
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 58 (Sunday – week 9 Part 1 of 7)

	Used!  And confused!  That was simply how she felt.  Confused… and used! 

	Ray and Derek were both there in her dream, lined up in front of her.  And Sissy was there as well, standing off to the side.  And now both Ray and Derek were demanding that she choose between them.  And she couldn’t.  But mostly, she couldn’t understand why they needed her to choose.  Why couldn’t she love both of them? 

	“I’ll show you!” Ray told her angrily.  He grabbed her by the hand and dragged her off to bed where he forced himself on her.  And when he was finished, she simply felt used.  Sissy was there then, consoling her, telling her that he understood how she felt.  But Sissy could offer no help. 

	She was back then, standing in front of both Ray and Derek.  “Now tell him that you choose me!” Ray demanded. 

	“No she won’t!” Derek yelled angrily.  “My turn now!”  And with that, Derek dragged her roughly off to bed.  He was rougher than Ray, less inventive.  And when he was done, she felt even more worn out and used.  And when Derek had left her, Sissy was there one more time, helping her to get up.  Helping her to clean up. 

	“Now tell him you choose me!” Derek demanded when she was again in front of the two men. 

	But she couldn’t.  She simply couldn’t choose between them… because she didn’t want to choose between them.  And she still couldn’t understand why they needed her to choose.  Why couldn’t they all just get along?  Like she did with Sissy.  Of all of them, Sissy was the only one who didn’t make any demands on her.  He was the only one who treated her with any kind of respect and tenderness.  He was the only one who didn’t make her feel… used!

	“Must I show you again?” Ray demanded angrily.  And before she knew it, he had grabbed her hand and was once again dragging her off to bed – where she really didn’t want to go.  She was too worn out and weak to resist his strength in any way at all.  And all she kept thinking was…  Not again.  Not again.

	He giggled!  He crawled around the living room, pacifier in his mouth, wearing super thick diapers… and a pink ballet costume.  There was a party of some type going on, but he was a baby, he had no reason to know what the party was for.  He simply knew that there were lots of people there to pay attention to him… or to give him a bottle… or to play with him… and very often, to laugh at him.  Or was that to laugh with him, because mostly, whenever anyone laughed at him… he giggled!  Which was often. 

	And then Robin looked down at him and asked sternly.  “When are you going to stop behaving like a baby and act like a man again?”

	He wanted to giggle like a baby, but he couldn’t.  Not to that question.  His happy dream suddenly had something to bother him, making him much less happy.  He thought about her question, but he had no answer.  He was a baby.  He had no idea when he would be an adult again.

	He crawled away from Robin and found Mel… or was it Mommy Mel?   “What do you want?” she asked.  He was going to tell her he wanted another bottle, but now that Robin had asked her question, the baby word for bottle wouldn’t come out of his mouth.  What did he want?  Instead of a bottle, the words “self-respect, friends, and a life” came to mind.  But he didn’t say them out loud.  Getting no verbal answer from him, Mel walked away… and he crawled off to a corner where there were less people around.

	And even in his dream he tried to make sense of what he really wanted. Did he want to be a baby?  Or did he want to be an adult?  Or did he just want… “self-respect, friends, and a life?”  But as a baby, he didn’t seem to be smart enough to figure any of that out. 

	Fortunately, he didn’t have to dwell on that long as something from outside his dream forced it’s way though.  Talking… a moment later, he realized he was listening to a commercial for one of the local car dealers.  As he concentrated on the words, his dream was completely lost.  Nothing of it remained in his mind as he opened his eyes and rolled off of his blow-up mattress.  He glanced at his pink clock-radio.  Right on time.  Perfect.  The only thing more perfect would be if Mel had for some reason come in last night and left him a note like she always did… no, like she used to.  As he struggled to his feet despite his super bulky and heavy diapers, he was somehow saddened by the fact that Mel would no longer be leaving him her little notes.  He had looked forward to them every day… despite how troublesome many of them were.

	He automatically went to his refrigerator to grab his usual three bottles, but when he opened it, all he saw inside was empty space.  Not one bottle.  Nothing.  He had drank the last of the bottles last night.  And even then he hadn’t really had as many as he was supposed to.  He figured that much of today would be devoted to making more of Mel’s lousy green tea. 

	Feeling oddly thirsty, he headed for his bathroom to start getting ready.  He shaved his face first – still wearing the massive bulk of diapers.  Those he wouldn’t remove until just before he jumped into the shower.  But as he shaved, he was still bothered by the fact that he hadn’t drank any bottles at all this morning.  He was bothered, and yet, for once he had a good excuse for not drinking any!  For once he might actually get away with it!  In fact, Mel probably wouldn’t even check!  But he still worried about it.  He really didn’t want to get punished for something like that.  No telling how many bottles Mel might force on him if she did find out… which still seemed like a remote possibility.  But still, he worried… and… he was oddly thirsty.

	It was only because he was thirsty that before he finally removed his diapers to get into the shower, he went back to his bedroom and found one of the used bottles from last night.  He took it into the kitchen and washed it out in the sink, then filled it.  He was thirsty, wasn’t he?  And he didn’t have anything else in the house to drink from… not even one glass or cup.  And all he had to drink was water.  So he would drink just the one bottle to get over his thirst and then go to Mel’s apartment.  He knew it was highly unlikely that she would find out about how many he had really had to drink.

	Taking his one bottle of water into his living room to sit in his one and only chair, he stared up at the wall of childish pictures in front of him and put the even more childish bottle to his lips.  He was only drinking it because he was thirsty!

	Pressed… and dressed!  That was what ran through his mind as he stood in front of the mirror attached to his closet door.  Pressed, and dressed.  Well, mostly.  He was missing his shoes.  He also had to stuff his bra with pantyhose since once again he didn’t have the breast forms glued on.  He remembered leaving everything at Mel’s apartment yesterday along with the uniform he wore then.  He never had a chance to retrieve them when Ray had shown up.  One nice thing about stuffing his bra with the pantyhose, they weighted a whole lot less than the heavy forms that were usually glued to his chest.  He had no illusions at all that he would go for long without once again being saddled with the heavy forms being fixed in place so he couldn’t remove them.  But he would enjoy what he could, while he could.

	So now, with the exception of the missing pieces, he was about as ready as he could get.  He grabbed his restocked diaper bag, the plastic bag now containing only two used baby bottles, and his purse.  He opened his door and went out.  It was still fairly early.  Early enough that it was unlikely that anyone would be around to see him.  Not that it mattered.  He was dressed far less humiliatingly today than he often was.  And hopefully, it was also early enough that Mel wouldn’t be up yet.  He didn’t knock, instead he used his key and let himself inside as quietly as possible. 

	Her apartment was quiet – as if there was nobody home.  He paused for a moment to consider that.  Was she home?  Was it possible she wasn’t even there?  She could have stayed at Ray’s apartment last night.  He dropped his diaper bag and purse under her table by the door, and creeping quietly in his stocking feet, made his way toward her bedroom.  Her bedroom door was wide open – no lights inside.  He stopped at the doorway and just listened.  Breathing!  He could just barely hear it.  She was still asleep!  Perfect.  Quietly, he tiptoed away and headed to the kitchen where he immediately started fixing her morning coffee.

	As he filled the coffee carafe with water, he noticed the large pot in the sink that she usually used to make his tea with.  He figured she must have left it there yesterday when Ray arrived.  Once the coffee was making, almost hating to do it, he opened her refrigerator and pulled out one of the last few remaining baby bottles.  He put it to his mouth to drink, only because he knew he still had a wetting deadline and that Mel would be definitely checking on that when she woke up… whenever that would be.  Besides, strangely, he was still thirsty.

	With the coffee making and his bottle in his mouth, he looked around for something to do.  His eyes again fell on the big pot in the sink.  He filled it with fresh water and set it on the stove to start boiling.  He figured he might as well get a start on it since he knew the job was most likely going to have to be done – whether he liked the tea or not.

	Now…  When was she going to wake up?

	Her body felt tired, yet wonderfully loose and relaxed – the after effects of so much sex last night.  She opened her eyes to the smell of coffee brewing out in her kitchen… and she smiled.  Sissy was there and her coffee was ready!

	Sissy!  Alarmed, she rolled over quickly in bed, and reached her arm out to the side!  Empty!  The bed was empty next to her.  Breathing a sigh of relief, she briefly remembered telling Ray sometime in the middle of the night that he had to leave… that he couldn’t be there in the morning.  She must have fallen back asleep before he actually left because for the life of her, she couldn’t remember him actually leaving.  At least, she hoped he had gone. 

	Suddenly worried about it, she nearly jumped out of bed.  She turned her light on so she could see better as she looked all around.  No sign of his clothes anywhere.  Breathing another sigh of relief, she wrapped her robe around her and headed directly to her bathroom, as much to make sure he wasn’t there as for needing it.

	Chad heard her bathroom door and ran out of the kitchen to look.  Her bedroom light was on!  He hurried to pour her a cup of coffee and started to take it to her bedroom… but he stopped.  Should he take it there?  She wasn’t in her bedroom right now.  Maybe he should just hold it and wait to find out where she would go.  Feeling like that was the better option, he stayed where he was and waited – fresh cup of coffee in his hands.

	Mel finished in the bathroom and opened the door – not knowing if she wanted to go back to bed, or simply get up and go into the kitchen.  But when she opened the door, she caught sight of sissy – her morning coffee already in his hands and waiting for her.  The sight of him in that maids dress ready to serve her sent a bit of a sexual tingle through her body... despite how sexually sated her body was from last night.  And when she saw him curtsey to her, that thrill doubled. 

	The coffee looked good.  The sight of Sissy there like that looked better… despite the fact that she now noticed he wasn’t wearing any shoes.  Then she remembered, she had hurriedly thrown them into her closet yesterday along with the rest of his uniform. 

	The coffee in his hands looked good.  But she was also still exhausted from last night, not to mention, wonderfully limp inside.  Sissy was her servant.  Much of a servant’s job was to simply wait.  Despite the smell of the coffee, she said, “I’m going back to bed.  Don’t wake me.”  With a smile on her face, she did just that.

	Chad was a bit stunned.  She was going back to bed?  But he had her coffee all ready for her!  Feeling a bit dejected, he took her coffee back to the sink and dumped it out.  Was she going to go back to sleep?  Or did she want her laptop?  Or…  He saw the faint light from her bedroom lamp going out.  Back to sleep!  Now what was he supposed to do? 

	He picked up his baby bottle and nursed on it while he checked the big pot of tea that was almost ready.  Almost ready, but not quite.  He would have sat down in his highchair like he did yesterday morning since he knew his diaper wasn’t close to leaking yet, but his highchair was obviously missing.  He figured he’d be collecting from Sandy’s apartment later.  He had seen it in the kitchen for so long now that it appeared to be a major hole in the room. 

	Not knowing what else to do, he carried his baby bottle out toward the laundry and started sorting.  He dared not make any noise by turning on the washer.  She had said not to wake her.

	 


Chapter 58 (Sunday – week 9 Part 2 of 7)

	Mel rolled over and stretched.  She was a little surprised to realize that she had slept soundly for a while and not just dozed. When she checked the clock, she was really surprised by how long she had slept.  “Sissy!” she called.  While she waited, she thought seriously about buying a bell she could ring for him.  Something to consider for later.

	Chad nearly dropped the pitcher of hot tea he was pouring into the individual baby bottles when he heard her call.  As quickly as he could, he refilled her coffee cup and hurried into her room, nearly spilling the coffee in the process.  He curtseyed at the side of her bed.  “Good morning Mistress,” he said in his stupid sissy voice.

	Once again Mel felt that tiny bit of sexual tingle.  “Good morning Sissy,” she replied as she reached out and took her coffee.  She sipped it.  So good!  This was what she wanted.  This was what she deserved!  The perfect servant to take care of all her needs.  “Are you leaking yet?” she asked after taking a second sip.

	Curtsey.  “I just changed a little while ago,” Chad replied.  “You’ve been asleep for quite a while now.  I dared not go much longer without changing.”  Curtsey.  Actually, he had gone way past his deadline – judging by the time he had noticed he had put his diaper on that morning.  But since she had been sleeping, she would never know the difference. Just as she would never know how many bottles he had really had both last night and this morning. 

	Mel nodded happily.  “Good.  Good,” she replied, really only half caring.  The way he had been wetting and getting his diapers leaking ahead of time lately, she had no doubt that he really had to change.  Today it was simply one of those matters she didn’t have to concern herself with yet.  “Please fix my breakfast now, Sissy.  I’ll have it in the kitchen this morning as soon as I finish my coffee.”

	Chad curtseyed again and hurried out, still in his stocking feet.  For some reason, he felt much better now that she was awake.  He wasn’t just standing around waiting for her anymore.  Working around all his tea and bottle making supplies, he got busy making her a light breakfast.

	Mel allowed herself to dream about the house she would buy soon… a mansion really, even though it would be just herself living there.  Well, herself and Sissy.  But you don’t usually count the servants as living there unless it was necessary, and servant’s quarters didn’t take up much of the house.

	It was going to be so nice!  Feeling wonderfully good, she finished her coffee and slipped out of bed.  She set her empty cup down on the nightstand for Sissy to take care of later.  She slipped her robe on and wandered happily out toward the kitchen.

	The first thing she noticed as she got there was the missing highchair.  After it being there for so long now, it looked odd to not to see it.  She would have to send Sissy after it as soon as breakfast was over with.  The next thing she noticed was all the baby bottles, already filled with tea out on her countertop.  She smiled.  “I can see you’ve kept yourself suitably busy.”

	Chad stopped what he was doing at the stove long enough to curtsey and say “Yes Mistress,” before curtseying again and going back to frying her an egg. 

	Mel grabbed a fresh coffee cup out of the cupboard and poured it herself as she watched him cooking out of the corner of her eye.  “Have you eaten anything yet?” she asked.

	Curtsey, “Not yet, Mistress,” he replied before curtseying again and going back to tending his cooking. 

	Mel only nodded.  She knew it was wrong, but just then, she didn’t exactly feel like cooking him any baby cereal.  Maybe after she had eaten herself she would feel more like it.  She sat down at the table with her fresh cup of coffee and enjoyed it.  A few minutes later, Sissy set her breakfast down in front of her.  Yes, this was what she wanted.  This was what she deserved!

	Chad continued to quietly work on filling baby bottles with the green tea while she ate. For once she wasn’t making him stand on his miserable perch in the corner.  And he wasn’t about to make any sound that might make her send him there – if he could help it.  When the pitcher of tea was empty, he surveyed the number of bottles that still needed to be filled.  One more pot should do it.  He slowly started filling the big pot with water again – slowly, because he didn’t want it to make too much noise and disturb her breakfast.  A few minutes later, that pot was heating on the stove and he was doing nothing but drinking occasionally from his baby bottle, and worrying about whether or not she might send him to his perch.

	Mel purposely didn’t look at him while she was eating.  She knew he was busy – doing something that really needed to be done.  Otherwise she would have sent him to his corner while she ate.  When she was finished, she got up from the table and this time looked at him.  He was standing there with just his latest bottle in his hand.  There was another pot of tea heating on the stove.  “Breakfast was very good – as usual,” she said, and meant it.

	Chad curtseyed elatedly.  “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied sincerely before curtseying again. 

	“I know you haven’t eaten yet,” she told him, “but I don’t feel much like cooking for you right now.  Can you wait?”

	Curtsey.  “Of course,” Chad confirmed before curtseying again.

	“Good.  How much work do you still have to do here?” she asked.

	Chad looked briefly around before curtseying again.  “I think this one last pot should do it for the tea,” he replied.  “But I really need to get into the laundry.  It’s way behind!”

