during that time, he had been filling the back of the bulky diapers he was so obviously wearing.  Eventually, more than a few shouts of, “Oh my God!” could be heard above the music.

	When it happened, Chad had been taken by surprise.  Totally!  Right in the middle of his dance, it felt like all three of the stupid suppositories that Mel had put up inside of him had decided to do their thing – and do it fast!  And all the food that Mel had forced him to eat last night, and this morning, and even for lunch today, all came out of him at the same time in a semi-liquid rush – despite how tightly his diapers were pulled into his backside by his leotard.  It was by far the biggest mess he could remember making in his diapers in a long time.  And as usual, he had no control over it at all.  Of course, with that many suppositories up inside of him, it came out in much more of a rush than he had felt in a long time now.  Maybe his system had gotten more used to handling one suppository, but three was definitely way too many!

	Mel was beside herself with glee.  She had only hoped that with all the food she had given him, and all the bottles she had made him drink, as well as the exercising he was doing as he danced about on that little stage, that the suppositories she had given him would go to work during his performance. And now to actually see it happen, she couldn’t believe she had managed it.  And what a perfect pinnacle to his little dance it was.  She had been totally mesmerized by the tiny movement of his pacifier as she watched the look of complete surprise and horror register on his face.  Perfect!  Perfect!  Perfect!  If he didn’t feel intense humiliation from that, then she figured nothing would get to him!

	It was several seconds before Chad could move again, and when he did, if he thought trying to dance with that many diapers on before was difficult, it was nothing compared to the trouble he had now.  Not only was the bulk greatly increased, but the awful feeling of what was now in the back of his diapers added greatly not only to his obvious embarrassment, but also to the awkwardness of his every step.  There wasn’t a tiny movement that he made now – with any part of his body that didn’t seem to make him feel what was now pressed tightly against his backside.

	Much more hesitantly – not to mention much more horribly – he continued trying to dance.  But he was only moving around on the stage now as his face still registered the horror of what he had just done in front of so many people.  He knew his movements were no longer even attempting to be graceful.  He knew he looked even more ridiculous… not to mention childish as he now jumped a little and bounced cautiously around on the stage.  And his new more childish style of moving was bringing much more laughter from the crowd.  It was with great relief that he heard the music finally end.  He had totally missed that the ending was even coming since he was still too preoccupied with the embarrassing thing he had just done.  Quickly he went into his final pose… at least somewhat.  Doing what Mel had made him practice so diligently was totally out of the question.

	It was over – finally!  Everyone was applauding and laughing wildly as he maintained his awkward pose.  Not knowing what else to do, he curtseyed to the audience – which again made him very aware of the nasty mess in his backside.  But the people were still applauding, so he turned slightly and curtseyed yet again… and again… and again.  By continuing to dance – through everything – the audience had simply thought he was another street performer.  Or so he hoped.  It was a few moments before he dared step back off of the plywood stage, hoping that everyone would leave now… and desperately hoping that Mel would take him home.  Fortunately, the crowd got the message and started breaking up. 

	Mel crossed the small wooden platform to where Sissy was waiting.  She couldn’t help herself, she grabbed him and hugged him the moment she got there.  “Oh, you were so good!” she declared happily.

	Chad loved the hug he got from Mel.  Unfortunately, he didn’t love the feeling from his messy diapers as she did it.  “Can we go home now… please?” he asked desperately.

	“Absolutely!” Mel agreed.  “I think you’ve had about enough for one day.  We just have to make one little stop on the way and then we’ll go straight home.”

	Chad was overwhelmingly glad to hear that.  He wasn’t sure what the one stop would be, and no matter what, it couldn’t be any more embarrassing than what he had just been through.  He just wanted to go home… and get cleaned up!

	After Mel paid off the owner of the equipment, they all started their long walk back to the car.  But for Chad, the walk was necessarily slower and much more uncomfortable than it had been when they were going the other way.  While he was still very embarrassed over his appearance, he was now also embarrassed over what he had done, not to mention the even more awkward way he was forced to walk, not to mention that so many people had just witnessed him making such a major fool of himself.  Basically, he was just glad it was over!

	When they got back to the car, Chad was really hoping that Mel would change his messy diapers before they did anything else – despite the crowd that was still around, but she just made him get into the back seat of her car – overly large tutu and all!  Well, at least he was a bit more protected from everyone’s view.  And sitting in messy diapers was something he had to put up with every day at work. 

	Before they left, Mel gave Andrea the copy of the bet contract she had brought with her… and Sandy gave Sissy another baby bottle to drink in the car – as if that would assuage his frayed nerves.  Actually it didn’t hurt.  Once Mel got the car out of the parking lot, he felt much less on display.  The only problem now, was that despite his plastic panties and everything else he was wearing, he was starting to smell a bit.  Okay, more than a bit.  Inwardly, he smiled as Mel cranked up the air-conditioning in response.  Served them all right!

	The ride home seemed to go faster than the ride to get there, but Chad still had more than enough time to finish the latest bottle he had been given.  He remembered that Mel had wanted to make a quick stop before they got home, but as they got closer and closer, he figured that maybe she had changed her mind.  It wasn’t until Mel suddenly turned into the parking lot of the drug store where he bought his weekly supply of diapers that he realized exactly what stop she had planned on making – and he realized that once again she was going to make him get out of the car and humiliate himself.  The only good part was that it was so late in the day now that those two girls he usually saw every week wouldn’t be there.  In fact, as he looked around the parking lot, the number of cars was far less than usual.  Maybe he had caught a lucky break.

	Mel parked the car – fairly close to the front door for once.  “Okay Sissy,” she said, “we didn’t have time to get your supply of diapers earlier, so let’s get them now.  I’m just sorry that it’s so late that you’re going to miss seeing your friends today. 

	Actually, Chad wasn’t sorry about that in the least.  He wasn’t happy about having to get out of the car and having to go into the store dressed as he was… not to mention the way he was starting to smell, but he knew that delaying would only make it that much longer before he could finally get changed.  He was actually disappointed when he stepped out of the car and his large tutu went right back into perfect shape.  So to most eyes, his ballet costume would appear to be perfect… if you didn’t count the baby bonnet on his head and the pacifier in his mouth… and if you didn’t count the massive amount of diapers that were bulging out underneath his tutu… and if you didn’t count the fact that he was a grown man dressed that way to begin with… he looked perfect!

	Everyone got out of the car.  As they did, Chad noticed all of them quietly taking in big breaths of fresh air.  He smiled once again to himself.

	“Can we just leave the doors or windows open while we’re in there?” Cassie asked.

	Mel was tempted.  “No, better not.  Not in this city.  We’re almost home anyway.”

	“It’s a good thing,” Cassie muttered as Sandy grabbed her hand and they followed behind Mel and Sissy. 

	“Oh come on!” Sandy replied quietly.  “It’s not that bad!  You’re gym girls usually smell even worse!”

	“Yeah, but what smells worse there is not the disgusting thing that smells worse here!” Cassie replied.

	Sandy said nothing to that as they walked through the doors.

	Like the parking lot, the store appeared to be empty.  Or at least mostly empty.  There were a few people shopping, but they were very few and were hard to spot. Sissy on the other hand, was not hard to spot.  Not by a long shot!  And every person who was in the store was soon very aware of the weird person who had just walked in. 

	Mel looked for their usual cashier, but she didn’t see her anywhere as they all headed to the back of the store.  With so few people there and no other distractions, they quickly reached the disposable adult diaper display.  Mel directed Sissy to grab three packages and Sandy and Cassie each helped him to carry some.  Then they all made their way back to the front of the store. 

	Mel was hoping for someone who would make a bit of a fuss over Sissy’s appearance, but the cashier turned out to be the same manager who had given them a bit of a fuss a few weeks ago.  She said nothing as she rang up the purchase.  But she did give them all rather nasty looks.  Mel paid for everything this time since Sissy didn’t even have his tiny sissy purse, and before long, they were all back in the car and heading home.  Chad couldn’t believe his good luck!

	Once they were home, Chad had to lug his diaper bag and the other bags up to Mel’s apartment while Sandy and Cassie went home.  But once that job was done, instead of changing his diapers there, Mel sent him straight back to his own apartment with orders to shower and get thoroughly cleaned up before coming back again.  “One diaper again Sissy – as I’m sure you know!  And make sure your uniform is clean and pressed!  I want you looking perfect all afternoon.  And I’ll be inspecting you when you get here!” 

	Chad was totally elated over getting to go home and take a good shower – he really needed it now.  He was so elated in fact, that he didn’t even think about the uniform he had worn earlier that morning – the uniform Mel had told him to leave laying out on her bed.  He just went straight home where he got totally undressed and treated himself to a very long hot shower!

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 5 of 9)

	Mel might have been a bit disappointed in how empty the drug store had been, but she wasn’t the least bit unhappy about how Sissy’s little ballet performance had gone.  True, she had really wanted to see him performing it “properly” – the way she had originally choreographed it.  But she had to admit the wisdom of Sandy and Cassie insisting that it was in truth – boring.  Major boring!  While she would have enjoyed seeing it – if only because it brought back so many wonderful memories from her own childhood, nobody else would have understood that – or enjoyed it like they did the way he “performed” today.  She giggled again as she remembered how totally silly he looked – and that was before he had messed his diapers on stage in front of everyone.