	Mel shook her head.  “That will have to wait on that till after my bath.  I don’t want to take a chance on it using too much of the hot water while I’m in there.”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Yes, Mistress.”

	Mel started to walk off, thinking about her bath.  But she stopped and turned back to him.  “In fact,” she added.  “Come with me.  You can help again.”

	Still in his stocking feet, Chad curtseyed and started to follow her.  But he stopped and ran back to turn the stove off first.  No telling how long it would take for her bath to finish. 

	“Start drawing my bath,” Mel told him as she headed for her bedroom.

	Chad went into the bathroom and began filling the tub with water.  Mel came back a few minutes later with one of the scarves she sometimes used to blindfold him.  He looked at the scarf warily, but also with some anticipation.

	“Get undressed,” Mel told him.  “Down to just your diaper.”

	Chad did as he was told, but when he started removing the rolled up pantyhose he had used to fill out his bra, she added, “That’s something else we need to take care of very soon!”  He had known that, of course.

	Once he was down to just his soggy diaper, she blindfolded him.  Then she added a bit of the scented bath oil she liked to the bathwater.  A minute later she was relaxing in the tub while a blindfolded Sissy luxuriously rubbed her sponge over every inch of her body… spending much more time “cleaning” the important parts.  This was living!  This was what she wanted!  This was what she deserved!  And there was no doubt about it, Sissy really knew how to make her feel good in the bath!

	Chad didn’t need his eyes.  In fact, if she hadn’t blindfolded him, he might have simply just shut them.  As beautiful as he was sure her body was, he had never seen her totally naked.  But he had felt that body numerous times with his hands.  He wasn’t sure how much actually seeing it would really mean to him.  In a way, he kind of liked the fact that she would never allow him… a mere sissy… so see her beautiful body naked.  And beautiful it was, there was no doubt about that.  His hands told him far more than his eyes ever could. 

	He started at her neck, slowly working his way down her body.  He spent a lot of time on every square inch of her, slowly and lightly rubbing the sponge in one hand as well as his other bare hand over her flawless skin.  Every inch!  Over and over.  Not just cleaning, but caressing… loving.  To him, it was a totally sensual experience as his hands and mind felt all of her.  All of her! 

	He brought the sponge up lightly between her breasts, separating them slightly in the process, even as the fingers of his other hand lightly “cleaned” around the nipple on her far breast.  He heard her breath quicken… almost a moan.  He had no doubt that she was enjoying this almost as much as he was.  Breasts were big.  Breasts were special.  Breasts took a lot of time to clean thoroughly.  And he made sure they were very clean… while at the same time, being ever so careful to rub very lightly so as not to irritate her skin anywhere. 

	But breasts were only part of her wondrous body, and eventually his sponge moved further down… down her long body, cleaning it, caressing it, loving it… in the small way that he was capable of.  And his sponge eventually found its way down to the special place between her legs… but only briefly.  Before she could properly react, he withdrew it and moved onto her back… merely teasing the spot he knew she had been waiting for him to reach.

	Mel nearly gasped in surprise as he suddenly withdrew his sponge after spending only a brief moment on her waiting sex.  The warm bath water suddenly started enveloping her back instead.  Despite all the sex she had gone through last night with Ray, Sissy was making her dizzy with need again.  He had finally reached that one important spot… and then he was gone.  Maddening!  She leaned forward slightly so he could work on her back easier… and concentrated on all the wondrous feelings from his hand and sponge as he rubbed and cleaned her there.

	Those feelings slowly worked their way down her back… and around her sides, toying briefly with the sides of her breasts again, but he didn’t go back there.  Knowing his eyes were closed and blindfolded, she felt his magic sponge eventually work its way down till he was finally at her hips, moving ever closer to the spot between her legs.  Leaning back in the tub now and resting against the side of it, she unconsciously spread her legs a bit to grant him further access.  But his sponge didn’t go where she wanted it to go.  It came close!  Very close!  But he was only teasing her each time… heightening her need.

	And then she felt his sponge working its way down her right leg… slowly and sensually.  A little bit at a time… then long strokes that went from the tip of her toes up to her hips and back again.  Long strokes that started almost in the back of her leg and methodically worked their way around until those strokes were brushing the gap between her legs.  And just as she was concentrating even more on that feeling there, his sponge was gone again, and he started all over again with her other leg.  Maddening!  Yet so sensual she couldn’t believe it.  And again, that was despite everything Ray had done to her last night.

	She felt his sponge going through the long strokes up and down her other leg.  Once again she felt the methodical moving… a little bit at a time towards the one place she wanted him to linger.  And with every bit his sponge moved closer, her wanting for it mounted more and more. 

	Finally she felt the sponge lightly touch her most sensitive area again… but this time, he didn’t withdraw it.  Ever so lightly he continued to “clean” that small part of her.  But she didn’t want it lightly anymore – she was ready for a much firmer approach.  But before she could express anything about that, his sponge was maddeningly gone again… going back up her body, between her breasts, rubbing them lightly with the warm scented water.  Then the sponge plunged back down her body straight to that needing and wanting place.  Up to her breasts, lingering there a moment, stimulating them, then plunging back down to her other sensitive area.  Only now it was going faster and fast, and his pressure was increasing harder and harder. 

	Her legs parted further in response as her breathing increased.  Her back arched and seemed to lock in that position, wanting more, more, more from him.  And then his free hand was back, rubbing her breasts, fingering her nipples… while his sponged played faster and faster over the gap between her legs.  And then, magically, she felt something besides his sponge… his finger was slipping up and down her slit even as the sponge “cleaned” briskly up and down on top of it.  Deeper and deeper, stimulating her more and more.  The orgasm hit her full force, like a title wave crashing into the shore.  She gasped… almost screaming at the force of it, riding it for all it was worth, because there was nothing else her body could do.  And slowly, ever so slowly, his finger and the sponge in his hand slowed.  His free hand on her breasts slowed.  The arch her back had been locked into for so long now slowly relaxed as she came down from her impossible height, until she was once again leaning against the back of the tub, her eyes still closed, her breathing still coming much faster than usual. 

	His sponge finally left that sensitive area and lightly moved up her body again.  Caressing her body, paying attention to all parts of it again, moving all over her… loving her.  It was only in this part of her bath that he finally got around to using the sponge on her arms… arms that were so totally limp she wasn’t sure she could even lift them… if she wanted to, which she didn’t. 

	She finally opened her eyes again and stared mostly at the ceiling as his sponge lightly continued to play over her, slowly, softly letting her down.  It was wondrous.  It was incredible.  Without a doubt, the best “bath” she had ever had. 

	She turned her head to look at him.  He was still blindfolded, his head was turned toward the side as he concentrated on her body, lightly rubbing it all over with his sponge.  She moved then, suddenly getting to her knees.  Surprising him… scaring him?... in the process.  Before he could react further, she reached out with her wet arms and drew him to her.  She held him against her wet body for a moment before releasing him and grabbing his blindfolded head.  She drew his head toward her and planted a deep kiss on his lips.  She knew she probably shouldn’t do it… not in light of their Mistress – slave relationship, but she couldn’t help it just then.  She needed the kiss almost as much as she was sure he did.  Plus… he deserved it!  “Thank you,” she whispered. 

	Chad had loved making love to her in her bath… as much as he was able to.  It had been one of the more special moments he could remember in quite a while.  But then when she suddenly got up and hugged him, he was so flustered by it that he didn’t know what to think.  And then when she kissed him… on the lips… like a lover… the whole world seemed to turn upside down!  He heard her tender whisper of thank you.  “You’re welcome,” he whispered back. 

	A moment later he felt her release him… and he got splashed a little as she moved in the tub… he realized that she had stood up.  He stood as well, even as he heard her stepping out of the tub.  His arms reached out to try to find her towel that he had put nearby.  It took him a moment to find it.  Then he began using it on her, drying her… loving her with it.

	Mel placed her hands over his as he lightly dried her off.  “Better not start that again,” she told him.  “Just dry me.  I don’t think I can take anymore.”

	He smiled at her words and simply did his best to dry her off all over.  When he had reached her feet, she took the towel from him.  “Just stay here,” she told him.  “Wait for me.  I’ll be right back.”

	He felt as much as heard her leaving the bathroom.  He didn’t know why he did it, but he sank down to his knees on the floor.  He never even thought of removing the blindfold from his eyes.  His mind was too preoccupied with remembering the bath he had just given her… and the hug she had just given him… and the kiss… and her whispered words of thanks.  His whole world felt different.  And he felt happy… and good.

	 


Chapter 58 (Sunday – week 9 Part 3 of 7)

	She was gone for a while, but he hardly noticed.  His mind was simply at peace as he waited for her.  And when she returned, he looked up from his kneeling position, but that’s all he could do. 

	“Lay down there, Sissy,” she told him. 

	He laid down on the middle of her bathroom floor.  A moment later, he felt the nipple of a baby bottle pressed to his lips.  His lips parted to take the bottle even as his hands came up to hold it.  The tea in the bottle was still warm, but not too hot.  He was grateful for the bottle.  He hadn’t realized before that he was even thirsty, but he was now that he had something to drink. 

	He expected her to remove his blindfold then, but she didn’t.  Still deprived of his sight, he felt her moving around him, then straddling his body.  The cold firm pressure of the first breast form being pressed to his chest was his first clue as to what was going on.  Oh well, it had been nice to go so long without them.  A real treat.  But obviously that was over now.  Shortly after that, he was getting used to the weight of both breasts once again firmly attached to his chest.  It took a little bit to get used to them again, even just lying there on his back drinking his bottle.

	Again he expected her to remove the blindfold, but she didn’t.  And soon he felt her removing his wet diaper.  Not leaking – he didn’t think, but just very wet.  Very quickly, he was in a fresh dry one – which he knew wasn’t going to stay dry for very long – if it wasn’t wet already. 

	And once again he expected her to remove his blindfold… and once again she didn’t.  Instead, she started talking to him.

	“I was going to tell you this yesterday,” she said, “but somehow, my plans got changed.  I’m making a new rule for your diaper leaking requirements.  You still get an hour and forty-five minutes to get it leaking, that much hasn’t changed at all – and it won’t!  I’m not going to lessen that amount of time for you at all, especially since by all indications, you’re doing very well at always getting your diapers to leak on time.  I’m still not going to punish you unless it takes longer than that.”

	Chad was grateful to hear that part.  An hour and forty-five minutes could come all too quickly!  And some diapers were just plain stubborn when it came to leaking!  It was what she hadn’t said yet that had him worried.

	“But I’ve noticed that you very often manage to be leaking in closer to an hour and a half.  Sometimes less.  So for that reason I’m going to offer you a little reward – of sorts.  From now on… which I guess will be until Friday comes, for every minute less than an hour and a half that you manage to get your diaper leaking, I’m going to let you play with one of my toys in your backside to get what pleasure you can.  And I know you like that!  You can play with it right then when you change your diaper… or, if you like, you can save up those minutes to use at the end of the day so you can play longer.  But if you don’t use that time every day, you lose it.  It starts all over again every morning.”

	Without his eyes, there was no way that Chad couldn’t concentrate on everything she had just said.  And she was right, he really did like having his bottom played with.  And now that he wouldn’t be going to the gym anymore where Cassie had done it, the chance to play like that sounded twice as good.  But the question was, could he make his diapers leak in that amount of time?  At least she wasn’t lessening his time limit.  He didn’t think he could manage that if she did.  But an hour and a half?  It was the old carrot and stick approach… with a fifteen minute interval in-between.  More than an hour and forty-five minutes and he got punished.  Less than an hour and a half and he got rewarded.  But somehow he wasn’t all that sure about how successful he was going to be gaining that little bit of time as a reward.  So was it worth it?  He really wasn’t sure.  He would have to see.  At least he still had his hour and forty-five minutes to work with!

	Mel reached out and pulled the blindfold off his head.  With the bottle still pressed to his lips, Chad blinked several times as his eyes got used to being able to see again. 

	“You can lay there till you finish that thing,” she told him.  Then get dressed.  We have grocery shopping to do today.” 

	The grocery store still held a lot of fear for him, but not like it used to… and especially not today since he was once again attired in his maid’s uniform instead of some of the other outlandish garments she had made him wear.  A maid’s uniform… which would call all too much attention to him, yet at the same time, compared to other outfits, he almost felt properly dressed.  He revised that thought.  He was properly dressed – for a maid… which he guessed he was… for now.

	As they left the car and walked into the store, he couldn’t help remembering that time early on in the bet when she had actually called the police before he relented and got out of her car to follow her into the store – wearing a skirt.  Now… well… skirts and dresses were the only thing he ever wore – anywhere.  It was amazing how used to it he had become in such a short time.  And yet… there was still that same fear rooted somewhere deep inside of him.  It just wasn’t as worrisome now as it used to be.

	As usual, he grabbed a cart and set his purse and diaper bag in the child seat before following Mel up and down each of the aisles.  As far as he could tell, they didn’t really need much.  Most of their cupboards were fairly full, as was her refrigerator, although that was mostly full of baby bottles now. 

	As they usually did, he grabbed a few things and threw them into the cart, and Mel did the same.  But when they got to the aisle where the tea bags were, Mel stopped and just stared at the boxes of green tea.  Did they need any?  They still had some at home, just not a lot.  But really, there were what, about five more days until his testing started?  And after that the green tea wouldn’t be needed anymore.  Should she buy some?  Or not?  She glanced a few times back and forth between the boxes of tea and Sissy.  Then deciding to just make sure they would have enough, she grabbed one box only and threw it into the cart. 

	“Not much time left anymore,” she said to Sissy.

	Despite being out in the grocery store, Chad curtseyed.  “No Mistress.  If you count today, that’s only five more days before Friday.”  Curtsey.  He saw her nod and move on.  Five more days of living the dream.  Not much. Not much.

	They were in the middle of the store when Mel reached into her purse and pulled out one of the recently filled baby bottles and handed it to him.  Chad had really hoped she wouldn’t do that.  But having done it before, he put the bottle to his lips as he pushed the cart.  And a few aisles later, they reached the baby food… where Mel stopped… and looked back at him… and smiled all too wickedly.  Chad’s brain did a bit of a mental flip as he remembered that she had told him he would eat nothing but baby food until their bet was over with.  Even out in the restaurants!  That thought alone sent a tiny spark of sexual thrill through him.  Talk about embarrassing!  Almost as embarrassing as walking around in the grocery store in a maid’s dress sucking on a baby bottle.  As if nobody would possibly notice!

	Mel didn’t waste as much time as she usually did looking over what was available before putting it in the cart.  She just started grabbing jars from everywhere.  One thing Chad became quickly sure of, he wasn’t going to run out of baby food anytime soon.  But looking at the baby food also reminded him that he hadn’t eaten anything yet today.  His stomach growled a little in agreement.  He took it as a bad sign that the sight of baby food should make him hungry!

	As they left the baby food aisle, their cart was noticeably loaded with baby food… and he was still drinking from his baby bottle – while his maid’s dress called all too much attention to him.  The looks he got from all too many of the customers kept his face very red with embarrassment.

	They were halfway down the next aisle when Mel’s phone started ringing.  She quickly fished it out of her purse.  “Hello?”

	“Where are you?”

	“Derek?”

	“Of course!  Who else?”

	“I don’t know.  We’re grocery shopping.”

	“Oh,” Derek replied somewhat surprised.  “I didn’t think of that.  It’s something I don’t do much myself anymore.”

	“In other words, you eat out all the time.”

	“Wouldn’t you?”

	“Not that often!”

	“So when will you be home?”

	“We’re almost done.  Are you thinking of coming over?”

	“I’m already there!”

	Mel paused for a moment.  “Okay, we’ll try to hurry up.  Give us about fifteen minutes.”  She hung up her phone.  “We need to get a move on, Sissy.  Derek is already home and waiting for us.  And that bottle better be finished before we get out of here!”

	As Mel drove home, she was a little put off that Derek had shown up uninvited again.  Actually, it wasn’t that he had shown up like that, she kind of considered it sweet.  It showed that he liked her.  It was just his assumption that she would be there waiting for him and would have nothing better to do.  At least he could have been polite enough to phone first!  Not that it was really a problem.

	She couldn’t help but notice Derek’s big SUV as she pulled into her parking space.  And as she and Sissy got out of her car, he got out of his. 

	Derek paused as he walked over to her car.  He paused because the sight of Sissy in his maid’s dress momentarily stopped him.  But a moment later he continued on and gave Mel a small kiss on the cheek to greet her.  “Want some help with that stuff?” he asked.

	Mel shook her head.  “No, Sissy can get it.”  She led the way up to her apartment, leaving Sissy to get all the bags.

	“So, is your ballet thing over with now?” Derek asked as soon as they got up to her apartment.

	“You… should have been there!” Mel replied with a grin.  “It was hysterical!”

	Derek couldn’t imagine anything about ballet being hysterical – even if it was Sissy who was performing it.  “Uh…  Let’s just say that dancing, of any sort, is not my thing.”

	“Pity!” Mel replied.  “Just what is your thing, by the way?”

	Derek shrugged.  “Work.  What else is there?”

	Mel realized that it was the one thing she already knew about him.  He spent most of his time working and did little else.  It was the reason he was now divorced.  “You need to find some other interests in life.  Things that make you happy.”

	Derek smiled.  “You make me happy!”

	Mel smiled.  “Flattery will get you everywhere!”

	Sissy lugged armload after armload of plastic grocery bags up the steps and into her apartment.  At least she wasn’t making him carry them one at a time today.  In fact, since Mel and Derek were just sitting in the living room talking, he wasn’t sure if either of them knew he was even there.  As soon as he got everything inside, he automatically grabbed another baby bottle and started putting everything away.  As he drank from his bottle he checked the time.  What worried him was that he didn’t think his diaper was as wet as it should be with the amount of time he had left to be leaking.  But then, he hadn’t really had nearly as much to drink today as he usually did.  He took a moment to just drink from his bottle before continuing to clean up the kitchen.

	The other good thing about drinking from his bottle, was that it helped with his feeling of hunger.  After grocery shopping and now putting all the food away, he was definitely feeling the lack of breakfast.  He briefly wondered if he could eat something while they were talking.  Since he was being totally ignored, he finally decided to do just that.  After all, wasn’t it proper for a maid to not bother her Mistress with trifling details? 

	“Oh, by the way,” Derek said as they reached a small lull in their conversation.  He reached into his pocket and fished around for a moment before withdrawing his hand again.  He opened it to display what he had found.  Two bent and misshaped cup hooks and a pair of screw-on earrings with some thin silver chain dangling down.  They didn’t look expensive at all.  In fact, they looked rather cheap and… ugly.  “Remember my little idea for keeping Sissy in place on that stand you’ve got in the corner for him?”

	“His perch?” Mel asked. 

	“You said I could try it if I wanted.”

	Mel remembered.  It was the time that Sissy had been there so long he had actually fallen asleep right there on his perch, and his head had turned to the side in the process.  She really wasn’t too sure about wanting to use Derek’s idea, but she decided it couldn’t hurt to let him go ahead and try it.  Besides, since he knew about Sissy and wasn’t being all that accepting of him, maybe it would be better to let him have his little bit of fun and try his idea.  But still…  A bit hesitantly, she asked, “Are you sure it won’t hurt him?”

	Derek shook his head.  “No.  See here, I found these screw on things instead of the pierced ones you usually wear.  That way with enough effort, they can always slip off of his ears.  Besides, with these it won’t matter what earrings he’s already wearing.  He doesn’t even have to remove them.  Just screw these in place and hook the chains over the cup hooks attached to the wall, and if I’ve figured this out right, he’s not going to be able to turn his head much at all.  And I doubt he’ll be going anywhere if you just do something to keep his hands off of them.”

	“Like tying them behind his back.”

	“Well… yeah.”

	Mel nodded, then shrugged.  “Try it,” she said, giving him permission.  “I’ll go get him.”

	Sissy had looked longingly at the food in the refrigerator as well as the food that Mel had in her cupboards… the ones that didn’t hold baby food.  Did he dare eat something that he knew she didn’t want him to? 

	“What are you doing?” Mel asked as she walked into the kitchen.

	Horrified that he had been caught, he curtseyed.  “I’m hungry,” he replied.  “I was just thinking about eating something so I wouldn’t have to disturb you.”

	Mel stopped before she could say anything else.  “Oh my God!  I totally forgot that you hadn’t eaten!”  With a normal servant she wouldn’t have cared as much.  But this was Sissy, and for now he was her total responsibility.  Besides, if she didn’t keep putting liquids and food into his system, there wouldn’t be enough to keep coming out to cause his incontinence.  And… she simply felt bad about it.  She turned back toward the living room.  “Derek, you’re going to have to wait a little while on that.  I’ve got to feed Sissy first!”

	“What?  Why?” Derek asked as he got up from his seat and headed for the kitchen.

	“I haven’t fed him at all today.  He’s hungry!  And he’s my responsibility!”

	Derek wasn’t at all sure about her logic, but he did know that she felt strongly about it – for whatever reason.  “Okay,” he replied.  “Do what you have to.  This was just an idea I had.  It can wait.”

	Mel didn’t care if he could wait or not.  She quickly opened the cupboard where all his baby food was stashed and started pulling jar after jar out.  As she did, she again noticed that his highchair was missing.  “Sissy, go get your highchair, right now.  We need it!”

	Chad was a bit embarrassed by that – in light of the fact that Derek was there, but he turned and headed for the door.  He went out and walked down to Sandy and Cassie’s apartment.  Where he knocked, hoping that nobody was home.  Unfortunately, Cassie answered the door fairly quickly.  He curtseyed.  “I need the highchair,” he told her in his sissy voice before curtseying again.

	Cassie stood back to let him in.  Chad started to step over the threshold, but he stopped himself quickly.  Curtsey.  “Um… If I go in, then I have to crawl,” he told her before curtseying again.

	“Just go get it,” Cassie replied with a bit of annoyance.  “And don’t worry about it.”

	Chad hurried inside.  He found the highchair in the kitchen and started to pick it up.

	“Who is it?” Sandy asked as she came out of their bedroom.

	“Sissy’s just getting the highchair,” Cassie told her.  “I told him he could walk this time.”  She had said it in such a way that Sandy knew better than to protest. 

	Chad lugged the heavy chair outside as Cassie held the door open for him.  He set the chair down and curtseyed.  “Thanks,” he said sincerely.

	“No problem,” Cassie replied with a hint of a smile.

	Chad picked up the heavy chair and lugged it back toward Mel’s apartment.  As he got close, he saw Derek stick his head out looking for him.  “Geez!” Derek said.  “You look like you’re going to hurt yourself with that thing!”  He walked all the way out of the apartment and met Sissy part of the way back.  “I’ll carry it for you.  You make it look like it weights a ton!” 

	Chad gratefully set the chair down and stood back for Derek to grab it.  He had no illusions about how much stronger Derek was than him.

	“I’ve seen women who are stronger!” Derek muttered as he easily picked the thing up and carried it into Mel’s apartment.

	It was embarrassing, but what could he do?  He simply wasn’t the big strong muscular type!  As he got back to the kitchen, he saw Derek placing the chair right where it was supposed to be.  He also noticed how much baby food Mel had placed out on the counter.  More than usual.  He had a bad vision of the day before when she had made him eat so much he nearly got sick.

	There was no doubt about it.  Being placed into his highchair, having the tray stuck in place, and having a bib tied around his neck – all in front of Derek was embarrassing.  Even though he was wearing his maid’s dress.  Having a plate full of nothing but baby food mush being set in front of him with only a tiny baby spoon to eat it with was also embarrassing.  The two baby bottles Mel set on his tray as well didn’t help matters either.  He was glad to see though, that while she had given him more food than usual, it wasn’t nearly as much as she had tried to make him eat yesterday. 

	“Since it’s almost lunchtime,” Mel told him, “I’ve given you more than usual.  And two bottles because you’re time’s running out!  And since Derek is here, if he wants to do the honors to punish you, then I’m going to let him.  So I suggest you drink up!”

	Chad glanced around at the clock.  She was right!  He didn’t have much time left.  He grabbed one of the bottles quickly and started drinking, ignoring the rest of his lunch set in front of him.  Leak!  Leak!  He had made a big mistake today in not drinking as many bottles as he needed to.  And now he was worried about paying for that mistake.  Leak!  Leak!

	Mel laced her arm through Derek’s.  “Let’s go back and sit again.  I’m afraid he’s going to be a while.”  She turned her head back toward Sissy.  “Unless he calls to tell me he’s leaking… which he better!”  She led Derek right back to the living room again, leaving Sissy alone with his lunch and his bottles.

	Chad drank furiously.  As hungry as he was, he was far more worried about being punished than easing a little bit of hunger.  Especially since it would be Derek who would be punishing him.  Leak!  Leak!  More and more often he turned his head to look at the clock.  He knew he was extremely wet, but was he wet enough to start leaking?  That, he wasn’t too sure of at all.
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	Mel checked the time… again.  She was doing that more and more often the closer it got to his deadline.  She was afraid it wasn’t looking too good for Sissy.  “He’s got less than a minute left,” she told Derek.  “Do you want to do the honors when he finally does start leaking?”

	“Not really,” Derek replied.  “But I will if you want.”

	“Do you think you can seriously punish him without really hurting him?”

	Derek shrugged.  “I guess I can try.”

	Mel nodded.  “Go a little easy, but just make sure you get the point across.”

	Chad watched as the second hand on the clock started going around in this last minute.  He had already finished one bottle and was mostly through with the second bottle.  He knew he had wet more, but was he leaking?  Sitting in the chair like he was it was very hard to tell.  In fact, it was possible that he was leaking and he didn’t know it.  Fifteen seconds before his time limit would be up, he suddenly yelled.  “I’m leaking!”  He was surprised it had come out of his mouth because he really had no idea if he was leaking or not.  He figured he was just too afraid of getting punished by Derek to take the chance.

	“Damn that was close!” Mel muttered as she got up from the couch. 

	“So he doesn’t get punished?” Derek asked for confirmation.

	“Nope,” Mel replied.  “He made it.  It was awfully close, but he made it.”

	Actually, Derek was nothing but relieved.  He really didn’t want to start hitting on Sissy again.  He wasn’t sure if he was over his anger at him or not.

	Chad continued to drink furiously at his remaining bottle.  His hope was that in the case he wasn’t leaking, he would be by the time Mel could remove his tray and check.  As far as he was concerned, every second counted!

	“You haven’t touched your lunch yet!” Mel exclaimed as she walked into the kitchen.  “I thought you were hungry.”

	“I am,” Sissy replied in his silly voice.  “I was too worried about leaking to eat!”

	Mel picked up the bottle he wasn’t drinking and realized it was empty.  She noticed how little he still had left in his current bottle – that he was still sucking on.  “You must have been worried!” she agreed.  She removed his uneaten food from his tray before removing the tray itself.  Still finishing his bottle, Chad got up from the highchair.

	“Turn around,” Mel told him, let me see the back of your dress.

	That was not a request that Chad wanted to hear.  But slowly, he turned his back to her. 

	Mel bent down so she could see better.  She pulled at his skirt just  a bit.  “It’s okay,” she told him.  “The spot is barely noticeable.  I guess we should have had you remove that dress before you sat down in it.”

	Chad was totally surprised.  Barely noticeable?  That meant that he really was leaking!  He felt nothing but relief! 

	“Head for the bathroom,” Mel told him.  “I’ll change you there.”

	Chad finally set his bottle down on the kitchen counter and hurried off for her bathroom.  Once there, he pulled the skirt of his dress up as high as he could so it would be out of the way.  Mel came in as he was doing it.  “You certainly cut that one close!” she said as she knelt down on the floor waiting for him.  “No reward time for you this time.”

	Chad didn’t care in the least about any reward time.  He was just glad this diaper hadn’t been too stubborn.  A few seconds later, he was lying down on the floor as Mel carefully pulled open the tapes on his current diaper.  Making sure he wasn’t in the process of peeing just then, she quickly pulled it out from under him and slid a fresh one in its place.  She brought the new one up through his legs to catch any pee that might suddenly escape from him.  But instead of fastening the tapes, she just left it there and found the jar of suppositories. 

	“What are you doing?” Derek asked from the doorway.

	Chad was somewhat horrified to realize that Derek was watching him get changed again.  But it wasn’t the first time, nor could he do anything about it.

	Instead of replying, Mel simply held up the jar so he could see what it was.

	“Again?” Derek asked.

	“Oh yeah!” Mel replied.  “These don’t stop till this bet is over with – if then!”  With a laugh, she faked pulling one out of the jar and closed the lid.  “Legs up!” she commanded.  She helped push his legs up higher to fully expose his backside.  A moment later, she was carefully pushing her finger way up into him – pretending to insert the suppository.

	Derek grunted a soft “Ugh!” as he watched.  Chad couldn’t have agreed more.

	Mel extracted her finger and helped support his legs as he slowly lowered them back to the floor.  But in doing so, the diaper covering his chastity device slipped a little and Mel had to grab it to quickly cover him as she saw a little bit of pee once again escaping him.  She noted that he always seemed to do that every time he lifted his legs like that.  She figured it was because the position put extra pressure on his bladder.  She certainly wasn’t going to complain about that at all.  It was exactly what she wanted to see!

	Derek quietly shook his head.  It had been bad enough watching her shove the suppository up his backside – even though he knew that she was only pretending, but seeing him helplessly peeing like that slightly hit his disgusting nerve.  Why would he ever want to be incontinent?  The moron!  What was wrong with him?  Well, as far as he could see, the dumb ass had gotten just what he wanted.  He wanted to be incontinent?  As far as he could see, Chad was just that – incontinent.  Totally!  Just like the kind of baby he seemed to like pretending to be.  He wanted it?  Now he had it.  And as far as he was concerned, he deserved it!  He turned away and walked off as Chad and Mel started getting up from the floor.

	“I take it you’re still hungry?” Mel asked him.

	Curtsey.  “Yes, Mistress.  Very.”  Curtsey.

	“Then hurry up and get back into your highchair.  And this time – eat!  I don’t want to wait for you to finish before you start making our lunch!  So eat fast!”

	Curtsey.  “Yes, Mistress,” Chad repeated before curtseying again.  He turned and hurried back to his highchair.  A minute later, Mel had put the tray back in place along with his lunch and a fresh bottle.  This time, Chad hungrily dived into his meal… spilling more than usual since he was hurrying to eat.

	Mel sat down next to Derek on the couch again.  “I think you’re going to have to wait a little while to try your idea.  It’s getting late and we still have to have lunch.  Then, he’s got a lot of work to do around here that has to get done today.”

	“That’s fine,” Derek replied agreeably.  “It was just an idea.”

	“No!” Mel replied.  “We just need to put it off till later, that’s all.  Let him catch up on some of the laundry and stuff that needs to get done first.”

	“At least you’ve got someone to do it for you,” Derek noted.  “That’s got to help.  Since my divorce, laundry isn’t exactly the highpoint on my list of things to do.”

	Mel laughed.  “Mine either.  That’s why it’s so nice to have Sissy to take care of things like that for me.”  She looked at him with a sly smile on her face.  “Be nice to me and I might ask Sissy to take care of your laundry for you sometime as well.”