	She pulled her big pot out that she used to make him his supply of green tea for his bottles and started filling it from the tap at the sink.  Yes, his little ballet had gone perfectly.  She still couldn’t believe how lucky she had gotten in “guessing” when he would fill his diapers with the aid of all those suppositories. 

	Her pleasant thoughts were interrupted by the sound of someone at the door.  She turned the water in the sink off and hurried to the door to answer it.  It was too soon for Sissy to be back yet… but then she remembered that he had left his uniform there this morning.  She was just glad that he remembered it now so he would look perfect when he came back later.

	She opened the door, expecting to see Sissy, and got a bit of a shock.

	“Hello gorgeous!”

	“Ray!” Mel managed to get out as she stared in shock at the big handsome man on her doorstep.

	“I knew I’d find you home eventually!” Ray replied with a somewhat leering smile.  He moved forward to come in… and Mel automatically moved backwards. 

	“Um… I’ve been busy,” she replied, still surprised to find him there.

	“Yeah, I know.  I stopped by earlier today and you were out.”

	“I just got back now,” Mel replied.  “What are you doing here?”

	“I just figured that you had to get free sometime.  Nobody can be that busy all the time.  So I stopped by to see if I could take you out to dinner now… now that you’re finally home and free for the rest of the day.”

	Mel realized right away that she hadn’t told him that she was free for the rest of the day… but still…  She was about to tell him how presumptuous it was of him… but still…  She wanted to tell him how busy she still was… but still…  She wanted to tell him that she had to stick to her plan and not see him till next week… but still…  She had other responsibilities that really had to come first – like Sissy!  But still…  Damn him.  Did he have to be so good looking?  And knowing him, tossing him out wouldn’t do much good either.  He just kept calling and asking – without letting up – no matter what she told him.  Maybe if she went out with him tonight, he would stop asking for a while.  Maybe.  Somehow, she actually doubted that.  But still…  Darn it!  She had been to bed recently with Derek – several times actually.  Derek wasn’t going to be around today.  Would it hurt to spend the evening with Ray… just this once?  But still…  She knew she shouldn’t!

	“Um…  Okay,” she finally replied… tentatively. 

	And then she remembered that Sissy would be coming back in a little while – in his maid’s uniform – and Ray knew nothing about what was going on with Sissy!  That was something she had to take care of and fast!  And then there was the other little problem – what was she going to do about Sissy for the rest of the night.  Ray or not, there was no way she was going to let him go the rest of the day without being put once again on his wetting requirements!  She absolutely had to take care of that!

	“Um… I’ve just got some… things I have to take care of first.”

	“No problem,” Ray replied politely.

	Mel looked around trying to figure out what to do.  “Why don’t you watch some TV for a little bit while I make some phone calls?”

	“Sure.  Thanks.” Ray replied.  He had no problem with that.  She had agreed to go out with him… and obviously, she really was busy.  As far as he was concerned, she could take all the time she wanted – just as long as she did go out with him again.

	As Ray sat on the couch and used her remote control to turn the TV on, Mel hurried into the kitchen while she tried to figure out what she needed to do first.  And as she turned the corner, the first thing she saw was Sissy’s highchair.  Oh no!  Why did she ask Ray to stay?  If he saw that!  She had to find some way to hide the darn thing.  Not knowing how to hide something that big, she went back to the living room where she pulled her cell phone out of her purse.  Her one and only thought for help with Sissy was Sandy. Would Sandy be able to help again tonight?

	With her phone in hand, she ran to her bedroom – where she saw Sissy’s uniform that he had left behind all laid out on her bed.  Grabbing it, she quickly threw it into the back of her closet.  At least now Ray wouldn’t see that if he came into her bedroom – which in the back of her mind she hoped he would – later.  She closed her bedroom door so Ray wouldn’t hear, and hoping that he wouldn’t get up from the couch and go into her kitchen, she dialed Sandy’s number.  She desperately waited for her to answer.

	“Hello?” Sandy’s voice finally replied.

	“Sandy!” Mel said rather desperately while still trying to keep her voice down.  “I really need your help!”

	“Sure, what’s up?” Sandy asked.

	“Can you please watch Sissy for me tonight?  Ray just showed up!”

	“Ray?  He’s there?”

	“In the flesh!”

	“And you just need me to babysit?”

	Mel smiled.  Sandy’s idea of watching Sissy was to babysit him – like he was a real baby.  “Yes,” she replied.  “Please!”

	“Sure,” Sandy replied happily.  “When?”

	“Open your door because I’ll be right there!” Mel replied just before closing her phone.  At almost a run, she left her bedroom.  “I’ll be right back!” she called to Ray as she grabbed her purse and opened her door.  “I just have to go a few doors down to talk to a friend.”

	Ray’s attention was focused on the game he was watching on her TV.  “Sure,” he called with a raise of his hand, barely turning his head. 

	Mel dismissed his attitude and hurried out.  By the time she got to Sandy’s apartment, Sandy did indeed have the door open and was waiting for her. 

	“Where’s Sissy?” Sandy asked.

	“I sent him home to get cleaned up and change.  He doesn’t know Ray is here yet.  And Ray doesn’t know everything about Sissy!”

	Sandy nodded.  “And you’d like to keep it that way.”

	“If I can!” Mel agreed.  “Things are complicated enough now that Derek knows.  I don’t want to make things any worse!  Come on, I’ll explain the rest at his apartment.  We’ve got to keep him from leaving there until Ray and I are gone!”

	Less than a minute later, Mel was opening Sissy’s apartment door with her key.  She was glad to hear the shower still running in his bathroom.  “No sense me disturbing him now,” Mel said, keeping her voice quiet.  “I’ll let you surprise him.  But there’s a few things you absolutely have to make sure of for me.”

	“What?”

	“First of all, he still gets an hour and forty-five minutes to be leaking.  That can’t stop!  And to tell the truth, he’s been doing it lately in closer to an hour and a half, but he still gets the full hour and forty-five.”

	“Okay, that much I figured,” Sandy replied, her voice equally as quiet.

	“Next, as soon as we’re gone, please get that highchair out of my apartment.  I don’t want Ray to see it!  I’d never be able to explain it properly without giving everything away.”

	Sandy giggled.  “I don’t think that’s going to be much of a problem either.  You know I can use it while he’s at my place.”

	“Good.  And whatever you do, don’t let him leave here till we’re gone!  I don’t want to take any chance that Ray will see him!”

	Sandy nodded.  “Sure.  I think I can manage that as well. Anything else?”

	Mel just shook her head.  “Not that I can think of right now.  I don’t know how late I’ll be tonight or what I’ll be doing later with him, so you may have to put him to bed.  Remind him for me please, that I still expect him to be at my place early tomorrow morning.  He should know that though.”

	Sandy wasn’t sure what was going on with that, and she really didn’t care.  “No problem.  I’ll take good care of him.  You know I will.”

	Mel nodded.  “Thanks Sandy.  You’re a lifesaver!”

	Two seconds later, Sandy watched as Mel closed the apartment door behind her.  Something inside of her felt happy and excited.  She was going to get to babysit with Sissy again.  There was just something about seeing him – a grown man – acting and behaving like a total infant.  She didn’t know why, but it simply fascinated her to no end… and turned her on. 

	She sauntered over to his bathroom.  The door was wide open since he had no reason to close it.  The shower was still running.  After the mess he must have made in his diapers earlier, she couldn’t blame him one bit for wanting a good long soaking.  She could see – and smell – his messy diapers still on the floor.  He hadn’t had time to deal with them yet.  Despite the odor, she did her best to ignore them. 

	“Hi Sissy,” she called. 

	Chad nearly jumped out of his skin!  Frightened, he quickly tore the shower curtain aside just far enough to poke his head out.  “Sandy!” he declared with some relief in his old male voice when he saw who it was.

	Sandy giggled.  She had noticed how he spoke – and she knew he wasn’t supposed to.  “Say it right!” she ordered.  “You don’t want to start the rest of your day off with a spanking, do you?”

	Feeling a bit sheepish, Chad repeated, “Thanthy,” in his high pitched lisping sissy voice. 

	“That’s better!” Sandy said mockingly.  “Are you done in there yet?”

	“Yeah,” Chad agreed reluctantly.  “I’ll be right there.”  He pulled his head back again.

	“Make sure you’re clean!” Sandy told him before he turned off the water.  But the only answer she got back was the sound of his shower ending.  A moment later his head poked out from the corner of the curtain again as if he was waiting for something.  “You might as well open it all the way.  I’m going to see it all anyway, just as I’ve done many times before.  A few seconds later, she saw him blushing as his whole naked body was put on display… well, naked except for the chastity device covering his pretty much useless maleness.