	Derek was a bit surprised by the offer.  “To be honest, I wouldn’t mind that in the least!”  As he said it though, he wasn’t sure if he would simply be grateful to have the lousy chore done for him, or if it was because it would be something to put Sissy in his place.

	Chad walked into the living room and curtseyed.  “Your lunch is ready,” he announced before curtseying again.

	Mel and Derek said nothing, they just got up from where they were sitting and headed for the kitchen table – which was again nicely set. 

	“Do you have work to do Sissy?” Mel asked before she sat down.

	Curtsey.  “Yes, Mistress.  I really need to get started on the laundry.”  Curtsey.

	“Then get to it and don’t disturb us.  It’s either that or you can spend a few minutes on your perch again.”

	Curtsey.  “I’ll get on the laundry right away,” Chad replied before curtseying again and hurrying off.

	“I thought he might say that.” Mel muttered to Derek.

	Chad got the washer started, then went into Mel’s bedroom to clean that up.  When he finished there, he moved on to doing a quick clean up job in her bathroom.  He was getting necessary work out of the way while still staying out of their way.  By the time Mel and Derek had finished lunch, he was just putting a second load of clothes into the washer.  He did that before moving back to the kitchen to clean it up.  But he had no sooner started than someone knocked on the door.

	“Sissy…  Get that please,” Mel called from the living room.

	Chad hurried to the front door trying to figure who it would be – and worrying about it.  He remembered that the judges would be meeting this afternoon so he figured it would probably be Sandy or Cassie stopping by to discuss something about it with Mel before they went.  He opened the door, curtseying before it was even fully open… and he stopped!

	“What the heck?” Ray exclaimed as he stared in shock at Sissy in his maid’s uniform.  “What is this, Halloween or something?” he asked as he roughly pushed his way inside.  He was a bit angry to begin with since he had seen Derek’s SUV in the parking lot, but seeing Sissy in a maid’s getup had caught him by surprise.

	“Ray!” Mel exclaimed, totally surprised to see him.

	Ray stopped just inside the door.  His gaze fell on Derek who was just getting up from the couch where he had been sitting next to Mel.  He momentarily put Sissy out of his mind.  “What’s going on?” he demanded.

	Mel however thought he was talking about Sissy.  “What I do with Sissy is my…”

	“No!  I’m talking about him!” he said, pointing at Derek.  “What the hell are you doing here?”

	Derek’s ire was rising quickly.  “Sitting and talking!  We just had lunch.  What are you doing here?”

	“I came by because I thought we…” he referred to Mel and himself, “we’re going together.”

	“What?” both Mel and Derek exclaimed together.

	Mel shook her head.  “I never…”

	“You thought wrong!” Derek replied angrily, cutting Mel off in mid-sentence.  “As you can see, I’ve been here for quite a while now, and I’m not going anywhere!”

	“You mean she’s the one you’ve been dating all this time?” Ray asked, his own anger rising.

	“You got that right!” Derek retorted.

	“Well you’re not moving in on my territory!” Ray protested as he moved menacingly closer.

	“What do you mean, moving in?” Derek shot back as he too moved closer to Ray.  “I’m already here!  I’ve been here!  It’s you that’s trying to move in on me!”  His fists balled angrily, ready to fight.

	“Guys!” Mel shouted, trying to stop them before things went too far.  But she was totally ignored by both of them.

	“No you’re not!” Ray yelled back.  “I’ve worked too hard to get with her, and I’m not giving up now!” 

	“Worked too hard?” Derek asked.  “What the hell does that mean?  And what difference would it make anyway?  I’ve been here and I’m not leaving!”

	“What have I done?” Ray shot back.  “I’ve called her every single stinkin’ day trying to get her to go out!  I’ve taken her to dinner.  And I’ve taken her to bed and showed her what a real man can do for her!”

	“Well so have I!” Derek retorted, his anger still rising.

	“Not like I can!” Ray sneered.  He looked toward Mel.  “Tell him!  Tell him that nobody can match what I can do for you in bed!”

	Mel had a strange sense of deja-vu, but she didn’t know why.  She didn’t get long to think about it though as Derek shouted back at Ray.

	“I’ve heard all about your stupid ‘tricks’ you do in bed with everyone you go out with, and that means nothing!”

	“Maybe not to you,” Ray shot back, “but it sure beats anything you can do with them.”

	“Dumb tricks that mean nothing to any of your women!” Derek yelled back.  “And I’m sick and tired of all the jokes and pranks you pull on me when it comes to women!”

	“You’re sick?” Ray replied.  “How do you think I feel every time I hear you going out with one that I like?  Well you’re not getting this one.  She’s mine!  There’s no way I’m letting you get her money instead of me.”

	Mel had almost moved completely between the two big men, but she was suddenly brought up short.  Money?  “What money?” she asked.  But the two men totally ignored her.

	“What the hell are you talking about?” Derek asked, totally irritated by Ray.

	“She’s rich!  Filthy rich!” Ray replied, still in the grip of his anger.  “And you’re not getting it!”

	Derek was totally befuddled.  “What money?  Look around you!  Does this place look like she has money?  Sure she’s a lawyer and probably makes a pretty good living, but rich?  I think I have more money than she does!”

	“Who told you I had money?” Mel demanded.  But once again she was ignored by both men.

	“I have it on good authority!” Ray replied vehemently.  “Very good authority… that she’s very, very rich!”

	Derek stepped back away from Ray and shook his head.  “Get a grip!”  His anger was quickly changing more to simply disgust.

	Ray pressed forward as he saw his opponent retreating.  “You get a grip!  And get out of here!  Now!”

	“I will not!” Derek replied moving forward again with renewed anger. 

	But now Mel had had enough.  She ran around the furniture and not stopping, pushed her arms straight into Ray’s body, pushing him backwards.  “Get out!” she screamed angrily at him.  “Get out!  Get out now!  And don’t you ever come back here again!”

	Ray allowed himself to be pushed toward the door, but his eyes never once left Derek. 

	He stopped at the threshold though and wouldn’t allow himself to be pushed any further.  “Call me when you’re ready to move up to someone better,” he said, his eyes still never leaving Derek.  He turned quickly then and strode away.  “

	“And don’t ever come back!” Mel yelled angrily after him.  “And don’t ever call me either!” she screamed before striding back into her apartment.  Even though Sissy was still standing next to the door, ready to close it… or whatever, she grabbed the door and slammed it.  “Damn him!” she yelled.  She looked toward Derek.  She saw him, but her mind was really still seeing Ray, and reliving every second since he had arrived. 

	Ray was cursing himself the moment he turned away from Mel’s apartment.  He had really blown it… but good!  His stupid anger had made him slip up and mention her money.  Big mistake!  Big, big mistake!  He rarely got angry like that.  Very rarely!  But there was just something about seeing Derek there with her that had gotten to him.  Damn him!  Derek didn’t deserve all that money!  He did!

	“You want me to leave too?” Derek asked.

	It took a moment before his question registered with her.  She started to say yes, but she stopped herself before the words left her mouth.  “No, just give me a little while to calm down.”  Not wanting to be near anyone just then, she headed straight to her bedroom where she closed the door.  She laid across her freshly made bed.  Money?  Who had told Ray she had money?  There were very few people anymore that knew that about her now.  Very few!  And the only one she could really think of just then that might have let loose that little bit of information to Ray, was Gloria. 

	Money!  So that’s why he had called so insistently every day.  So that’s what all that sex had been about last night.  She should have realized it by some of the things he had said to her… by all the questions he had asked yesterday at dinner!  She should have realized.  She should have…  Well, Ray had certainly shown his true colors now.  Better that she find out sooner rather than later.  And to tell the truth, after knowing, she was glad to be rid of him!

	Sissy and Derek stared at each other for a few moments.  Derek finally moved back to his seat on the couch to wait for Mel.  Sissy went back to the kitchen to continue cleaning up.  That had been quite a confrontation.  He could just see fists flying the whole time he had watched.  He was still amazed that it had ended peacefully.  Peacefully?  Maybe that wasn’t exactly the word for it.  He was suddenly glad that he wouldn’t be at work all next week.  He might not work directly for either of them, but somehow he had no doubt that he would get brought into the mix somewhere.

	 


Chapter 58 (Sunday – week 9 Part 5 of 7)

	Derek was getting tired of sitting and waiting on Mel to come out of her bedroom.  She had been in there for quite a while now.  He was tempted to go knock on her door, but he wasn’t sure he should.  He got up from the couch and headed to the kitchen instead – where Sissy was.  He saw him wiping, or more accurately, polishing the counter tops.  As he worked, he continuously raised a baby bottle to his lips to drink, over and over again.

	Chad stopped working when he realized that Derek was there, watching him.  Uncertainly, he curtseyed… because he didn’t know what else to do.  Derek still scared him.  “Can I do anything for you?” he hesitantly asked in his sissy voice.  Then he curtseyed again. 

	Derek momentarily closed his eyes and silently grunted.  He collected his thoughts quickly though.  “She’s been in there a long time.”

	Curtsey, “I know.”  Curtsey.

	Derek could have done without all the fancy curtseying.  In fact, seeing his old friend doing it only made him feel more bothered by it. But he said nothing about it because it was something that Mel wanted him to do.  “Do you think I should check on her?” he asked.

	Chad was a bit surprised that Derek should ask him that.  Curtsey.  “I’m not sure,” he replied.  “It may be better to just give her the space she needs.”  Curtsey.

	Derek nodded.  He was probably right.

	Chad just stood there waiting for Derek to say something else… or do something else. But he wasn’t.  He was just standing there… looking at him.  He curtseyed again without thinking about it.  “Was there anything else?” he asked before automatically curtseying again.

	It was a moment before Derek answered.  “Why do you do it?” he asked.

	Huh?

	“Why do you put yourself through all this misery?  You have to hate it!”

	Chad blushed and the question actually made him want to curl up into a ball and hide.  But that option was exactly available.  He curtseyed.

	“Don’t… do that!” Derek protested without thinking.  “Just… talk to me!”

	Surprised, Chad had to force himself not to curtsey.  “It’s… hard to say,” he finally replied.  “It’s… something… deep inside of me.  Something my body… or my mind… seems to need.”

	Derek shook his head.  “I don’t understand how anyone can ‘need’ humiliation like that.  It’s stupid!  It doesn’t make sense!”

	Chad started to curtsey before he stopped himself and replied.  “I can’t help it.  That’s the best I can describe it.  I… can’t help it.”

	“So you’re actually gay?”

	Chad’s impulse was to curtsey again, but to this question it was easier not to.  “No!  Definitely not!  That’s a common assumption that everyone usually makes about people like me.  Most of us aren’t gay at all.  At least, I’m certainly not!”

	“You mean, there’s more like you?”

	This time, Chad did curtsey again.  “More than you think.  A lot more!”  And just because he realized he had curtseyed before he spoke, he curtseyed again.

	Derek ignored his curtseying this time.  “So how long have you been this way?”

	It was the question he easily knew the answer to, yet he hated to admit it.  “All my life.  For as long as I can remember.  At least… in some way or another.  I think some of this kind of… grows in you.  I think it kind of changes and develops the older you get.”

	Derek shook his head again.  “It’s still hard for me to understand.”

	“Don’t try,” Chad suggested.

	“What do you mean?”

	“Don’t try to understand it.  You don’t have to.  Heck, even I don’t fully understand it and I live with it.  I just need it.  That’s all I know.  Like it or not, I need it.  Or at least I want it so badly that it amounts to the same thing.”

	“But you lived without it all your life!”

	Chad shrugged.  “I did… and I didn’t.  This is what broke up my marriage.”

	That much Derek fully understood.  “I believe it!  So you’re planning on living like that for the rest of your life now?  It sounds horrible!”

	Chad shook his head.  “No.  In fact, after this week I’ll go back into hiding again with it.  At least as much as I can.”

	That surprised Derek.  “What do you mean?  Are you talking about if you win your bet with Mel?”

	“Of course.  No matter what she thinks, she can’t win.  It just can’t be done.”

	“You’re talking about the incontinence thing?”

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah.  You can’t make someone incontinent in just two months.”

	“But then, that’s what your bet is all about.  She thinks she can.”

	Chad shook his head.  “It can’t be done.”

	“I guess we’ll see soon enough.”

	“Next Friday.  I get two days to get it together again.  I’m hoping all I’ll need is a few hours.”

	“But you don’t really know, do you?”

	Chad shook his head again.  “No.  I guess not.  Not for sure.  But I’m still convinced she can’t win.”

	“I guess we’ll see.”

	“Yeah,” Chad replied, somewhat sadly.

	“So what happens then?  I mean if you win?”

	“You mean when I win.”

	“Just answer it.”

	Chad smiled.  “I don’t know.  I really don’t.  The way this went, I may be pretty much finished at work.  I don’t know.  I hope not.  I really like that job.  And I think I’m good at it.”

	“Knowing you, I’m sure you are.  You were always pretty smart about other things.  It’s just this… whatever it is… your stupid fantasies I guess.  That’s about the dumbest thing I’ve ever seen!”

	Chad just looked down at the ground in total embarrassment.  He had nothing he could say to that.

	After a minute, Derek said, “You’ll have to excuse me for saying it, but I’m finding it very difficult to get used to you being this way.  I guess I’ve known you too long.  And just seeing you now makes me so angry at what you’ve done to yourself!”

	Chad finally looked up.  “But I’m still me.  Still the same person inside!”

	“But you’re not you!  At least not the ‘you’ I thought I knew!”

	Chad looked back down again.  “But I’m still me,” he repeated softly.

	“You’ll excuse me if I have trouble showing any sympathy for you.  I don’t feel it.  None!  As far as I’m concerned, if this is the kind of life you really want, then I still think you deserve everything you get!  All of it!  No matter what!  It’s just so totally stupid… that you deserve it!”

	Chad still couldn’t look up.  “I know,” he replied sadly.  “But… that’s kind of the problem too.  I hate it all… but I love it all too.  As much as I don’t want it, I really do want it even more.”  He looked up again.  “I can’t help it.  I just do!”

	Derek shook his head.  “So what do I do?”

	“Nothing.  Whatever you want.  And… I guess, I’ll do whatever you want as well.”  And then he looked down again and added.  “One way or another, no matter how this thing comes out.”

	“What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“As long as I’m under Mel’s control, I don’t have much choice anyway.  Whatever she wants, I have to do.  I’m guessing that unless she tells me differently, that includes doing whatever you want me to do as well.”

	“But your bet is almost over.  And you think you’re going to win.  What then?”

	Chad glanced up from the floor at him, but only briefly.  “Then?  I guess it depends.  Whether you think so or not, I’m still your friend.  If you need me to do something, just ask.  Besides, you know my secret.  All of it…  And there are parts of it that most others still don’t know about me.  I’d kind of like to keep it that way if possible.  But if you ask me to do something, I’ll probably do it for you.”

	“Just like that.”

	Sheepishly, Chad admitted, “Just like that.”

	Derek shook his head yet again.  “Stupidity!” Derek muttered more to himself than for Chad’s benefit.

	Mel looked up at the mirror over top of her dresser.  She knew she had been sulking for a long time, but really, why shouldn’t she?  Damn Ray!  Damn men in general!  She wondered briefly if that sentiment should be extended to Derek as well and decided it should – definitely!  Her mind briefly wondered if she should include Sissy as well, but that thought was gone almost before it entered her mind, so it was never really considered.

	Her mind finally focused more on her face that she saw in that mirror.  She looked a sight!  She hadn’t really cried… okay, she had, but just a little.  She was mostly just angry.  And as much angry at herself as she was at Ray.  The face she saw in the mirror look old somehow.  Too old.  She wasn’t that old!  At least, she didn’t want to look, or be, that old. 

	She forced herself to her feet.  She looked at her makeup and rejected everything she saw.  Why bother?  Only then did she remember that Derek was still out there in the living room – if he was still out there.  She glanced at the clock and winced.  She had been in here a long time.  Like it or not, it was time to rejoin the living.  The first thing she needed to do was to wash her face – which meant leaving the sanctity of her bedroom and going out to her bathroom. 

	Damn Ray!  Damn men in general!

	She opened her bedroom door and with a purposeful step, strode out.  She didn’t see Derek in the living room but she heard voices coming from the kitchen.  She ignored them and went to wash her face.

	Clean face, brushed hair, and it’s amazing how a little bit of lip gloss applied to overly dry lips can lift your spirits.  She left the bathroom feeling bad for ignoring her guest – Derek – for so long.

	Derek watched as Chad pulled the skirt of his maid’s uniform back down after changing his leaking diaper.  He had actually changed himself while standing up.  That had been something of a surprise.  The noise of the bathroom door opening again caught his attention and he was pleased to see Mel walking toward him.  He was more pleased to note that she didn’t look upset at all.  At least not that he could see.

	“What are you two talking about?” she asked pleasantly as she walked up to Derek and planted a little kiss on his cheek.  “Sorry about that,” she said softly. 

	“No problem,” Derek replied.  “I was getting worried about you though.”

	“Thanks, but I’m okay,” she said.  “So what’s up?”

	“Sissy was just changing his diaper,” Derek told her.

	Mel glanced over at Sissy and saw the old diaper still on the kitchen floor.  “Just now?” she asked.

	Chad curtseyed.  “Yes, Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	She glanced at the clock and smiled.  “No reward time again, but at least you don’t get punished.  An hour and forty-five, Sissy,” she finished, knowing full well that the last part was unnecessary. 

	Andrea had been there for almost half an hour now.  She had purposely gotten to the office early in case anyone else was early.  As soon as she arrived, she had taken the opportunity to put the coffee pot on in case anyone wanted any.  And as soon as the coffee was making, she had also made photo copies of the bet contract and set one out on the conference table for everyone who would be coming.  Now all she needed was for the others to show up.  She went back to the front door to wait.

	Not surprisingly, Gloria was the first to arrive.  Andrea let her in with a warm greeting and let her find her own way back to the conference room since another car was just pulling into the lot.  A few minutes later, she welcomed Sandra and Cassie just as warmly. 

	She had to wait longer for Robin to get there.  Robin was a bit flustered since she was worried about being late.  “Sorry!” Robin apologized as she ran up.  “I had to wait till my husband came home to take care of the baby.”

	“No problem,” Andrea replied calmly.  “You’re right on time.”  The two women hurried back to the conference room where the others were gossiping animatedly.  Robin was quickly greeted by everyone as she came in and sat down… and the gossiping continued. 

	Gloria let their socializing go on for a little while.  In fact, she herself was rather enjoying it.  But eventually she knew they had to get down to business or they’d never get out of there.  “Ladies!” she called politely to get everyone’s attention.  “Ladies!”

	The women eventually settled down and gave their attention completely to Gloria. 

	“We all know why we’re here,” Gloria said, “so now we need to figure out a plan of attack so we can decide just who’s going to win this bet.”

	“Decide?” Robin asked with a bit of a chuckle.  “I don’t see how Sissy can win at all.  From everything I’ve seen, he’s totally incontinent already.”

	“I’ll second that!” Sandy replied.  “I don’t see how he can win either.”

	“That may very well be,” Gloria said, “but we still need to judge him and come to a determination fairly.  And what if by some stroke of fate, he does show that he can control himself.  We need to be ready to deal with that.”

	Robin nodded.  “I know.  And he’s still claiming just that.  He still thinks he’s going to win!  He told me so on Friday.”

	“You’re kidding?” Sandy replied. 

	“No.  He really does!” Robin confirmed.

	“Ladies!” Gloria said to get their attention again.  “So you see, we really do have to come up with some kind of a plan.  Before we start though, I think there’s one other thing we should all keep in mind while we’re doing this.”  She saw the questioning looks on everyone’s faces.  “Mel is planning on trying to convince Chad to throw the bet.  She’s so afraid of losing that she wants to convince him to either outright concede or to at least act like he’s incontinent when we judge him.  And I’m still trying to decide if that constitutes cheating or not.”

	“So what if it is?” Cassie asked.

	“I don’t think it’s going to matter,” Andrea threw in.  “If you all look at the copy of their bet that I gave you, you’ll notice that she has pretty much total say over everything, and he has no say at all.  She can do anything she wants!  I’m guessing including trying to convince him to concede.  So as I see it, for her, it’s totally legal.”

	“I’m still not happy about it,” Gloria replied as she skimmed through the document in front of her. 

	“But what can we do about it anyway?” Cassie asked.  “Either we won’t be able to tell, or for her it’s completely legal.  As I see it, we really just have to call it like we see it.”

	Gloria nodded.  “You’re right of course.  In the end, we just have to call it the best we can.”  She put a rather stern look on her face.  “And that means, being honest!  No slanting our decision one way or another.”

	Most of the women nodded their agreement, but she was surprised to see kind of an undecided look on Sandy’s face.  Gloria had no choice but to ignore it.  “So how should we decide?” she asked.  “Any ideas?”

	“While we’re at it,” Robin said.  “What time are we going to do this?  I mean, can we put a cutoff time on it?  I have a family to get back to.  I really don’t want to wait around half the night to figure it out.”

	“Good point,” Andrea agreed.  “I can tell you that it was probably about three or four in the afternoon when I put my notary stamp on that document.  And I for one would rather not wait around much longer than that.”  She was reward to get a sense of agreement from everyone. 

	“I agree,” Gloria replied.  She looked at everyone, “So, for the sake of setting a plan, we say that Chad has until… three pm to show us what he can do.  And that’s it!  After that, we get together and decide.  I don’t exactly want to wait around any longer than necessary either.”  She saw agreeing nods from all around the table. 

	“So if three pm is the end of it, when do we start judging him?” Robin asked.  “I take it we all get together at some time and just sit around and watch him?  Like I said, I have a family to think of.”

	“How much time do we think we’re going to need?” Andrea asked.

	“Fifteen minutes,” Sandy said quietly, for which she got an unapproving look from Gloria. 

	“A couple of hours I would guess would be the most fair,” Cassie replied.

	“Wouldn’t that kind of depend on what we want to judge him on?” Andrea asked.

	“What do you mean?” Cassie asked.  “Shouldn’t we just have him stand there and see if he wets his pants or something?”

	“We could,” Andrea replied.  “But what if…”

	The discussion went on.  The longer it went on, the more they found that they needed to address.  Most of the women had thought that it would be a very simple matter to determine, but once Andrea threw out her concern, then that led to other concerns… which in turn led to still more.  And they had to come up with a way to cover everything as best they could. 

	The three pm deadline got pushed back to four pm to account for the time that Robin said he usually messed his diaper every day.  And between Andrea and Gloria’s concerns, they finally decided to start judging him at one o’clock in the afternoon – but they would all meet first at Cassie and Sandy’s apartment at twelve thirty to make sure they were ready.  Plus, they all had some shopping to do before the judging and they had to make sure everything was ready. 

	It wasn’t a perfect plan, but it was the best they could come up with under the circumstances.  If he really wanted to, they all figured that Chad could still throw his side of the bet and they might never know, but their plan did lessen that possibility somewhat.  The only thing was, they were all fairly sure he wasn’t going to like what they were going to require him to do.  But they weren’t going to give him a choice in the matter.  Mel’s consideration was never even mentioned.

	And one last thing was decided.  No matter what, Mel and Chad would not be told what was going to happen – until all the judges were there with him at one o’clock next Saturday.  That way Mel could have no chance to “prepare” Chad beforehand.

	“Well ladies,” Gloria said, “I think that about does it.  Any other suggestions?”  She looked around the table but everyone was shaking their heads.  “That about does it then.  Thank you all for doing this… and for going along with me in my wish to oversee this thing.  I simply want it to go fairly… no matter who wins.”

	 


Chapter 58 (Sunday – week 9 Part 6 of 7)

	Sissy was still working on the laundry and was nearing its completion when Mel’s phone rang.  Mel was more than happy to stop watching TV with Derek to go answer it since she was bored by the sports game he had pulled up on her set – without even asking her if she was interested in seeing it.  “Hello?” she said as she picked her phone up.

	“Hi Mel.  It’s Gloria.  I promised to call you when our meeting broke up.”

	“Great!  I appreciate it, Gloria.  So what happened?”

	“It was a lot more difficult than I thought it would be.  But I need to tell you that we’re all going to be there at one o’clock sharp next Saturday afternoon.”

	“Okay.  So what’s going to happen?”

	“We’ll let you know then.  Oh, and don’t bother having lunch before that.”

	“Don’t have lunch?”

	“I’ll tell you about it then.”

	“How about anything else?” Mel asked.

	“I’m afraid I can’t tell you more than that, and none of the others are going to clue you in either.  You’ll have to wait till Saturday.”

	“That’s crazy!” Mel replied.

	“Like it or not, that’s the way it’s going to be.  See you next Saturday – one o’clock!”

	Before Mel could protest or say anything else, Gloria hung up on her.  She was left staring bewildered at her phone.  Not going to tell her?  Why?  She wondered if Andrea or Sandy might tell her more about what went on.  She immediately dialed Andrea’s number.  Andrea worked for her.  She was sure Andrea would tell her more.  “Hi Andrea.  I was just wondering how your meeting went today?”

	“Hi Mel.  I was guessing you might call.  I’m sure that you already know that we’re all getting together at your place at one next Saturday.”

	“Yeah, Gloria told me that much, but what happens then?”

	“I’m afraid you’ll have to wait till next Saturday to find out.”

	“Andrea, not you too!  You can’t leave me in the dark like this!”

	“Sorry Mel.  But we’ve decided that you’ll just wait till then to find out what’s going on.”

	“Okay.  See you tomorrow,” Mel replied and hung up.  She immediately started dialing Sandy’s number.  And two minutes later hung up just as frustrated.  None of them were going to talk to her!  That was crazy!  She didn’t want to wait till next Saturday to find out what they had on their minds.  And why would they need to keep her in the dark anyway?  Why not just come over and see if he wets himself?  Why?  Why?  Why?

	Frustrated, she went back to the couch to slump down next to Derek.  But now her brain had something else to fume about besides Derek automatically assuming she wanted to watch sports on TV.

	Chad knew it was going to happen – and he dreaded it.  He didn’t feel anything different, but he knew by the time of day that the lousy suppository that Mel had shoved up inside of him earlier would be doing its “thing” fairly soon.  He just never knew exactly when that “thing” was going to happen.  But that whole process was also something he was very well used to now.  He also knew without a doubt that it was something he wouldn’t be able to do anything about.  Well, like it or not, when it happened, it would be better to get the thing over with quickly rather than prolong the agony – as if he could.  With the suppository he had no control of it at all. 

	He had long before finished all of Mel’s laundry and was now working on the last of his own things – actually, he was waiting on the cloth diapers he had cleaned to finish in the dryer while he ironed and folded some of his other clothes.  He had a large pile of things to take back to his apartment when he was done.  He also knew he would have to take a bunch of baby bottles back to his apartment as well since he had none at all there.  He had been making sure to keep the bottles close to his mouth all afternoon.  He had too many close calls earlier and he didn’t want to take a chance on Derek punishing him if he was late.

	Derek and Mel were watching the game on TV and were totally ignoring him… as was only right.  Strangely, he wasn’t all that interested in the game.  He had simply set himself to work and concentrated on that.  Well, the confrontation with Ray earlier had stayed fairly prominent in his mind while he worked.  He still didn’t know what to think about that. 

	He finished ironing just as he heard the dryer click off.  He opened the door and bent down to reach inside – and of course that was when he felt the darn suppository go to work.  He stood up quickly, his whole body going into a mild state of shock as happened.  Fortunately, as was usual now, it didn’t last all that long.  Unfortunately, he now had a problem in his pants to deal with.  He curtseyed, carefully, without thinking about it even though Mel wasn’t even looking at him.  “Mistress!”

	Mel turned around to face Sissy when she heard him call.

	“I have a problem,” he told her.  He merely nodded his head toward his backside and he could see that she got the message.

	Mel got up from the couch, glad for a reason to not watch what was happening on TV.  Why did those stupid games have to last so long?  “Are you messy?” she asked for confirmation.

	Curtsey slightly.  “Yes, Mistress.”  Small curtsey.

	“Okay,” she said.  “I guess we better change you quickly.”

	But Chad had a better idea.  Curtsey – a bit.  “Mistress, I have a lot of things to take back to my apartment.  Can I just take some and get a shower to clean up before I get the rest?”

	Mel thought about that – for only a moment.  “Yeah, that sounds like a good idea.  Go for it,” she told him.  Actually, she was relieved not to have to worry about either cleaning him herself or watching while he cleaned himself up.  Unfortunately, she no longer had an excuse for not sitting with Derek to watch the dumb game again.  “Derek,” she called.  “How much longer till that game is over?”

	Derek barely turned his head.  “Since there’s still ten minutes left, I’m guessing about twenty or thirty minutes.  You know how these last periods go.”

	Actually, Mel didn’t know or care.  Why should it take twenty or thirty minutes to finish something when there were only ten minutes left on the clock?  Not that she really cared.  She went back and sat down with him again. 

	Chad pulled his keys out of his purse and then picked up an armload of stuff.  Careful not to disturb the mess in his diaper any more than necessary, he went out her door and over to his apartment.  He carried the clothes in his arms into his bedroom where he carefully bent down and set them on the floor.  Then he headed straight for his bathroom.  He was really glad Mel was letting him take a shower to clean himself up.  It worked so much better!

	Fifteen minutes later he was happily clean and had just taped a fresh diaper in place.  He redressed in his maid’s uniform, touched up his hair and makeup, and feeling better than he had in a while, went back to Mel’s apartment. 

	Mel turned her head the moment she heard Sissy coming back in.  She looked at the clock.  “You’ve now got an hour and thirty minutes to start leaking,” she told him.  “It took you so long to get back here that I’m deducting that fifteen minutes.  No telling how long it was since you put that diaper on before you got back here!”

	Chad curtseyed even though he didn’t make any other reply.  In fact she wasn’t even looking at him.  She was back to watching the end of the game with Derek.  An hour and a half.  Well, he supposed that since the time he really had put his diaper on it wasn’t really all that much less.  He did pick up his latest bottle though and started drinking again.  With his bottle in one hand, he did his best to pick up as more of his own laundry that he had just finished cleaning and carried it back to his apartment where he put it all away.  Whenever possible, he sipped from his bottle.  It was becoming a habit now that he barely thought about as he worked.  It took him several trips to get it all, and of course, two more trips with bags full of baby bottles to restock his refrigerator.  He was glad he was going back and forth while wearing his maid’s dress.  It was far better than having to do it in just his diaper.

	“Is it over finally?” Mel asked. 

	Derek looked at her like she was crazy.  “Of course!”

	“Finally!” Mel muttered.  “Can we watch something else now besides sports?”

	“Sure, if you want,” Derek replied.  “Or actually, I was kind of thinking of going out to get something to eat.  Want to go?”

	“I don’t mind,” Mel replied, “but I’m not going anywhere unless Sissy comes along.  And for the rest of the week he’s only getting baby food to eat and nothing else.”

	“Baby food!  What are you going to do, let him eat later, when you get home?”

	“Of course not!” Mel replied.  “I wouldn’t be that cruel as to eat dinner and not let him eat something.  I’m going to feed him in the restaurant.” 

	Derek couldn’t help but notice the sly smile she had on her face as she said that.  He shook his head.  “Whatever!  Let’s just go get something.  I’m hungry!”