	She watched as he grabbed a towel and dried himself off.  But as he dried himself, she noticed that he was very careful with where the towel was in relation to his body the whole time he was using it.  Before long, she noticed why as a small stream of pee escaped his chastity device.  He was trying to keep the towel from getting pee on it.

	“Does that happen often?” she asked, indicating that he had just peed.

	“More often than I’d like to think about,” Chad replied a bit sullenly.

	It happened yet again just as he was finishing with his towel.  There was a disposable diaper on the counter.  And she saw him rush out of the tub and grab it.  He started to pull it through his legs.  “Wait a minute!” she said, stopping him.  “I’m not sure I want you in that yet.”

	Chad paused, totally bewildered.  Still holding the disposable diaper between his legs for protection, he stepped back into the tub – where he still held the diaper in place. 

	Sandy smiled.  She knew she had to keep him here in his apartment for a while to give Mel time to get out of the way with Ray.  The only problem was, that stinky mess on the bathroom floor.  “Is there some way you can deal with that so we don’t have to smell it?” she asked.

	“I usually rinse them and put them into a big plastic bag as soon as I get diapered,” he replied.

	“And you can’t very well do that while you’re just holding that diaper on you,” she noted.

	He nodded.  “Not very well,” he replied.

	She shrugged.  “Tape the thing in place then and deal with your diaper.  Just don’t leave this apartment for any reason.  Ray is here now and Mel wants you out of the way.”

	Chad was shocked.  “Ray is here?  Why?”

	“How should I know?  He probably wants to take Mel out somewhere!  Mel just asked me to watch you and make sure Ray wouldn’t see you.”

	Chad was actually very grateful.  He didn’t need anyone else from work seeing what he and Mel really did. 

	“I’ll be back in a few minutes,” Sandy told him.  See if you can get this place smelling any better by then.  And don’t go anywhere near the door… or windows for that matter.”

	Chad shook his head.  “Don’t worry,” he replied in complete agreement.  “I wont!”

	Sandy nodded and walked out, being careful to not lock his apartment door behind her so she could easily get back in.  She went back to her own apartment.  Cassie was talking on her phone to someone.  She heard her mention the Riverwalk and knew what Cassie was talking about.  While Cassie was speaking with her friend, she got Cassie’s attention.  “We’re having company tonight,” she told her.  “We’re babysitting again.”  She saw Cassie’s eyebrows go up, then Cassie nodded that she understood.  A minute later, she was telling whoever it was all about Sissy’s dance.

	Sandy went straight to their bathroom.  It only took her a moment to find what she really came for, but she spent a few moments looking around for anything else that might be interesting.  Her search wasn’t totally unrewarded.  Then she went out and found the blanket she always spread out on the floor whenever Sissy was coming.  That chore taken care of, she found his bag of toys and dumped them out on his blanket as well.  Before going back to Sissy’s apartment, she selected a few of the toys from the blanket to bring with her.

	Chad hated cleaning messy cloth diapers.  Especially when they were as messy as the massive amount of diapers he was cleaning now.  Actually, only one of them was really messy, the rest were just pee soaked and easy to take care of.  Fortunately, the strong stream of water from the tub faucet quickly and easily rinsed the mess off and it all went down the drain in a matter of seconds.  He was just putting them into a large plastic bag he kept for that purpose, when he heard his apartment door closing again.

	“I’m back!” Sandy called as she came in.  She headed straight for his bathroom where she saw him sealing a large plastic trash bag.  She looked around, the room still smelled a bit but it was at least much better.  “Where did you clean those?” she asked.

	Chad just nodded towards the tub.

	“I thought so,” Sandy replied.  “Clean that, thoroughly, as soon as you’re done there.”  She held up a bottle of bubble bath that she had brought from her apartment. 

	“I’m finally ready,” Mel said as she came out of her bedroom.  She had changed as fast as she could into something totally casual to match what Ray was wearing, while still dressier than the shorts and top she had been wearing before.

	Ray looked up and forced himself away from the game on TV.  The smile that came to his face was no effort at all.  “Scrumptious!” he declared.

	“Where are we going?” she asked.

	“Oh, do we have to go anywhere?” Ray asked.

	Mel was a bit confused.  “You were the one who mentioned going out to dinner.”

	“But it’s not dinner time yet,” Ray replied with a leering look on his face, suggesting he had plenty of other ideas.

	It was early for dinner, but not by that much.  But Mel wanted him away from her apartment so that Sandy could safely get Sissy into her apartment – not to mention getting rid of the highchair!  “Um…  I think I’d kind of like to get out for a bit again,” Mel replied.  Another movie maybe… and then dinner?”

	Ray got the hint.  He was only mildly disappointed as he said, “Okay, whatever you like.”

	Mel was relieved, especially when she closed her apartment door behind her – loudly.  And locked it.  Fortunately, she saw no sign of Sissy or Sandy.  Had she gotten him safely into her apartment yet?  Not that it mattered.  Just so long as Ray didn’t see him.

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 6 of 9)

	“That’s a good baby,” Sandy cooed as she rubbed her sponge full of soapsuds all over Chad’s chest while he “chewed” on one of the plastic toys she had brought with her that wouldn’t get ruined by the water. 

	Chad let out a small string of nonsense sounds.

	She giggled.  It was so amazing to see how silly he was the more he acted like an infant.  And right now, she had him acting totally that way.  She worked her way down his body with her sponge, spending a few moments rubbing it around his chastity device.  That was one thing a real baby had no need of.  But then real babies didn’t get erections like a grown man would… and now neither would he.  She did wonder just how many times he had peed in the bath water though since she had put him in it.  No matter, she would rinse him briefly under the shower before she dried him off.

	She continued with her sponge, slowly going up and down both legs as if he was really a baby that she was taking care of.  A big baby, but like this, he was more of a baby than some real ones she had seen.  She grabbed a sponge full of bubbles and spread them out on top of his head.  She laughed at that… and with a big grin, so did he.  She couldn’t help it, she leaned over and grabbed his wet body with one arm and planted a kiss on his cheek.  This was so much fun!  And she would have a lot more fun later tonight with Cassie – she really couldn’t wait!

	She had kept him in the tub for a while now.  She wondered if Mel and Ray were finally gone.  “You stay right there baby,” she told him as if she was talking to a child.  “Don’t get out of that tub.”  She left him and opened his front door.  Looking around, she saw no sign of anyone.  She looked at the cars in the parking lot.  The Cadillac was gone now – so she figured Ray and Mel were gone.  Time to get down to other business now.

	Going back into Sissy’s apartment, she found his diaper bag and checked the contents.  The one big thing that seemed to be needed was disposable diapers.  There was a package of them nearby.  She grabbed a bunch of them and stuffed them into his bag.  Then she grabbed one more to use on him right away.

	She went back to Sissy in the tub and pulled the plug to start draining the water.  She stood him up and showered him off briefly, which started another spurt of pee escaping from his chastity device.  Keeping him standing in the tub, she took his towel and dried him off – again.  Like he had done earlier, she was very careful to not let the towel get anywhere he might pee on it.  And since he peed one more time while she was drying him off, she was glad she had taken that little precaution.

	Chad was actually enjoying himself.  It was easy pretending to be a real baby.  It was easy to sit there and let his mind go totally blank.  It was easy to just coo and make silly stupid noises instead of saying anything coherent.  And it was especially easy to enjoy the attention that was being lavished on him while he did it.  And most of all, it was certainly a lot easier than any of the other work Mel would have probably had him doing instead.  He had decided a while back to enjoy the dream while he still could.  This was certainly enjoying it – and then some!

	Once he was dry, Sandy grabbed the fresh disposable diaper and spread it out on the floor.  Mindful that he could start peeing at any moment, she said, “Okay Sissy, lay down here and let’s get you all nicely diapered again.”

	Chad stepped out of the tub and quickly laid down on top of the diaper.  Sandy reached to pull the diaper up between his legs, but the minute he spread his legs so that she could get her hand under him to grab the diaper, his darn chastity device started spurting again – right on her arm.  Frustrated and a bit disgusted by it, she said, “Sometimes I think you do that just to irritate me!”

	Chad, merely laughed like a baby.  Actually, he wasn’t totally sure what had happened, but he could guess.

	Once he was diapered again, Sandy checked her watch.  “I guess we better get you a bottle pretty quick,” she told him.  “Your hour and forty-five minute time limit has just started.”  She got up from the floor and went out of his bathroom toward his kitchen, but halfway there, she realized he wasn’t right behind her.  She saw him crawling out of his bathroom instead of walking.  She giggled as she continued on to his refrigerator where she removed one of the few remaining bottles from his now very limited supply.  A minute later, Sissy was sitting on the floor of his living room sucking on that bottle.

	While Sissy was busy drinking, Sandy went back outside and checked to make sure that Ray’s Cadillac was still gone.  Then she went back in to Sissy.  “Okay Sissy, we need to get your highchair out of Mel’s place before Ray sees it.  Besides, I think it will be nice to have it available at my apartment while you’re there.  So you need you to get up and walk now… and get me your keys so I can open things up for you.”