	“Fine by me,” Mel replied.  She turned her head as she heard Sissy coming back into the apartment from one of the many trips he seemed to be making back to his place.  “Sissy!  Get your diaper bag, we’re going out.”

	While Mel was freshening her face, Derek got up and watched Sissy quickly going through his diaper bag.  But when Mel finally came back, he asked, “Are you taking him out dressed like that?”

	Mel looked Sissy over.  “Sure, why not?”

	Derek shook his head.  If you’re planning on letting him eat only baby food in the restaurant, then won’t that look strange with him dressed up like a maid?”

	Mel smiled.  “I would imagine that it will be no stranger than him wearing that dress in the first place.  Would you like to pick out something else from his closet?  He has several very pretty little girl party dresses that I love seeing him in.” 

	Derek quickly shook his head.  “No thanks!  I’ll pass.  I don’t want to make being out with him any worse than it already will be.”

	“I thought so,” Mel replied as she headed for the kitchen.  “Sissy… bring your diaper bag.  We need to get you some food.”

	“Where are we going?” Mel asked as they were driving out of the parking lot.

	“I feel like pizza!” Derek exclaimed happily.  “I always feel like pizza after a big game.  How about you?”

	Mel was a bit put off.  “Pizza isn’t really my favorite food,” she replied.

	“Derek acted surprised.  “How can you not like pizza?  Everybody likes it!  How about you Sissy?” he called to the back seat.

	“I wike it too,” Sissy replied in his silly voice.

	“See,” Derek said. 

	“I’m not everybody,” Mel replied.  She did notice though that Derek didn’t even offer to go anywhere else.  Especially since ten minutes later he pulled into the pizza place parking lot.  It wasn’t that she really didn’t like pizza, it just wasn’t her first choice of something to eat… ever! 

	Inside, Derek led them straight to one of the booths and sat down on one side.  Mel ushered Sissy into the seat on the other side first and then sat next to him.  Chad figured that he would have felt much better if he didn’t have to wear the apron with his maid’s dress.  He had noticed the looks he got from a few of the store’s staff as well as a few other customers as they came in.  He wasn’t sure what they thought about the pink diaper bag he was carrying. 

	Since he already knew what he would be eating, unfortunately, Chad didn’t even bother picking up a menu.  He simply sat quietly while Derek and Mel looked over theirs. 

	The waitress came by and gave a few questioning looks in Chad’s direction, and took their drink orders.  Mel ordered a large tea for Chad. 

	Derek put his menu down shortly after the waitress left.  “I can’t believe we lost again!” Derek said to Mel.

	It took Mel a moment to realize he was talking about the game he… well they, had watched on TV.  The one she couldn’t have cared less about.  “I take it you’re disappointed.”

	“Disappointed?  We we’re so close to winning!  We lost the last two games!  That’s three in a row now!”

	Mel simply wondered why he should care so much.  But she knew most guys seemed to be passionate about sports.  Many women too.  She just wasn’t one of them.  Actually, she didn’t really begrudge him that at all.  In fact, it kind of went well with his macho manly image that she liked so much about him.  She simply wasn’t the type to discuss much about sports.  It wasn’t her thing.  She asked in reply, “And I guess it drives you crazy that they lost?”

	“Well… yeah!  Of course!  We could have been going to the championships!  Now, that’s very unlikely.”

	Mel let him ramble on and just listened for a bit.  And he had said he wasn’t interested in anything except work?  Somehow he had forgotten to mention what a sports nut he could be.  She was actually glad when the waitress finally showed up and set their drinks on the table.

	“A large meat lovers,” Derek told her.  He looked briefly over toward Sissy.  “And I think we’re only going to need two plates.”

	Mel realized that he wasn’t giving her a chance to order what she wanted.  Again she was put off a bit, but she said nothing about it.  As soon as the waitress left, she poured part of Sissy’s drink into his baby bottle.  She was pleased to see that Sissy didn’t even wait to start drinking from it – even in a restaurant they had never been to before.  But then, he had better drink that bottle because he wasn’t getting out of here until his entire large drink was finished – and maybe more.  

	Derek looked very agitatedly at Chad for a moment as he watched him with the baby bottle in his mouth – in public.  He purposely tried turning his head so he wouldn’t have to look directly at him.  But in order to see Mel, he couldn’t help but see something of Chad since he was sitting right next to her.  He wasn’t really comfortable with it.  He was only glad that they had chosen a booth and that where Chad was sitting he wouldn’t be quite so visible… he hoped.

	Mel wanted to get the conversation away from sports.  As much as she really didn’t want to talk about Ray, she had to ask, “What are you going to do about Ray?  Don’t you work with him sometimes?”  Her question caught Chad’s full attention too.

	Derek’s mood darkened.  “I don’t know what got into him?  He’s always been something of a pain in the ass.  He likes playing practical jokes too, but it’s always been harmless stuff.  But the way he was today?  I don’t understand it!”  He looked directly at Mel.  “I take it you two had a good time last night?”

	Mel blushed at the question.  “Sort of,” she replied hesitantly. Then she much bolder she added, “Yes, I think you could accurately say that.  But to tell the truth, he did get to be a bit much after a while.”

	Derek stared at her for a few moments.  “I’m not sure I want to know what went on.”

	“No you don’t!” Mel replied.  “And don’t you even start with any nonsense that I shouldn’t have done anything with him since you and I have been dating too!  I’m a grown woman and I can do what I like… just as I wouldn’t stop you from going out with whoever you like as well!”

	Derek sat back and held his hands up.  “Whoa!  I didn’t say anything.”

	“Sorry,” Mel replied contritely.  “After the way Ray behaved earlier, I’m still a bit angry.”

	“I can believe it!”

	“So what are you going to do?” she asked.

	“Me?  Nothing… I hope.  We have to confer on things sometimes, but not all that often.  We are working together on a sticky little problem right now, but I just don’t see him being much of a real problem to me, even at work.  And I still don’t believe he acted the way he did today.”

	“So you’re not worried about him?”

	“Not really.  Not at all in fact.”  He looked closely at Mel and lowered his voice a bit.  “Tell me, what he said about you, is it true?”

	Mel instantly got angry.  Her finances were her business and nobody else’s!  Carefully controlling her voice, she replied, “Let’s just say that Ray was way out of line!”

	Derek wasn’t sure what to make of that, but he left the question alone since obviously it was something she didn’t want to discuss.

	Chad really liked pizza.  And the meat lover’s pizza was making his mouth water… or it would have if his mouth wasn’t currently stuffed with greenish goo.  His brain saw the pizza and his nose smelled it, but his mouth tasted nothing but rather odd tasting baby food.  It was horribly frustrating.  What made it worse was that Mel insisted on feeding him herself between bites of her own pizza.  He had to watch her take a bite or two, then he had to let her stuff several tiny spoonfuls of the infant food into his mouth – directly from the jars. 

	What didn’t help at all was that he was sitting on the inside of the booth away from the other customers, but that meant that he had to look outward all the time, so he was pretty much forced to see the looks of amused astonishment from all too many people.  Their looks made him cringe with shame, but it was when they pointed at him that he felt it the worst.  And between each of his “feedings” while Mel was taking bites of her pizza, he had to drink from his baby bottle.  At least there was no doubt about how wet his diaper was currently getting.  The only question now was how early the thing would start leaking.  He only hoped they could get home before that happened. 

	“Open wide,” Mel said again and Chad dutifully opened his mouth and let her feed him the miniscule bit of… whatever it was… the jar said peas but he had his doubts about that.  Her spoon was back again all too quickly and a tiny bit of it wound up on his chin.  Mel grabbed his bib and wiped his chin clean before plunging the tiny spoon back into the jar again. 

	Talk about humiliating frustration!  He was being spoon-fed baby food like an infant, and drinking from a baby bottle, while wearing a baby bib, while also wearing an obvious maid’s dress, all of it out in public!  And all the while he had to smell and see a mouthwatering delicious pizza right in front of his eyes    !  It was the very definition of frustration!  And his little backside was just itching to feel a nice slippery dildo toy sliding in and out of it – massaging and relieving his monstrous sexual need!

	 


Chapter 58 (Sunday – week 9 Part 7 of 7)

	They were climbing the steps up to the apartment after returning from the restaurant when Chad felt the first noticeable sign that he was starting to leak.  He didn’t curtsey because while going up the steps it never even occurred to him.  “Um… Mistress,” he called to catch Mel’s attention.   He had to wait till she looked back at him.  “I’m leaking,” he told her as they all continued to climb.

	Mel checked her watch.  “Congratulations,” she replied as she reached the top of the stairs.  “You managed that in… maybe a whole minute less than an hour and a half.  So you’ve now got one minute of reward time coming.  Do you want to use that now or see if you can build on it for later?”

	“I think later would be better,” Chad replied, glancing at Derek. 

	“I kind of thought you’d say that.  I suggest you get that diaper changed and quickly since I’ve already started your next countdown!”

	Derek didn’t say anything, but he breathed a mental sigh of relief the moment he walked back into Mel’s apartment.  He had gotten through it – again – having dinner with Sissy present.  It was particularly bad this time since Mel had insisted on feeding him the baby food in the restaurant.  He found it very uncomfortable to sit there and eat while trying to act like nothing out of the ordinary was going on.  And everyone there had been constantly looking at him… well, mostly they all had looked at Chad and Mel, but he was sure they had wondered about him too.  It had been embarrassing!  And he wasn’t the one who really needed to be embarrassed!

	As he headed for the couch he saw Chad heading toward the bathroom to change his leaking diaper.  Thank God for small favors.  At least he hadn’t started leaking while they were in the restaurant.  The last thing he would have wanted to see was Mel changing her “baby” out in the middle of the floor of that place!

	Well, now they were back and there wasn’t much to do except watch TV… which wasn’t exactly what he really wanted to do with Mel.  But that reminded him of what he had recently found out about Mel and Ray being together last night.  Ray had something of a reputation among the ladies – a sexual reputation.  He couldn’t help but wonder how he himself stacked up in that department compared to Ray.  The thought bothered him a little.  Well, tonight he would just have to try a little harder with Mel to impress her – he guessed because he didn’t want to be considered second rate next to Ray.  But then, what did Ray have that he didn’t?  Nothing!  And… he had Mel!  That was one big thing in his favor!  Now if he could just get rid of Sissy!

	And speaking of getting rid of Sissy.  He stuck his hand into his pocket and extracted the cup hooks and earrings he had shown Mel earlier.  Was Sissy far enough done with all his housework yet that he could at least see if his idea worked?  Mel had gone into her bedroom as soon as they gotten back and hadn’t come out yet.  Instead of turning on the TV, he sat down on the couch again and waited for Mel.  Fortunately, he didn’t have to wait long.  She was back long before Sissy had his diaper changed.

	He opened his hand exposing the ugly jewelry he held.  “Do you think Sissy is done enough with his work now that we can try this… just to see if it works?

	Mel stared again at the items in his hand.  She had forgotten about Derek’s little idea.  “I’m sure he’s done enough,” she replied.  “And anything else he needs to do can certainly wait a little while.”

	Chad was back out of the bathroom a minute later.  “Sissy,” Mel told him, “get up on your perch for a while.”

	Chad was a bit stunned by the sudden order.  He didn’t really have all that much to do, but standing in the corner on his perch wasn’t anywhere near the top of his list.  Having little choice in the matter, he curtseyed a bit hesitantly and made his way to the corner.  He realized both Mel and Derek were watching him closely as he placed one foot at a time on his perch, climbing up onto it, forcing his feet to remain in position where they were very uncomfortable, and forcing his body to lean in closer to the blank walls of the corner where he could see almost nothing.  Back in the corner again.  Ugh!

	Derek went over to stand behind him and examine the corner and his position very closely.  He took one of the bent up cup hooks and placed the screw point against the wall about where he thought it needed to go.  He pushed hard making a small mark in the wall.  Then he did the same to the wall on the other side of Sissy’s head.  “Get out of there for a minute,” Derek told him.  “I need more room.”

	Sissy was glad to get off his perch again, but he was a bit afraid now as to why.  What had Derek done?  Nothing that he could see.  But a moment later he watched as Derek screwed one of the cup hooks into the wall very near to where his head would be.  As Derek moved to the other wall, Chad stared at the first hook Derek had installed.  It was bent almost straight up so that the cup part of the hook was more straight than circular and extended up probably less than half an inch.  As Derek stepped back, he saw that the second hook on the other side was bent the same way.

	“Okay Sissy.  You can get back there again.”

	Chad moved, but it was with growing apprehension.  A moment later, he was once again nearly blind as his eyes could see nothing but the walls of the corner – all too close to his head.  And with both Derek and Mel standing so close, he was extra careful to not move any part of his body even a fraction of an inch.   

	Derek held out the screw-on earrings to Mel.  “Do you want to do the honors?”

	Mel was surprised that he would ask, but she took the earrings out of his hand and examined them briefly.  Simple cheap screw-on earrings.  It was the silver chains attached to them that really made them ugly.  Obviously, whatever else had once decorated the earrings had been removed and the chains put in their place.  She grabbed one of them and approached Sissy’s left ear.  Putting it over his earlobe just above the blue stud of his pierced earring, she screwed it in place, being careful to screw it tight, but not too tight.  When it was on, she tugged on it a bit to make sure it was secure enough that it wouldn’t just slide right off.  She dropped it and let it dangle.  “Now what?” she asked.  “I just stick the chain over the hook?” 

	“That’s it,” Derek confirmed. 

	Mel did so, trying several links in the chain first so that when she finally released it, the chain was stretched somewhat tightly but only pulling his earlobe out a little.  She didn’t think it looked painful in any way at all for Sissy, but that was only one earring.  She also noticed that as she put it in place over the hook, since the hook was located slightly in front of Sissy’s ears, it had pulled his head even tighter into the corner than it had been. 

	Moving to the other side, she installed that earring as well.  This one she noticed put a small strain on both earlobes as she pulled the chain and managed to get it over the hook.  She also noticed that his head was now pressed even tighter into the corner.  Since the hooks were placed just forward of his ears, the tighter he kept his head pressed into the corner, the less the strain on his ears.  When she was done she stepped back for a better look.  There were now chains attached tightly from both of Sissy’s earlobes to the walls on either side.  Both his earlobes were pulled, but only a little.  She was fairly sure it wasn’t too uncomfortable for him at all… as long as he kept his face pressed tightly into the corner and didn’t move. 

	“Move your head,” she told Sissy.  “Let’s see how much room you’ve got.”

	Chad tried to turn his head, but it moved only a fraction of an inch before he felt the tug on both ears stopping him.  Being pressed so tightly into the wall hindered him as well.  He tried to pull back a bit and turn his head, but pulling his head back also pulled on the chains and didn’t allow him any more movement than the tiny bit of an inch that he had.  Basically, he couldn’t turn his head at all!  “I… can’t,” he finally replied, not knowing if he was more surprised or frustrated… or excited.

	Derek was all smiles.  “It worked just like I thought,” he pronounced proudly.  “Can you step off of that stand now?” he asked Sissy.

	Chad tried picking his left foot straight up to remove it from the perch, but with his head glued to the corner, as soon as he tried, his knee contacted the wall.  It was only with a lot of difficulty that he was able to turn his leg and finally pull his foot up high enough to get his foot over the top of the bar.  But trying to stretch his leg back to put his foot on the ground behind the perch quickly proved to be impossible.  Standing on only one foot on the perch was even worse than standing there with both feet, so he quickly reversed his course and started working his left foot back again.  “I can’t,” he replied with an even greater amount of frustration.

	“Perfect!” Derek declared happily, seeming to preen himself proudly in front of Mel.