	With his bottle still in his mouth, Chad got up and fished his keys out of his purse.  He singled out the one for Mel’s apartment before handing all of them to Sandy. 

	“And where’s your pacifier?” Sandy asked.

	Chad went back to his purse and pulled one out.  He stuck it in his mouth, even though he was holding a baby bottle in his hand.

	Sandy took his baby bottle from him and grabbed his diaper bag, then she opened his door and checked the parking lot one more time.  With him wearing just his diaper and nothing else, she led him quickly over to Mel’s apartment where she had him grab his highchair and lug it back out again.  She locked Mel’s door, then led the way to her apartment where she unlocked that door. 

	“Don’t forget the rules!” she cautioned before they went inside.  “Once you’re in there, you’re a baby.  A total baby in every way possible.  And you stay a baby no matter what!  Got that?”

	Chad only nodded his head.

	Sandy pushed open her door and Chad carried his highchair over the threshold where he set it down, then got down to his hands and knees.  The hard work was over with.  Let Sandy deal with lugging the darn thing the rest of the way.  He was a baby.  Babies didn’t need to worry about doing any work like that.  Feeling somewhat mischievous, Chad happily crawled through her apartment to the living room where he found the blanket and his baby toys all laid out for him again. 

	What a life!  Just relax and sit back and enjoy it.  Let everyone else worry about the work.  All he had to worry about was… nothing.  Well, maybe not nothing.  He did have to worry about making his diaper leak on time… or perhaps worrying about someone coming over and seeing him… or worse, going out somewhere in his infantile state.  Yeah, those where definite worries.  But for now, none of them were a big concerns… he hoped.

	A few minutes later, Sandy was back with a bib that she tied around his neck.  That’s just in case you drool!” she told him, also reminding him of what she expected him to do.  Knowing it was totally stupid, Chad pushed a tiny bit of drool past his pacifier and let it run down his chin.  Sandy giggled and walked off.  Chad ignored the slight irritation of the drool and went back to thinking about how easy being a baby really was.

	The movie was at least enjoyable… even though it wasn’t much of a love story.  As soon as they were back in his car, Ray asked if she had any preference as to where she wanted to eat. 

	“Someplace simple,” she told him.  “I’m not dressed for anything else.”

	Ray nodded and suggested a family style place that he knew of. 

	“Sounds great,” Mel agreed.  A little while later, they were seated across a table from each other, each with fresh cups of coffee.

	“So what has you so busy lately?” Ray asked as soon as the waiter had left.

	Mel shook her head.  “I’m sure you’ve heard of Sunshine Corporation,” she said.  “Well they’re buying Green Growers United.”

	Ray cocked his head.  “Aren’t they the ones who own all those health food brands you see in the supermarkets?”

	Mel nodded.  “Yeah.  They’re mostly a conglomeration of smaller companies.”

	“And now Sunshine is buying them out?”

	“Not… exactly.  But that’s going to be the end result – mostly.  Green Growers wants all the board members to stay intact.  Sunshine would be more like a silent parent company.”

	Ray digested that for a few moments.  “Okay, I guess I understand.  So Sunshine is simply adding another company to its list, but won’t be managing it.”

	“Something like that.  Actually, Green Growers needs cash for some kind of big project they have in mind.  This is a means to that end.”

	“And Sunshine is really letting everyone keep their jobs?”

	“Mostly, they are insisting on representation on the board as well.  But that’s only to be expected.  Green Growers doesn’t seem to have much of a problem with that, as long as they get their cash… and they all keep their jobs.”

	Ray nodded.  “Pardon me if I don’t rush out and buy more stock.”

	Mel shook her head.  “I wouldn’t if I were you.  This could go either way with the stock value – of both companies.”

	“Well I can certainly understand why you might be busy.  It sounds like a big deal.  Will you make much money from it?”

	Mel didn’t like talking about how much money she made.  Instead she simply replied.  “I’ll get a small cut, but there are a lot of other people that the money is going to be spread among.”

	“No idea what you’ll make from it?” Ray pushed.

	Mel shook her head.  “I’m not going to discuss what I make from this deal or any other client I have.  So don’t ask – please!”

	Ray took the hint.  But his best guess was that she was going to get a lot.

	Chad rolled over on the blanket while he was still sucking on his bottle.  He didn’t know what time he was supposed to be leaking.  He didn’t have any idea what time it was now.  He did know though that he was already leaking.  He just couldn’t do anything about it.  He would have to wait till Sandy came by and checked on him.  Of course, he could start crying like a real baby – the way Sandy wanted him to, but for now, he was content to drink his bottle – and keep leaking.  He was a baby.  What did he care?  Another little bit of drool escaped from the corner of his mouth.  He ignored it just as he had done since he arrived.

	A few minutes later, his bottle finished.  He set it down, and automatically stuck his pacifier back in his mouth.  But he didn’t feel much like playing with his usual toys again.  He had been stuck on the blanket for quite a while now.  And Sandy and Cassie were not right in the room with him...  So…

	What would a real baby do in that situation?  Smiling behind his pacifier, he crawled off of the blanket.  From his diminished height, he couldn’t see much.  Hmm…  The apartment was certainly nicely decorated – since Sandy was a professional decorator.  He noticed that she had a lot of nice looking stuff displayed on her end tables.  And since he was supposed to be a baby…  And since a baby would certainly be drawn to stuff like that… 

	He crawled over to the nearest end table and sat his leaking backside down on the floor.  He reached up and grabbed a small ceramic figurine of a little girl that Sandy had “accidentally” left where his “little” hands could reach it.  It was certainly pretty – and colorful too.  Chad’s adult mind appreciated the detail that went into the girl’s face and her old-fashioned dress.  But his mischievous “baby” mind immediately removed his pacifier from his mouth and stuck the figurine in his mouth instead.  A few seconds later, he pulled it out again, totally covered with slobber.  He stuck his pacifier back in his mouth, kept the figurine in his hand, and crawled across the room to another end table – where he promptly deposited the little girl figurine and picked up a pretty glass bird.  Like the little girl, the small bird soon had slobber deposited all over it and was soon being carried in his hand as he carefully crawled his way back across the room. 

	He had figured out that both Cassie and Sandy were in the kitchen – probably eating dinner.  So they weren’t watching him.  He crawled into their bedroom.  The little glass bird wound up on one of their nightstands… where he sat his leaky bottom down on the floor again.  His curious baby mind opened the drawer on one of the nightstands next to the bed.  And his “little” baby hand reached inside and pulled out…  What the heck?  Giggling to himself, he crawled back out of their bedroom, back into the living room and deposited a very real looking replica of a man’s penis right back in the spot where he had originally picked up the little girl figurine. 

	Since Sandy and Cassie hadn’t spotted him yet, he decided to go back to see what other “interesting” things he could find there. 

	“Where’s the baby?”  Sandy yelled as he had just gotten back into their bedroom.

	“What?” he heard Cassie reply from the kitchen.

	“Sissy!  Where is he?”

	He kept crawling, but he didn’t get far before Sandy found him.  “There you are!  Bad baby!  What are you doing in here?”

	Giggling, Chad took off crawling faster away from her.

	“What are you doing?  Get back here!” she yelled as she went after him. 

	But he just giggled out loud past his pacifier and kept going – even as she started chasing him.

	“Stop that!” she yelled as she tried to catch him.

	But he turned the corner around the side of her bed… and soon realized that he had gotten himself into a corner he couldn’t get out of. 

	“Gotcha!” Sandy declared as she finally caught up with him, straddling his body and grabbing his sides. 

	Chad, still giggling, rolled over onto his back and looked joyously up at her.  No doubt about it, sometimes being a baby could be fun!

	“Get out of here you bad baby!” Sandy scolded as she pointed back toward the door.

	But instead of moving, Chad simply let out a bit of baby nonsense from his mouth and stayed right where he was.  “I said move!” Sandy ordered again.

	“Trouble with the baby?” Cassie asked sarcastically from the bedroom doorway.

	“He’s being impossible!” Sandy replied as if she was totally exasperated.

	Cassie laughed.  “It looks to me like he being more of a baby than you bargained for!”

	Sandy looked at her… and a few moments later, she grinned… then giggled.  “He is, isn’t he.”  She looked down at Chad.  “Silly baby!”

	Chad only giggled. 

	“Okay Kiddo.  Out of here now.  Back to your blanket.”  She prodded Chad with her foot.

	This time, Chad rolled over and started crawling back out of the room.

	It wasn’t until Chad had almost reached his blanket when he heard Cassie exclaim, “What the heck?  How’d this get here?” 

	Chad reached his blanket and turned around, she was holding up the very lifelike dildo toy he had taken from their bedroom. 

	“Huh?” Sandy grunted in surprise.  “I didn’t put it…”  She stopped right there and turned toward Sissy.  “You’ve really been a bad baby!”

	Chad giggled like a baby again.  This was more fun than he thought!

	“Where’s the figurine that’s supposed to be there?” she asked Sissy.