	“It is rather ingenious,” Mel granted him.  “And it certainly makes sure he’ll stay tightly in place… and with a minimum amount of effort.”

	“I can’t move at all!” Chad complained in his sissy voice from the corner. 

	“You’re not supposed to!” Mel replied.

	“Now we just need a way to shut him up,” Derek commented a bit unhappily. 

	It took Mel only a moment to figure that one out.  “Wait a minute!” she told Derek as she ran off.  The closest place to find what she was looking for was Sissy’s purse.  A moment later she was back again.  But she couldn’t do what she wanted.  She had to remove one of the chains from the wall first.  Then she reached around to the front of his head.  “Here, take this,” she said as she eased his pacifier between the wall and his mouth.  The pacifier quickly was pulled into his mouth and she pulled the chain back over the hook on the wall.  “Problem solved,” she told Derek.

	Derek was looking closely into the corner, trying to see the pacifier in his mouth.  Sissy’s face was pressed so tightly into the corner that the back of the pacifier was actually contacting the walls on each side of the corner.  “Can you even spit that thing out?” he asked Sissy.

	Chad tried to spit the pacifier out, but it didn’t move much at all.  He even tried pulling his head back a bit, but he couldn’t pull it back far enough to get the thing totally out of his mouth.  Since the strain from pulling back was hurting his ears, he quickly went back to pressing his head tightly into the corner again, which relieved the strain on his earlobes but also pressed his pacifier tightly back into his mouth again.  He tried to tell Derek that he couldn’t remove the thing, but what came out was nothing but a muffled bit of noise.

	Derek stood back happily.  “As you said, problem solved.  Now if you just tie his hands a bit, we can be sure he won’t be going anywhere.”

	Mel only raised her eyebrows for a moment before pulling a length of rope out of her desk drawer and handing it to Derek – who immediately pulled Sissy’s hands behind his back and tied them there.  “Not going anywhere!” he declared as he finished.  He looked at Mel.  “He also can’t turn his head and he can’t interrupt us with any problems.”  He moved in closer to Mel and grabbed her shoulders lightly.  Lowering his head toward hers, he planted a passionate kiss on her lips.  Then he pulled her over to the couch where he sat next to her and kissed her even deeper. 

	“Shall we adjourn to the bedroom?” Mel asked suggestively, sensing his true intent.  As much sex as she had been through in the last few days, she was a little surprised that she would be so easily willing.

	“No,” Derek replied.  “Let’s do it right here in the living room.”  He looked up at Sissy in his corner.  “He can’t get out of that corner.  He can’t turn his head at all so he can’t see us.  And he can’t say anything with that plug in his mouth.  All he can do is stand there and listen.  And I want him to hear us.”  He raised his voice just slightly to make sure Sissy would hear everything he had to say.  “I want him to hear exactly what he’s missing by living the life he thinks he wants!”  He turned back to Mel.  “Now… where were we?”  He pulled her to him and planted another big kiss on her lips – as he slowly and gently lowered her from the couch all the way down to the floor.

	Derek’s words echoed in Chad’s mind as the small sounds of their lovemaking carried to his ears.  “Hear what he’s missing by living the life he wants!”  Over and over he heard Derek’s words in his head as he listened to the tiny sounds emanating from both of them.  Was he really dooming himself to a life of no sex?  At least no normal sex as a male?  Possibly no sex at all?  He had no idea what the future would hold, but the more he thought about what had happened to him in the last two months, the more possible at least one of those scenarios sounded.  Did he want a life where he couldn’t ever enjoy normal male sex again? 

	And how about the new kind of sex that Mel had introduced him to – anal penetration.  He had actually managed to have a mind-blowing orgasm that way.  Did that make up in any way for no normal male sex at all?  As possible as it sounded, he really didn’t think that it would. 

	And then there was his other problem… his stupid fascination for being totally denied sex as a male because he was a sissy.  The very thought of it excited him sexually.  But to actually have that sexual expression denied him for the rest of his life?  He simply wasn’t sure.  Not at all!  And over and over in the back of his mind, one faint thought seemed to hover all too close – without ever being formally thought of or examined – did he now have even more reason to win this bet?  Despite his uncertainty, his resolve increased… even though Derek’s words brought a longing within him for that very same denial. 

	The words “forever… for the rest of his life” hammered the sexual need within him into a raging state – yet it was a state that he could do nothing but passively feel deep inside of him.  His miserable chastity device made sure that no outward expression of that need could ever be felt.  And since he could no longer even move, stuck on his perch in the corner, all he could do was to listen to the sounds of normal adult love making between a man and a woman… and feel the raging need and humiliation within him… and savor the feeling of being helpless to do anything about those feelings.

	Helpless.  Humiliated.  Hating it.  Loving it.

	The brief feeling of pee pouring out of him in a larger amount than usual felt almost like sex to him.  If it had lasted a lot longer then maybe he would have orgasmed from it.  Doubtful, but it was a fun thought and it was all he had.  He was suddenly wishing for his bottle so maybe he could feel that little bit of pleasure again sooner – as he listened all too closely to the true pleasure of real lovemaking… the way it’s supposed to be done.

	The floor was hard underneath her and Derek’s body was heavy as he laid on top of her... both of them totally spent.  In her mind, Mel was putting this weekend down as the most sex she had ever experienced in one weekend in her life!  Maybe in one week!  A month?  Maybe not.  But what a weekend it had been! 

	Derek rolled off of her with a grunt and she breathed easier with his weight gone.  He leaned over and kissed her again.  “That was great,” he commented. 

	Before Mel could agree, he rolled over and got to his feet.  She watched as he headed straight for the bathroom.  She rolled her eyes as she watched him go.  Typical male.  Doesn’t bother to hang around afterwards to just cuddle and enjoy it.  Wham – Bam – Thank you Ma’am!  But… it had still been great.  Not as inventive as the many things that Ray had done with her last night, but it had still been far more honest and real. 

	With a bit of effort, she sat up on the floor, then forced herself all the way to her feet.  She looked over at Sissy, still on his perch, still unmoving.  But then he really couldn’t move anymore.  Cautious because she didn’t want him to see her naked… and realizing at the same time that the way his head was now held he couldn’t see anything but the blank walls of the corner, she crept up behind him.  “Are you okay there Sissy?” she asked softly. 

	Once again, the only reply Chad was capable of making was a muffled grunt. 

	Mel took that for a yes even though she really had no idea how he had responded.  “I’ll let you down soon,” she replied.  Still naked, she picked up her discarded clothing from the floor and started dressing her top half.  The minute Derek came out of the bathroom she carried everything else into the bathroom with her. 

	Derek’s eyes continually found Sissy as he dressed again.  As far as he could see, Sissy was in exactly the same position he had been in since they had put him in that corner.  But then, that was really the purpose of the earring thing he had come up with.  He was kind of proud of himself for thinking of it.  Even though something in the back of his mind told him it was very wrong, another part of his mind kept telling him that if this was what Sissy wanted, then this was what he deserved!  And then some!  The idiot!

	By the time Mel came out of the bathroom – fully dressed, Derek was also completely dressed.  But Mel ignored Derek and headed straight for Sissy still on his perch.  She immediately unscrewed the earrings from his ears, leaving them to dangle from the hooks in the walls they were attached to.  A moment later she had his hands untied as well.  “Go get yourself another bottle right away,” she told him.  “If you don’t get more to drink, you’re never going to get that diaper leaking in time.  And we’ve kept you away from the liquids long enough.”

	Gratefully, Chad extracted himself from the corner.  He not only moved his foot and leg muscles, but he also massaged his earlobes as well.  The perch in the corner had been bad enough, but now with those darn earring chains fastened to him it was an even bigger nightmare.  He wasn’t looking forward to going through that again.  Knowing that he needed another bottle… or two, he quickly curtseyed and hurried toward the kitchen.

	“I guess I should be going,” Derek said as Sissy ran off.

	“Already?” Mel asked, surprised that he would want to leave so soon after they had made love.

	“I probably better,” Derek replied.  “I have some things to take care of before work tomorrow that really can’t wait.”

	“Okay,” Mel replied.  The two shared one more quick kiss before Derek departed.  Mel closed the door behind him.  Just like a man.  They get the one thing that’s always on their mind and then they take off.  Men!  She unconsciously grouped Derek a little closer to the group of men she had mentally stuck Ray into earlier.  Not quite that far, but closer.

	Sissy did little except continually drink bottles and continually try to get his diaper to leak.  And despite having been stuck up on his perch for so long earlier, he managed to get it to leak once again in an hour and twenty nine minutes – granting him an additional one minute of reward time.  He now had two whole minutes.  Not much.  But the expectation of the reward play time was now enough to keep him trying extra hard all evening. 

	And hour and a half later, he actually managed to add another two minutes to that reward time and he was not only starting to look forward to it, he was feeling proud that he had managed it.  Four minutes!  But he knew without a doubt that it wasn’t going to be much to enjoy.  He expected Mel to start getting him ready to end the evening, but surprisingly she set him on another hour and forty-five minute time limit, so he kept at it.  He continually drank from his bottles as he puttered around her house, cleaning this, picking up that, doing a lot of things over and over again that didn’t really need to be done.  He just wanted to keep busy while he drank.  The thought of possibly going back to his perch again scared him a bit.  And of course, there was now the possibility of the reward time. 

	While Mel worked from her laptop and later watched TV, he kept drinking and wetting.  Somehow he managed to gain another two minutes by the end of his next time period so that he now had six total minutes to enjoy himself.  And this time, when he announced he was leaking, Mel told him to protect her bed and then she would change him.  A short while later, she had tied him firmly to the head and foot of her bed, fully restraining him – even as he was looking forward to not only having his diaper changed, but to the reward he had been promised.

	But he didn’t get that reward right away.  Instead, Mel started removing his chastity device and once it was off of him, took it away to clean it.  While she was gone, all Chad could think about was the small chance he had to relieve some of his sexual tension.  He couldn’t wait to feel Mel’s toy being shoved in and out of his backside.  Would she take him from behind with her strap-on like she had done before?  That would be the best!  He knew six minutes wasn’t going to be enough to get him off, but he was still hoping that maybe it would help.

	Mel was back a few minutes later and the chastity device, complete with the small set of nasty teeth, was locked back onto him again – once again making sure that his male appendage was rendered totally useless.  And finally Mel began untying him – without replacing his soggy diaper that was just barely covering his front side up to catch the tiny accidents that continued to happen.

	Mel opened her nightstand drawer and pulled out several of the toys she had bought since their bet had started.  She set them all out on top of the nightstand.  She looked at her watch.  “Okay Sissy,” she said, still watching her watch.  “You’ve got six minutes to enjoy yourself anyway you can.”

	Enjoy himself?  She wasn’t going to do anything for him?

	“Ready…  Go!”  Mel looked up from her watch to see him still lying on his back looking back up at her.

	Caught by surprise, it took him a moment to fully realize what she expected him to do.  Panicked over the time, he quickly looked over the selection of dildos and decided on the one with the swirls.  There was a bottle of baby lotion on the nightstand ready to use on him before he put his fresh diapers on.  He grabbed the bottle and squeezed a large amount out onto his hand and liberally coated both the phallic toy and his asshole.  Then he had to figure out the best way to go about doing what he was supposed to do. 

	Since he was already on his back, he raised his legs up to his chest and put the tip of the toy against his bottom hole.  Then with growing pressure, he slowly pressed the thing most of the way in.  Yes, it felt fantastic, but left to do it on his own this time it was far less stimulating than it had ever been before.  He pulled it partially out again.  In and then out.  Over and over.  Two minutes later, he rolled over and got to his hands and knees.  The position seemed to be better for him, but working the dildo in and out with his own hand was still difficult.  It did feel good though.  Very good!  And there was the humiliating element of her being there watching him… no… his mind imagined that she was making him do this to himself.  Faster and faster.  Harder and harder.  He had no illusions about ever getting an orgasm from it, it simply felt incredibly good.  But that didn’t mean he didn’t try – very hard.

	“Time!” Mel declared suddenly.

	Totally frustrated, Chad froze in mid stroke.  It was a moment before he could reluctantly pull the thing out of him.  Six minutes simply wasn’t enough.  It was nice, but since he had to do it to himself with no other stimulation, then he knew that the next time he would need more time to do it… much more time.  He thought about that as Mel cleaned him up and diapered him thickly for the night.  Maybe tomorrow he could manage to get more reward time.  Tomorrow he would make it a point to drink more starting as soon as he got up.  This morning he didn’t have any bottles so he didn’t get enough liquid in his system to start with.  Tomorrow would be much better… and he knew that tomorrow night – would be better still!

	A few minutes later, Mel personally ushered him to the door.  “You might want to be a little early tomorrow,” she suggested.  “I have to go to work and it’s going to be a big day for me.”

	Chad curtseyed.  “Yes Mistress,” he replied before curtseying again.  He briefly wondered what he would be doing while she was at work.

	Mel opened the door for him as he grabbed his keys out of his purse and slung the purse over one shoulder.  His diaper bag was in one hand and the rest of his clothes were bundled up over his other arm with his shoes in that hand.  He curtseyed again.  “Goodnight, Mistress,” he said in his silly sissy voice before curtseying one more time. 

	“Goodnight Sissy,” she said to him.  “See you in the morning.”  She watched as he walked, wearing just the very bulky diapers, down to his own door.  She saw him open it, then glance back one more time at her before he disappeared.  “Good night Sissy,” she said one more time, more for her benefit than anything else.  “Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 59 (Monday – week 9 Part 1 of 5)

	His sexual need was all he could think about.  Even in his dream he could feel the dildo sliding sensually in and out of his backside.  In and out.  In and out.  Delicious!  But he was still frustrated.  While the dream toy felt incredibly good, it didn’t give him the fulfillment he really needed.  He pulled the toy out and picked up another one – the one Cassie used on him.  In and out.  In and out.  It felt so different than the one from Mel that he had used just before.  But again, this toy wasn’t going to give him what he needed either. 

	His dream-self thought again about his regular male appendage.  But that was totally useless now.  Totally!  In his dream, he wasn’t even wearing the darn chastity device.  He could touch it if he wanted to… but he didn’t.  What would be the point?  It no longer functioned.  It no longer gave him the release he wanted. 

	He was a sissy, and as such, normal sex as a male was no good for him anymore.  He had been changed.  Cursed!  Reduced!  Because he was a sissy, he was no longer allowed to pleasure himself with his penis anymore… and as such, he never even thought about getting pleasure that way… not anymore.  Instead, his backside now yearned continuously for the stimulation he had come to realize would be his only means to fulfillment.  No sex as a male every again!  The only way he could receive pleasure was to be penetrated… not to penetrate.  More like a woman than a man.  But the truth was… it was not sex like a woman… it was sex for a sissy.

	Denied!  Cursed!  Reduced!  And the intense feelings and emotions about it drove him continuously in his dream in search of anything that would grant him the release he so desperately wanted.

	Music and talking found their way into his dream... disturbing it… disturbing him… irritating him… to the point where he had to wake up to acknowledge the commercial that was now playing from his pink clock radio.  He opened his eyes.  It was another day.  Another day that would be full of sissy humiliation.  But his brain also realized something else.  Today would be different.  Today was Monday and he wasn’t going to work today. 

	That thought quickly led him to wonder… and worry… about what Mel had planned for him today.  She had said last night before he left her apartment that he should get there a little early today.  Why?  What did she have planned?  He knew she didn’t go into her office as early as he usually went to work, so what was going on?  Only one way to find out – he would have to go over to her apartment and wait till she told him what was going on.  Which was exactly what he would have to do anyway.  There was no getting around it. 