	Chad wondered if she really expected him to answer… so he did – in baby talk!  Which only made Sandy all the more frustrated. 

	She glanced around the room and noticed the little girl figure.  “That doesn’t belong there!” she said as she went over and picked it up.  “Eeewww!  It’s covered in slobber!”  She held the thing away from her and carried it into the kitchen where she cleaned it in the sink and then dried it off.

	“Somebody’s been a little too busy!” she said as she carried the little girl back into the living room and set it exactly in place where it was supposed to be.  “Now, what did you do with my bird?”  She looked around the room but didn’t see it.

	Cassie picked up the dildo.  “I’ll put this thing away… till later!” she said as she walked off with it.  A moment later, her voice came from the bedroom.  “Sandy… I found the bird.”

	Sandy followed quickly into the bedroom.  It took but a glance for her to see that, like the little girl figure, this one was also covered in slobber.  “Somebody’s going to get a spanking!” she declared as she gingerly picked the thing up. 

	Cassie looked closely at the realistic dildo in her hand.  “Since he’s such a big baby, I’m surprised he didn’t put this thing in his mouth and slobber all over it as well.  I don’t blame him though,” she added as she opened the drawer and stuck it back where it belonged.

	Sandy stared at the closed drawer for a moment.  “You know… that’s a very good point!  He didn’t put that thing in his mouth, did he.”  She looked at Cassie with a mischievous smile on her face.  “Bring that thing back to the living room with you… please,” she said as she walked off to clean the little glass bird.

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 7 of 9)

	“You never talk about your family,” Ray said as they lingered over the last of their dinner.  “Are you close?”

	Mel shook her head.  “We were.  Very close.  Unfortunately, they were taken from me in an auto accident a few years ago.  I miss them both… horribly!”

	“I’ll bet,” Ray replied conciliatorily.  “And I’m sorry to hear that.”  He had of course, known it all along.

	“Thanks,” Mel replied softly.

	“Do you have any brothers or sisters?” Ray asked next.

	“No,” Mel replied.  “I’m an only child.”

	“That must have made losing your family all that much more difficult!”

	“You have no idea!” Mel replied.

	Ray was cautious now because he would be moving into trickier territory.  “So what happened to their house?  You didn’t inherit anything from them?”

	A tiny warning flag was flying somewhere in the back of Mel’s mind, but she mostly ignored it.  “No, I just didn’t want it,” Mel replied.

	She wasn’t giving him much to work with Ray realized.  He kept pushing.  “How about your business?” he asked next.  “I think Gloria mentioned that you and your father used to work together?”

	Mel nodded.  “Yeah.  You have no idea how much I miss him… especially lately.”

	“And now you’re trying to handle all his clients as well as yours by yourself?”

	“Actually, when he died we lost most of our customers.  I hadn’t been out of law school all that long when it happened.  I struggled for quite a while.”

	That didn’t sound like rich to Ray.  But then, if she had been struggling, she probably had plenty of money to fall back on till her customer base could get going again.  “But you survived,” he stated.

	Mel looked at him and smiled.  “Of course I did!  I’m tougher than that!”

	Ray wasted no time in asking his next question.  “So did you inherit anything else?”  This was what he was really getting to.  The money!

	Mel shrugged.  “A few things,” she replied noncommittally.  “Most of it I just stuck in storage.”

	That was not the kind of answer Ray wanted.  “In storage?  Why don’t you use it?”

	Mel shrugged.  “What for?  None if it would go with what’s in my apartment.”

	“But you’re a successful lawyer… now,” Ray argued.  “I’m sorry to say this, but I’d expect you to have… shall we say… a fancier place.”

	Again Mel shook her head.  “Why?  I’m comfortable right where I am.  It’s close to work and I have no problem with it.”  She smiled shyly.  “I am hoping to get something better soon… if things pan out like I hope they will.  I’ll be looking for a proper house then.”

	“A house?” Ray replied, somewhat disappointed.  Her reply didn’t sound at all like anything a rich person would say.  Not one bit!  Maybe she wasn’t rich. But the tiger had said…  And somehow, he still believed everything that Gloria had told him about Mel.  Mel just wasn’t the type to tell anyone about her money.  Well, he was just getting started with her.  This was only their second official date.  There would be plenty more time for him to learn more later.

	Chad crawled back onto his blanket where he picked up a stuffed toy and sat holding it in his lap.  He saw Sandy carrying the bird figurine into the kitchen as if it was radioactive or something.  A few minutes later, she returned with it fully cleaned and replaced it where it belonged.  Then she turned toward him.  “You’ve been a bad baby, haven’t you?” she said as she walked over to his blanket.  “Are you leaking yet?” she asked.  She pushed him back onto his back to check his diaper, and not only noticed that he was leaking, but the blanket under where he had been sitting was getting soaked!  Exasperated, she scolded him yet again.  “Bad baby!  You’ve been leaking and you didn’t cry to let me know!”

	Cry?  Chad had been having too good a time to cry… and he still was!  He was a baby.  What did he care if he was leaking or not?

	Sandy got his diaper bag and changed him right then.  She checked the time again – and realized that once again he had been leaking far sooner than he needed to be.  She decided not to mention it to him though. 

	With him still on his back in front of her, she looked wickedly down at him.  “Okay Sissy.  Since you want to be that much of a baby…  I saw that you stuck my little girl figure in your mouth… and made a mess of it!  And you stuck the poor little birdie in your mouth and made a mess of that too!  So why then… didn’t you stick…” she held out her hand toward Cassie and waited till Cassie put the dildo in her hand before displaying it right in front of Chad’s eyes… “this in your mouth as well?  Huh?  You slobbered just like a little baby all over everything else… so why not this?”

	Chad was somewhat horrified.  He didn’t know if he should laugh or be scared.  Something told him that scared was probably more correct – so he said nothing.

	Sandy continued.  “Obviously a little baby like you would have no idea in the world what this thing is… would you!” 

	Once again, Chad refrained from making any kind of noise at all.

	“So I’m so very surprised that you didn’t play with this like you played with my other pretty things.” 

	Play with it?  Why in the world would he want to play with it?  Actually, he had played with it... sort of.  He had moved it from their bedroom and displayed it out in their living room.  That was playing with it, wasn’t it?

	Sandy rubbed the realistic toy lightly against his face.  “Such a bad baby.  You played with all those really breakable things, but this one thing that you can’t break, you didn’t play with like the others.  I wonder why that could be?” 

	Chad was starting to grow more nervous now. 

	“Since you picked out this one toy and didn’t play with it like the others… and since this is the only thing you did find that isn’t breakable… I’m going to give this to you to play with now.  In fact, I’m going to insist that you play with it… like you play with everything else!”

	To Chad, her voice suddenly seemed to drip with evilness!  And he was feeling every bit of that evil!  Play with it – like he did with everything else?  She had to be kidding!  He was suddenly sorry he had touched the thing!

	“So here Baby.  Take this thing in your hand and let me see you play with it… like a ‘good’ little baby!”  With that, she pressed the dildo into the palm of his hand until he grabbed it, then she sat back a little way so she wasn’t right in his face.

	Play with it?  She couldn’t be serious!  But unfortunately, she was all too serious!  But what was he supposed to do with the stupid thing?

	“Go ahead Baby,” she said.  “Let me see you play with it… just like you play with all your toys now… just like you played with my other things that you weren’t supposed to touch!”

	Chad had no doubt then that she was waiting for him to put the crazy thing in his mouth.  But should he?  He certainly didn’t want to.  And what would happen if he didn’t?

	“You know,” Sandy said when he didn’t move, “since you were such a bad baby and slobbered all over my pretty things, maybe I really should punish you.”  She paused then as if considering something.  “Or perhaps… you’d rather someone else punishes you instead.  Is that it?  Do you want someone else to punish you?”

	Chad didn’t want to be punished at all.  Besides who was she talking about, Cassie?  Or was she going to wait till Mel came home and she told her?

	“Would you like me to call my friend Jillian to come and punish you instead?” Sandy asked.  “Is that what you want?”  She looked sternly into his eyes.  “I ‘know’ you remember my good friend Jillian… and what she likes to do!”

	Chad remembered all too well the beatings he had gotten from Jillian – and her friend Stacy!  Getting punished by them again was the last thing he wanted!  But still, Sandy was only just saying that, wasn’t she?  She wouldn’t really call Jillian and Stacy, would she?  He was horrified, but at the same time, he didn’t exactly want to stick the all-too-real phallic toy in his mouth.  So he just sat there holding it in his hand, hoping that he was right.

	When he didn’t move, Sandy looked him sternly in the eyes again as she said, “Cassie, please get me my cell phone!”

	“But…” Cassie started to say.

	“Please!” Sandy repeated quickly.

	With a shrug, Cassie went in search of Sandy’s phone.  She came back a few minutes later and handed it to her.  Sandy punched the numbers, then once again looked Sissy in the eye.

	“Hi Jillian.  Yeah, it’s Sandy.  How are you?”

	“But…” Cassie started to say again.  But Sandy stopped her quickly with a raise of her finger.  Cassie just stood back and listened instead.

	Chad was really horrified now that Sandy was actually talking to Jillian on the phone.  Would she really ask Jillian and Stacy to come over and punish him?  He was suddenly afraid that Sandy would do exactly that!

	“Listen,” Sandy said into her phone.  “I’ve got Sissy here playing baby for me again, and he’s being really bad!”  She listened for a moment.  “Yes!  I do think he needs to be punished!  But listen, he took some of my pretty breakable things and slobbered all over them…  Yeah, he did, in his mouth… just like a real baby…  Yeah, I know that’s kind of what he’s supposed to do but…  Well listen, he also went into our nightstand when we weren’t looking and pulled out one of our rather realistic looking toys, if you know what I mean?  Yeah, that one!  I think you’ve got one just like it.  Yeah, well anyway, that one thing that he picked up… the one thing that wasn’t breakable… is the one thing that he’s refusing to put in his mouth now and slobber all over like he did everything else.”  She seemed to listen again.  “No!  Like I said, I do think he needs to be punished.  Yeah, and I think he should be made to do it too.  Yes, that’s right!”

	As Sandy continued talking with Jillian, Chad was growing more and more scared, especially since Sandy kept staring him right in the eyes, threatening him, the entire time she kept talking.  Should he put the stupid thing in his mouth?  Would it save him from getting a beating?  He was tempted.  He looked down at the crazy toy.  But the thing was just too realistic looking.  And it was big… well, a whole lot bigger than he was… or used to be… or… whatever!  But something inside of him cowered away from actually touching the thing anywhere near his mouth.  It was just… too real looking!

	Sandy saw him looking anxiously at the toy, but he still wasn’t playing with it.  “Anyway,” she continued into her phone, “I just figured that you’re a whole lot better at that kind of thing than Cassie and I are.  I mean, we’re both a bit too tender hearted to really go at him.  You know?  Yes!  That’s exactly what I’d like.  You and Stacy both?  You’re sure I wouldn’t be putting you out to do this?  No, that would be great!  You can come now?” 

	Chad could practically feel that miserable paddle that Jillian had… as well as some of the other implements of torture she collected.  He could almost feel the pain and misery he would soon go through.  Pain with no let up! 

	Whimpering, he raised the thing up closer to his lips.

	“Wait a sec Jillian,” Sandy suddenly said.  “I think he’s going to cooperate.”  But when Chad didn’t go all the way through with it and stick the thing in his mouth, she shook her head.  “False alarm, Jillian.  He’s still being stubborn.  Yeah, you want me to tie him up now?  Before you get here?  No problem, we can do that.”

	Chad well remembered the way that Jillian and Stacy liked him tied up for his beatings so he couldn’t move or get away.  He would have to suffer every single thing they wanted to do to him.  Every ‘painful’ thing they wanted to do.  Without realizing it, the realistic sex toy found its way closer to his mouth.  He suddenly reached out with his tongue and licked it a little bit on the side, far away from the tip.   

	“Wait again, Jillian.  He just licked the thing… although just barely.  Let’s see if he can do any better.”  She just kept staring at Sissy… waiting.

	Chad had no choice.  He really didn’t want Jillian to beat him again.  His bottom seemed to itch with false pain just thinking about it.  He licked the thing harder, but he still didn’t go near the head. 

	“Keep going,” Sandy said to Sissy.  “You can do a lot better than that.”

	Chad kept licking until all of the shaft except for the business end of it had been licked by his tongue. 

	“That’s a start,” Sandy told him, still holding the phone to her ear.  “But you know what you have to do with it.  And you’re not getting out of it, or… wait a minute.”  She looked down at her phone.  “No, he’s not really doing it right yet.  He still hasn’t put the thing into his mouth and really sucked on it.  No, don’t come yet.  Just hold the phone with me.  Let’s see if he gets any more willing.”  She stared at Sissy again… waiting again.

	With a sinking feeling in his stomach, not daring to actually look at the miserable thing, Chad kept staring back at Sandy as he rotated the toy in his hands and slowly brought the tip of it closer to his mouth.  He stopped it when it just touched his closed lips.  He saw Sandy’s head dip a bit as if daring him not to do it.  He parted his lips just a tiny bit, and the thing went in as far as the front of his teeth, which wasn’t much.  He kept it there like that for a moment as he and Sandy continued their staring match.  Then knowing he had no further choice, he opened his mouth a bit wider and pushed the toy in a little further.  Until the entire head of it was in his mouth.  He closed his lips around it and shuddered.

	“Further!” Sandy ordered.  “You’ve barely got it in your mouth.  Play with it like you’re making love to it for real!  You know what I mean!  Don’t pretend you don’t know.  I know better!”

	It might not have been visible on the outside, but inside Chad was shaking like a leaf.  He pulled it back, almost out of his mouth, then slowly pushed it back in again… a little bit further. 

	“Further!” Sandy ordered again.

	Chad did it again, this time pushing it in even more!

	“I’m still not satisfied!” Sandy told him sternly.

	Once again Chad pulled it almost out, then pushed it in even further.  The thing was in so far now that it completely filled the length of his mouth. 

	“You’re getting there,” Sandy told him.  “Keep working on it.”  She suddenly looked back down at her phone.  “Yeah, he’s doing it – sort of.  He’s got a long way to go though.  No, don’t bother, it looks like he’s going to try to behave – at least somewhat!” she added sternly for Chad’s benefit.  “No, I’ll call you if it looks like we’ll need you.  Thanks Jillian, I appreciate it.”  She hung up her phone. 

	“If you don’t want me to call her back, you keep working on that thing!” she said to Sissy in a tone of voice that let him know she was very serious about it.  “Don’t let me catch it out of your mouth.  And I better see you trying to take it further and further into your throat, or so help me…”  She held up her phone to emphasize what she would do.

	If it wasn’t for the horrible object filling his mouth, Chad would have gulped.  As it was, he simply sat there and moved the thing slowly in and out again… more for Sandy’s benefit than his. 

	Sandy stood up and handed her phone back to Cassie.  “Thanks,” she said as she moved further away from him. 

	Keeping her voice at almost a whisper, Cassie said, “I thought Jillian and Stacy were in Europe and weren’t bringing a cell phone.”

	“He doesn’t know that!”

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 8 of 9)

	Dinner had been… okay.  Ray had been nice company… mostly.  There were times there when she felt like a criminal being grilled as he asked question after question about her family or her business.  And now they were pulling into the parking lot at her apartment again.  He had offered to take her to his place instead, but just then, she didn’t want to be “trapped” there with no easy way home if she felt that way. 

	As they headed up the stairs to her apartment, her eyes automatically fell on both Sissy’s apartment door and Sandy’s.  She really hoped they had gotten that highchair out of her kitchen!  But she was fairly confident that the thing was gone now.  A minute later, she led Ray into her apartment. 

	She automatically set her purse on the little table by the door.  But when she turned back towards Ray, she suddenly found herself in his arms.  His head lowered to hers, and they kissed.  The kiss felt so good!  And when it ended, she let him lead her straight into her bedroom. 

	Chad was glad to have that stupid “thing” out of his mouth!  Although what was in his mouth now wasn’t all that good either.  He was once again sitting in his highchair – although for some reason Sandy had insisted that this time he keep his hands in his lap when she put the tray in place – making them totally useless.  With his hands stuck there, there was no possible way at all for him to escape from the chair – even if Sandy hadn’t put the seatbelt around him as well.  Something that Mel never did.  Not that he was really worried about getting out of the chair anyway, but the knowledge that he was pretty much helpless there couldn’t be avoided.

	“Open wide Baby,” Sandy said as if she was talking to a one-year-old.  Chad dutifully opened his mouth again and let Sandy put another small spoonful of baby food into his mouth.  At least he didn’t have to waste time chewing it.  He simply swallowed.  And soon another spoonful of mush followed.  He would really have liked a drink from his bottle – even of the baby formula that Sandy had been giving him, but since he wasn’t supposed to make any sounds other than baby sounds, he had no way of telling her that.  So he sat there and kept opening his mouth over and over again, like little bird being fed by its mother, as Sandy put miniscule bits of baby mush into his mouth… over and over and over again.  The only good news, if you could call it that, was that at least it wasn’t an overly large amount of food that she had gotten out for him.  Not like the last few meals he had eaten.  That had actually wound up being horrible – even the meal in the restaurant!

	“Here comes the choo-choo train,” Sandy said.  “Choo choo choo…”  Chad dutifully opened his mouth again.  “Good baby.”

	Between playing airplane and choo-choo and whatever else Sandy happened to decide on as she fed him, Chad was pretty much worn out by the time his dinner was done.  Sandy cleaned him up, then surprisingly, released him from his highchair to crawl back to his blanket in the living room. 

	“Put that thing back in your mouth,” Sandy told him as soon as he got there, “and I’ll be back with your bottle in a few minutes.”  The “thing” that Sandy had been talking about, was of course the very realistic, and large, phallic toy from their bedroom.  Not at all happy about it, Chad picked the stupid thing up and jammed it in his mouth.  Sandy nodded as if satisfied and walked back toward the kitchen.

	He had really enjoyed playing baby earlier, but having a big fake penis stuck in his mouth took all the joy out of that.  Of course, another small part of him was also enjoying the humiliation factor of it, so he supposed not all was lost.  But he had simply been having fun earlier – as a baby. 

	Their phallic toy wouldn’t have been quite as bad if the darn thing hadn’t been so big.  Already his jaws were getting tired because he couldn’t close his mouth at all.  He was glad when he saw Sandy finally return with another baby bottle for him – if only because it meant that he could get the nuisance object out of his mouth.  He’d much rather suck on the nipple of a baby bottle instead... even if the bottle did contain baby formula. 

	Sandy brought the bottle to him, but instead of just handing it to him, she got down on the blanket with him, having to moved several of his baby toys out of the way to make room.  “Lay back, Baby,” she told him.  “I’ll feed you this time.”

	Chad laid on his back, the stupid phallus still deep in his mouth.  He was ever so glad when Sandy grabbed the miserable thing and pulled it out.  After that, he eagerly accepted the nipple of the bottle she held to his lips.  His hands automatically reached to hold the bottle.  “No, Baby,” Sandy told him.  “I’ll hold it for you.  You just enjoy it.”  Chad wasn’t sure how much he was enjoying the baby formula, but it was a whole lot better than what she had just removed from his mouth.

	Sandy laid on her side next to him so she could watch him closer as she held the bottle to his mouth with one hand.  A grown man – acting like such a total baby!  It never ceased to amaze her.  And once again she felt the twinges of sexual stirrings inside of her. 

	As she watched him nursing on his bottle, she remembered that his bet with Mel was almost over.  This could be the last time she ever got to babysit with him again.  That was not exactly a happy thought.  Did she really want to see him win their bet?  No.  For selfish reasons, she didn’t.  But she had agreed to be fair about the judging.  But could she?  Could she really?  She had agreed but…  But she really wanted Mel to win just so she could continue to be amazed by what he did.  Besides, the way it looked to her for some time now, there was no way in the world that he could win.  He was so totally incontinent already that she didn’t think he stood any chance at all of regaining any of that back… not in two days at least. 

	But what if… what if he somehow could?  Could she be fair about it?  Would she be fair?  She really wasn’t sure… again, for selfish reasons.  She didn’t want to think that would be the case, but she knew deep down that it was.  She would try, she decided. She would really, really try to be fair.  But bottom line… she wanted Mel to win. 

	Cassie walked up and stared down at her feeding him.  “Having fun?” she asked.

	Sandy smiled.  “More than you know.   Why don’t you come down here and join me.”

	Cassie smiled.  Why not?  She wanted to lay next to Sandy, but there was a pile of baby toys there.  The only space left on the blanket was on the other side of Sissy.  So she got down and laid there instead, on her side, with her head propped up on her arm where she could see over top of Sissy to watch Sandy just past him. 

	“You’re too far away,” Sandy complained jokingly. 

	“There’s no room on your other side!  Too many toys!”  She reached out her hand and grabbed the bottle that Sandy was holding in Sissy’s mouth, her hand caressing Sandy’s in the process.  Sandy relinquished her hold on the bottle to her and caressed Cassie’s hand in return.  Their eyes locked over top of Sissy’s body.  Sandy closed her hand over top of Cassie’s and they both held the bottle together, still looking at each other lovingly across Sissy’s body as they did so.  After another minute, Sandy propped herself up further and leaned over top of Sissy. Cassie rose to meet her.  Their lips locked in a long and sensual embrace just inches from Sissy’s face.

	Chad barely realized that the bottle was still in his mouth – even as he continued to suckle from it.  His attention now was riveted on the amazing sight right in front of his eyes.  Sandy and Cassie kissing… and it was no innocent kiss, that was for sure!  He was so close that he could easily tell that tongues were moving between both mouths as the amazing kiss seemed to go on and on… as if they had forgotten completely that he was there.  His thoughts suddenly turned to wanting Cassie to play with one of her toys in his rear end again as his own sexual urges became stimulated.

	Their kiss finally broke.  Cassie sat up on her knees, still looking at Sandy – hungrily.  In one swift motion, she suddenly pulled her top off and threw it aside.  Chad started sucking harder on his bottle as she reached for the back of her bra and unfastened that.  A moment later, Cassie’s breasts were fully on display, right in front of his face!  As if to emphasize that point, Chad’s bottle started making noises as he sucked hard on it – but there was no more liquid left inside for him to get out. 

	Sandy glanced down at the bottle she was holding and pulled it out of Sissy’s mouth.  She tossed it aside.  A moment later, she had pulled her own top off and removed her bra as well.  Both women faced each other, naked from the waist up, with Sissy lying in-between them.  Chad couldn’t move.  He dared not move.  He was too mesmerized to move.

	“Get over here!” Sandy said to Cassie as she extended her hand toward her lover.  Cassie raised one knee and set her leg over top of Sissy to his other side, straddling him.  A moment later, the rest of her body was there as well.  The two women embraced and kissed again, their naked breasts seeming to mingle and make their own version of a loving caress. 

	Chad couldn’t even think about moving as he watched the two half-naked women right next to him.  His body did give a small shudder though when they broke their embrace and first Cassie, then Sandy started removing their shorts – right in front of him.  And still ignoring him completely, they were soon totally stark naked! 

	Cassie and Sandy both started shoving baby toys out of their way and off of the blanket.  As they did, Sandy picked up just one of those objects, and paying Sissy the only bit of attention either of them had shown him in several moments, once again shoved the big dildo right into his mouth.  Not saying another word, she again ignored him completely as she turned back to Cassie… and laid down on the blanket, her back to Sissy, her arms entwined in Cassie’s arms. 

	The lifelike penis now shoved deeply into his mouth again, was not the type of thing Chad wanted there as he lay totally stunned, watching Sandy and Cassie making out right directly next to him.   If Sandy hadn’t shoved the stupid thing into his mouth, he might have thought they had both forgotten that he was there.  Oddly, he didn’t even think about moving as they continued making love… right next to him.  He couldn’t look away… he didn’t even think about moving.  Mesmerized… stunned… and shaking inside with sexual need, he continued to watch… and suck on the damned penis shaped toy in his mouth.

	The two women seemed to separate slightly as Sandy rolled over onto her back and Cassie moved down between her legs.  Chad was granted a ring-side view of Sandy’s heightening sexual excitement… and her resulting orgasm.  A few minutes later, the two women were back in each other’s arms again, before reversing positions and Chad got to watch as Cassie now experienced what Sandy had just gone through.  And through it all, it was like they didn’t even know he was there!

	Cassie’s orgasm did not appear to be nearly as wild as Sandy’s had been, but he still had no doubt when it hit her.  He expected it to end then… or at least he expected it to end after they were again entwined in another embrace, but before he knew it, Cassie was back between Sandy's legs again and he was watching as Sandy’s still heightened need continued to drive her toward yet another tumultuous climax.  Only then did they lock their naked bodies together again and remain there, kissing, nuzzling, fondling slightly… winding down from their strenuous activity.  And all that time, he still seemed to not exist for them.

	It was a while before Cassie kissed Sandy one last time, then got to her knees… and finally her feet.  She looked down at Sissy who was staring up, wide eyed, at her.  She grabbed her clothes and still stark naked headed off to the bathroom.  Chad’s eyes following her as far as he was capable of watching.  When she was gone, he turned back toward Sandy and realized she was now kneeling next to him staring down at him with a big smirking grin on her face.

	Sandy found her top amid the jumble of her clothes just off the blanket.  She pulled it on without a bra while she was still kneeling facing him.  With only the top of her body covered, she asked, “Did you enjoy that Sissy?  But then you’re just a little baby.  Babies don’t know anything about what we just did.  Do they?”  She grinned at her own mocking statements.  “Babies like you don’t know anything at all about sex, do they?  All they can do is to watch like that and not understand it since they don’t get to experience anything like what we just felt.  Not at all.  Just – like – you!”  She giggled again. 

	She stared down at him for another moment, mostly seeing the strange dildo that was still filling his mouth.  It looked so strange, so out of place there.  “Did you enjoy sucking on that thing while we were making love right next to you?” she asked.  “I’ll bet you did.  Sissies like you always enjoy something like that, especially since it’s the closest thing to actual sex you may ever get to have.”  She leaned closer to him before saying.  “And that makes it all the more special, doesn’t it?”  She leaned over and quickly kissed him on the cheek before giggling again and getting to her feet. 

	Chad could still smell the odor from their sexual intercourse as she had kissed him.  Her face reeked of it.  But that was such a tiny thing next to the words she had teasingly spoken.  Or was it mockingly.  Either way, her humiliating remarks aroused him to the point where he was unconsciously sucking harder on the phallus in his mouth and rubbing his tongue all over it… and as the teeth inside of his ever present chastity device once again began digging into his ever so slightly swelling and under used male appendage – too small anymore to even be thought of as a penis.  The slight swelling didn’t last long as the irritating reminder from the teeth of his device took over.  But his sexual need and excitement didn’t abate one little bit. 

	He watched as Sandy, totally naked from the waist down, picked up her clothes and walked off.  Wow!  He still couldn’t believe it had just happened… right there… right in front of him.  And through it all there was nothing he could do to gain any bit of sexual stimulation for himself… other than to wish for it.  Helpless… like a baby.

	 


Chapter 57 (Saturday – week 8 Part 9 of 9)

	Ray watched as Mel went through yet another small orgasm.  He had lost count of how many he had given her now.  He had only allowed himself two… so far.  He was using every trick he knew of as well as some he had recently learned from Gloria on her.  When he was done with her tonight, he wanted her to know that there was nobody who could ever be half as good in bed with her as he was.  Nobody!  When it came to sex, he wanted her mind to think of him… and only him!

	As Mel came down from her latest orgasm, she felt Ray moving yet again… getting ready to do something else to her to drive her crazy.  But she was overly tired now and was definitely getting sore.  “Enough!” she finally declared.  He had been all too attentive, too insistent on doing things to her… more so than doing things with her since they had gotten into bed.  It had been fun.  Worlds of fun!  Amazing fun!  But enough was enough.  She simply couldn’t take anymore!  She was to the point now where becoming a nun would have sounded like a really good idea.

	Instead of doing what he had planned, which would have been the third time for that particular little exercise, Ray moved up and pulled her to lay against his shoulder instead, wrapping his arms around her.  “We’ll get a little rest,” he said softly to her.

	“A little?” Mel mourned.  “I’m totally done in!”

	“Then well sleep for a while and we can resume again in the morning.”

	Ugh!  More sex was the last thing that Mel needed just then.  And his arms around her… even the closeness of his body was beginning to make her claustrophobic.  She pulled his arm off of her and rolled away, finally sitting up on the side of the bed where she could be away from him. 

	He wanted to stay the night.  She got that much.  And she was tempted.  Really tempted!  But there were reasons she couldn’t do that… she just couldn’t think of them just then.  Her brain was still too scrambled from so much uninterrupted sex!  To regain her wits…  “I have to go pee,” she said without turning around.  Not bothering to cover herself in any way, she headed into the bathroom.  She spent a long time there… at least longer than usual.  She sat on the toilet for a while after she had peed, trying to get her brain to start thinking again, but it was about as worn out and useless now as the rest of her body. 

	He wanted to stay the night.  There was something wrong with that… other than the fact that she didn’t think she could take anymore.  The only problem was, for the life of her just then, she couldn’t think of exactly why it was that he absolutely couldn’t stay.  By the time she finally flushed the toilet and went back to him, her brain was working a little bit better, but only slightly.  And a few minutes later, she was back in his arms yet again.  Only this time, she insisted on no more sex, even putting a quick stop to it when he started playing softly with her nipples again. 

	So should she let him stay the night?

	“You’re the babysitter,” Cassie declared, “not me!  So you have to do it!” 

	“But I don’t want to.  Are you sure it’s really still necessary?”

	“Yes!” Cassie replied flatly.

	Yuck!  Sandy didn’t mind changing his wet diapers.  Not one little bit.  But shoving her finger up his rear end, even pretending to put the suppository up inside of him, was something she would rather avoid doing.  And Cassie was being too stubborn right now to help her out with it.  Darn it! 

	She finally sank down next to him to go to work.  He was just lying there, drinking yet another bottle that she had just given him.  She didn’t know how many she had fixed for him today.  A lot, that much was certain.   And just as Mel had mentioned, his diapers always seemed to start leaking in well under his time limit.  After the way he had mischievously behaved earlier though, she had started checking him often since he was still being bad and was refusing to cry whenever he started leaking.  Babies!  They could be so frustrating!

	Since he seemed to be wetting so much, she tried to figure out how many diapers to prepare for him.  She was fairly certain that two wasn’t going to even come close!  But would three be enough?  Or did she need four?  Five?  She would have asked him, but by her own rules there was no way he could tell her.  And he had been acting like such a total baby all day that there was no way she was going to break that spell now.  Of course she could simply put him in one diaper and send him home to diaper himself for the night.  Maybe that’s what she should do.  Let him figure it out.  He should know better than her anyway what he would need… baby or not.  Then if he did leak all over his bedding, it wouldn’t be her fault. 

	Her mind suddenly made up, she grabbed only one disposable diaper from his diaper bag and got it ready.  One by one, she pulled open the tapes on his soggy diaper, but didn’t pull it back.  He was staring up at her, bottle in his mouth, just like a baby would… a very large sized baby, but still so much like a real baby.  She found the jar of suppositories in his diaper bag and opened it and pulled one out.  Holding it up so she could examine it closely, she said, “I’m not overly fond of having to do this, but I guess we have no choice, do we?”  She looked back at him with a somewhat mischievous smirk on her face.  She noticed that his face had changed slightly.  He certainly wasn’t fond of getting the suppositories either… even though he didn’t seem to have a clue that he wasn’t really getting them.

	She pulled back the front of his diaper to see if he was wetting – he wasn’t.  Then she quickly grabbed his legs and with his help, swung them high in the air to totally expose his bottom.  Palming the little pill, she stuck her middle finger into him.  She was almost surprised at how easily it went in when she did.  But she kept pushing until it was totally buried inside of him.  Then she quickly pulled it out again and wiped her finger off on the fresh diaper she had at hand.  When she lowered his legs, she saw a bit of pee still coming out of his chastity device, she quickly pulled his soggy diaper back over it again, noticing as she did so the wet spot now on his chest.  Well, accidents like that couldn’t be helped she guessed.  She wiped the wet spot dry with the fresh diaper as well. 

	After carefully checking to make sure he wasn’t peeing again, she pulled his soggy diaper out from under him and stuck the new one in its place.  A moment later, he was totally and safely secured.

	“Time for you to go home now,” she told him.  “I’ll let you figure out how many diapers you’re going to need to get through the night.  And Mel wanted me to remind you before you went home that you have to be at her apartment early in the morning.  She said you’d know what that was all about.  She looked for a nod or something from him, but all she got was him looking at her while he sucked on his baby bottle.  Good enough, she figured.  She had done her part. 

	As soon as he finished his bottle, she removed his bib and had him crawl to her front door.  She opened it for him and pushed his diaper bag outside so he could get it as soon as he was allowed to stand up.  She set his keys on top of his bag.  “I guess you’ll have to come back for your highchair tomorrow,” she told him.  She looked down at him for just a moment more.  “You were really fun today,” she told him.  “Bad too!” she admonished… then giggled.  “So much like a real baby.  I hope we get to do this again.  Now get going… and have a good night.”

	Chad crawled out her door.  He looked back at her as he was getting to his feet.  She blew a little kiss at him and closed her door.  Dressed in only his diaper, he grabbed his diaper bag and keys and hurried over to his own door.  A minute later, he was safely inside.  And all he could think about was what a strange day it had been.  Strange, and terribly humiliating, and fun, and… stimulating in ways he had never expected.

	His one single diaper soon became four disposable diapers with plastic panties on top.  He went to his refrigerator and pulled out… his last two baby bottles.  He knew he was supposed to drink three, but two was all he had left and he was fairly sure he had none in his diaper bag either.  He checked just to be sure.  Oh well, he knew he could always refill one of them from his sink, but he had already drank so many today that he decided not to bother.  He would just have to hope that Mel would understand in the morning… or maybe, he could drink and extra one before she got up tomorrow and she would never know!  That sounded like a better plan to him.

	Carrying his bottles back to his lonely blow-up mattress, he laid down and put the first one to his mouth.  He was aware that for the second night in a row he wasn’t wearing his breast forms.  In fact, for most of the day he hadn’t even had to have them stuffed into a bra.  He had no doubt that that little luxury would come to a quick end tomorrow. 

	And tomorrow…  Tomorrow he would have to be up early again and be over at Mel’s apartment to make coffee and breakfast for her.  He would have to be her perfect maid again.  He made a little mental note to re-iron one of his uniforms in the morning before he left.  Thinking of that, he reset his alarm for ten minutes earlier to give him more time.  He smiled as he reset his pink alarm clock.  He had finally woken up to a much more sane alarm this morning.  And it was so much better than what Mel had set for him.  He was almost looking forward to it again tomorrow.  Almost, but not quite!

	As he laid down again and grabbed his baby bottle, his mind replayed much of his day.  The part where he had played baby for Sandy had been a good part.  A very good part.  Much of it he had enjoyed thoroughly and had actually had fun.  A very rare experience for him.  Even having to endure her crazy toy stuck in his mouth hadn’t really been all that bad at all.  At least she didn’t actually have her friend Jillian come over to beat him.  He wouldn’t have liked his day nearly as much if she had.

	And then there was his crazy ballet performance.  He didn’t know what to think about that!  Except that he had no doubt that he would be dreaming about it for a very, very long time!
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