	He rolled off of his blow-up mattress and onto his knees, knocking over one of the empty baby bottles near his bed.  He reached up and turned his radio off.  Even on his knees, his legs were splayed wide apart because of the heavy super thick bulk of all the diapers he was wearing.  He didn’t even have to think about it to know he was not only soaked, but messy as well.  Struggling to his feet, he felt the breast forms that were glued to his chest pull a little bit.  The bra he was wearing helped to support them and helped to keep them from pulling worse, but he could still feel them. 

	Wide leggedly, he waddled out to his kitchen.  He was again disappointed to not see a note on his counter from Mel.  Unfortunately, they were past that point now.  He went directly to his refrigerator and pulled out three of the baby bottles he had stocked in there yesterday.  He carried them as he always did out to his one and only chair that faced his wall of shaming pictures. 

	He rarely really noticed those pictures anymore, but today he looked at them more closely.  It was amazing how much they looked like a real child had done them… scribbled them.  Scribbling that didn’t even stay in the lines… colors that were all wrong.  Childish!  And yet it was he who had colored them that way – out in public – out in the restaurants! 

	His eyes glanced down the wall further and fell on the plans that Sandy had drawn up for his apartment if he lost.  Plans that would essentially turn his entire apartment into one big girly nursery.  As he looked at those plans, he again felt a twinge of sexual need stirring within him.  But as usual, he was forced to ignore that need.  There was nothing he would be capable of doing about it.  Part of him was horrified by what those plans would mean if they got carried out… but an equal part of him yearned for it just as much.  He was a sissy.  There was no denying it, or the sexual need the thought of such a life brought to him.

	That need did remind him though about the new reward system that Mel had instituted yesterday.  He had been allowed to play with one of Mel’s toys in his backside for a few minutes.  But he had been forced to do it to himself while she watched.  And most disappointingly, he had only been able to do it for a very few minutes.  He remembered vowing to try to do better today to leak before the hour and a half point whenever possible.  That would rack up more minutes for him to play.  And the best way he could do that?  He was already doing it – drinking from his bottle… bottles!  The more the better! 

	Maybe tonight he could actually play with himself long enough to succeed!  Long enough to achieve an orgasm!  He seriously doubted it, but it was a goal he couldn’t get out of his mind.

	“No!  No!  No!”  Mel screamed as she again shoved at Ray’s big body.  “Get out!”  He went… again, and again she worried that he would come back.  He had been doing that over and over.  She would throw him out, and he would come back again.  And it was all she could do to keep Ray and Derek from fighting with each other.

	Money, money, money!  That was all Ray wanted!  And she suspected that Derek was only interested in her money as well.  She had to protect it.  She had to keep both of them from finding out how rich she really was.  But she wanted them both.  Both of them!  Each of them were big strong handsome hulking men!  And as aggravating as each of them were, it felt so good to be out with them – either of them… or both of them as she really wanted.  But it seemed now that all they were interested in was her money.  Neither of them loved her for herself. 

	“Are you rich?” Derek asked in her dream.  “Get out!” she yelled at him too.  Then she ran for the safety of her bedroom.  Sissy was there with her.  She sat down on her bed and he was instantly by her side… holding her… comforting her.  He alone wasn’t interested in her money.  He alone didn’t make any demands of her.  He alone was the one she controlled – completely! 

	And even in her dream, she remembered that was part of her problem – her usual problem with men.  All men!  She liked being in control too much.  It was all she could do sometimes to play the little Miss Muffin submissive woman that they all seemed to expect from her.  But she was more than that.  Much more.  She was smart!  She was powerful!  Very powerful! She yearned to display that power… yet the only one she really controlled was Sissy.  At least he didn’t make any demands of her she didn’t like.  He wasn’t allowed! 

	In her dream, her bedroom door nearly exploded as Ray kicked it in.  He was back again!  “Are you rich?” he demanded. 

	“No!  No!  No!  Get out!” she yelled once again! 

	And then Derek was there.  “Are you rich?” he demanded as well.

	“Get out!” she yelled at him too.  But neither of them left.  They didn’t love her for herself, they only wanted her money!  “Get out!” she yelled again as she felt her dream tears falling.  “Get out!  Get out!  Get out!”  But each repetition of the words came with less and less intensity.  In her self-pity, she finally collapsed on the bed… and Sissy held her in his arms. 

	“It’s all right,” Sissy said to her over and over again as she cried.  “It’s all right.” 

	The annoying buzzing of her alarm clock forced its way into her dream, pulling her out of it.  It removed all memory of what she had been dreaming about, but not the emotions of the dream.  She opened her eyes only knowing that she had been upset and crying in her dream, nothing more.  She took a deep breath to try to calm herself.  It was just a dream.  Just a dream – whatever it was that she had been dreaming about. 

	She rolled over and realized that she smelled fresh coffee brewing.  Sissy!  Once again Sissy was out there as he should be… her morning coffee was ready and waiting!  Perfect!  Perfect!  Perfect!

	Chad was concentrating on how wet his diaper might be when he heard Mel calling from her bedroom.  His diaper certainly wasn’t wet enough to be leaking yet, but then he had only had it on for a little over an hour now.  Still plenty of time to go.  Her voice calling his name – his sissy name – galvanized him into action.  Forgetting about his wet diaper, he quickly poured her a fresh cup of coffee and hurried with it into her bedroom.  She was sitting up on her bed… smiling at him, he was happy to see.  He curtseyed, careful not to spill the coffee.  “Good morning, Mistress,” he said in his stupid, silly sissy voice.  Then he carefully curtseyed again.

	“Good morning Sissy,” Mel returned as she looked him over carefully.  As she hoped, he was attired perfectly in his maid’s uniform again.  She took the offered cup of coffee and sipped at it.  Mmm.  So good!  And she didn’t even have to get out of bed to brew it or pour it into the cup.  Sissy had done all that for her and brought it to her only moments after she had called his name.  Perfect!  Perfect!  Perfect!  “Thank you, Sissy,” she said with a bit of a smile.  “I’ll just have a couple of pieces of toast for breakfast this morning.  Oh, and put some strawberry jam on it as well.  And I’ll have it right here in bed.”

	Chad curtseyed and hurried out of the room.  An easy breakfast to prepare.  A moment later, he was loading bread into her toaster. 

	The coffee helped kick start Mel’s brain to thinking.  Thoughts of how nice it was to finally have Sissy there and doing what she wanted him to be doing were interrupted by thoughts of her day ahead – specifically, the meeting with Feinbaum’s group over the contract.  Even now, after having been through the contract so carefully, there was still something that bothered her about it.  And yet, she could find no fault at all with the thing.  The contract was a massive piece of legal art… constructed by one of the best in the business.  And today they would be meeting with Green Growers to recommend that they sign the thing and finalize it tomorrow.  Hopefully, she would merely be attending and wouldn’t have to even open her mouth there.  What would she say anyway?

	This contract had come along at the wrong time!  It was seriously distracting her from what she needed to be doing with Sissy.  She had mostly cleared her schedule for all this week just so she could work closely with Sissy and make sure she would win the bet, but there had simply been no getting around this deal.  You don’t say no to Old Man Feinbaum!

	So what was she going to do with Sissy today?  Her thoughts were interrupted by him coming back into the room bearing a tray with a plate and two pieces of toast covered in strawberry jam.  She let him place the tray on her lap, then she handed him her coffee cup to refill.  As he hurried off, she went back to her planning.  What to do with Sissy?  Obviously, the best thing she could do with him today would be to take him into work with her and leave him with Andrea till she could get out of that meeting.  Then she would be free for the rest of the day to do what she liked with him… or to him as the case might be.  She actually giggled a bit at the thought. 

	She was still giggling to herself as he came back in with the fresh cup of coffee.  “Have you leaked at all yet?” she asked him as he curtseyed and offered the cup to her. 

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Not yet,” he replied in his silly voice, “but I still have plenty of time.”  Curtsey.

	“How much time?”

	He looked at the clock beside her bed.  Curtsey.  “About twenty minutes yet.”  Curtsey.

	“So in five more minutes your chance of gaining some reward time will expire,” she stated.

	Curtsey.  “Yes, Mistress…  But I think I’m getting really close already!”  Curtsey.

	Mel was glad to hear that.  “How many bottles have you finished so far this morning?”

	Curtsey.  “I’m working on number six,” he replied.  Curtsey.

	“So I take it you’re trying hard to rack up some of that reward time.”

	Curtsey.  “Very hard!”  Curtsey.

	Mel was pleased.  Very pleased.  It was exactly what she had hoped for… exactly what she wanted to hear.  Hopefully, the little bit of reward he might gain every day would keep him trying harder and harder to continuously wet himself – and in the process, would keep robbing him of any ability he might still have to hold back and control himself.  Hopefully!

	“Very good, Sissy,” she replied.  “I’m glad to hear that.  And I hope you manage to gain a lot of reward time today.”  She switched subjects… somewhat.  “Have you eaten anything yet this morning?”

	Curtsey.  “No, Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	“Good!  You’re not supposed to!” she replied authoritatively.  “Now go start making your breakfast while I’m eating.  I’m sure you know by now what you’re allowed to have.  I’ll be in soon to set you up in your highchair with it.”  She watched as he curtseyed and hurried off.  Yes, despite having to still worry about taking care of him and making him incontinent, it was going to be so great when this bet was over with and he would be locked into her service.  Then, all she had to do would be to find a way to make it permanent.  Unfortunately, her thoughts were clouded with the one thing she didn’t want to think about concerning Sissy… the one thing she still hadn’t found an answer to yet – self-respect, friends, and a life!

	Chad had already finished heating his baby cereal and had poured it into one of his childish bowls by the time Mel came out of her bedroom – wearing nothing but her nightgown with a light robe over it.  She saw that he had his breakfast ready, but her first concern was his diaper.  “Are you leaking yet?” she asked, knowing that the deadline for any possible reward was only a little over a minute away. 

	Chad quickly took a moment to try to figure out if he might be leaking.  Then he curtseyed.  “I don’t think so,” he replied uncertainly.  “But I have to be very close.”  Then he curtseyed again.

	“Oh well,” Mel replied.  “Close doesn’t count.  Up in your highchair now.”

	Chad was disappointed, he had been really trying since he had gotten out of bed.  He wanted that reward time – and technically, he did still have a few minutes left.  Reluctantly, he headed for his highchair, but he stopped just as he turned around and started to climb up into it.  He looked up at Mel hopefully.  “It’s possible that I might be leaking now,” he told her without bothering to curtsey.  “Or if not… I could be very soon.  If I get up into the chair, I might not be able to tell.”

	“Lift your dress,” she told him.  “Let’s see.”

	Chad pulled his skirt up high and started feeling around the leg openings of his diaper while Mel looked on closely. 

	“I don’t see anything yet,” Mel said.  “But you do look awfully wet.”

	“I know I’m really close!” Chad insisted.

	Mel shook her head.  “Okay Sissy.  Grab your bottle.”  She glanced at the clock.  “You’ve got thirty seconds.  If you’re not leaking by then, then you’ll just have to start your breakfast and hope that you’re leaking before the next fifteen minutes gets through.  Otherwise I’m going to paddle you good!”

	As wet as his diaper was, Chad was sure he would be leaking before his second deadline.  What he wanted though was to be leaking in the next few seconds.  He attacked his bottle furiously, sucking as hard as he could on it while Mel watched.  Twenty seconds later, he felt himself peeing again.  As always, it was only a tiny bit, but it was more added to his diaper.  Still drinking from his bottle, he began feeling around the bottom of his diaper again.  Leak!  Leak!  Leak!

	He glanced at the clock.  Ten more seconds!  Please pee again!  Please leak!  The time was ticking down.  Leak!  Leak!  And he thought he felt something moist at the bottom of his diaper!  “I’m leaking!” he proclaimed quickly. 

	Mel glanced at the clock and saw it ticking down the final few seconds.  With somewhat of a smirk on her face, she said, “It’s so close I shouldn’t give you anything at all.  But you tried so hard, I’ll grant you a whole minute – this time.  Don’t expect me to be so lenient again!”

	Chad didn’t care.  He had done it.  He had gotten his diaper leaking ahead of time and now had one whole minute of reward time coming. 

	“By the way,” Mel said to him.  “You might want to get that diaper changed pretty fast.  I started your time running the minute you told me you were leaking.”

	Once Chad’s diaper was changed, Mel locked him into his highchair and left him not only with his usual breakfast and baby bottle, but she also set out two more bottles for him to drink.  “That’s just to give you something to work on while I’m getting dressed,” she told him.  Then she left him alone knowing he wasn’t going anywhere till she came back to release him. 

	Now, what was she going to wear for this meeting?  It was a foregone conclusion that she would be wearing one of the two new suits she had just bought.  But which one?  She considered that while she showered and did her hair.  She was still considering it as she did most of her makeup.  In the end, she wore the same blue suit she had worn to the last meeting.  Since the room had been full of men, she doubted that anyone there would really remember what she had worn anyway.

	 


Chapter 59 (Monday – week 9 Part 2 of 5)

	Robin’s arms were fully loaded as she struggled to open the door to the building.  Not only was she carrying her usual armload of junk, but she had something else with her as well that had refused to fit into the large bag she carried every day.  The long walk through the hallways was difficult as she struggled to carry not only her heavy bag, but also an armload of women’s magazines, and a large plastic container in her arms.  Turning down the final hallway was disappointing since she didn’t see Sissy waiting to greet her, but then he was going to be off all this week.  She wouldn’t see him until next week – at work anyway.  She’d also be seeing him on Saturday when she went to help judge his bet.  Passing his empty cubicle was disappointing too.  It made her feel that much more alone.  And she was alone down here, wasn’t she? 

	Finally dropping everything onto her desktop, she reached into her big bag and pulled out her mirror.  She checked her face and fussed with her hair a bit before putting the mirror away.  She then reached over and pressed the button to boot up her computer.  While that was in process, she pulled out a small piece of paper and a pen from her desk and wrote a short note.  By the time she finished, she was able to log onto her computer. 

	As the machine went through the rest of its loading and startup processes, she grabbed a bit of tape – the same tape she had used to bind Sissy with last week, and she taped the note to the top of the plastic container.  Ignoring everything else, she grabbed the container and headed out through the hallways again. 

	She’d had a lot of time to think about things this past weekend and had decided that this would be her best course of action – well, the start of her actions anyway.  She owed Derek now.  She owed him big.  Her scheming concerning Sissy had maligned Derek more than a bit.  It wasn’t a big thing… really.  But it wasn’t right either.  Besides, she didn’t need Derek to be angry with her for the next decade or so.  And she had promised to squelch all those rumors she had started about him.  And she would.  It just wasn’t going to be as quick or as easy as she had said it would be.  So what she was doing now was part of her plan to simply say… I’m sorry.

	She took the elevator up a level, then more hallways, all the way to his office where she expected to see him.  But he wasn’t there.  Just his empty desk.  It looked like he hadn’t been in at all yet.  Well, it was still early, but that was why she had attached the note.  She left the container prominently on his desk where he couldn’t miss it and headed back to her own desk… her lonely desk now.

	As she reached her own hallway, she was again struck by the loss of Sissy not being there.  He had been so much fun since his bet with Mel had started.  He was only going to be gone for a week, but already it seemed like an eternity. 

	The hallway was quiet.  Very quiet.  More than ever she was aware that not only was there nobody around, but nobody would be around – for the entire week!  She decided she would go to break early today… and probably stay later as well!

	Chad swung his legs back and forth and from side to side.  There wasn’t much else he could do while he was confined to his highchair.  He had long ago finished his baby cereal breakfast, and had also finished two of the three bottles she had given him – just because he had little else to do.  And now he was halfway through with bottle number three – of the breakfast bottles she had given him.  He had no doubt that he would be leaking well before his next deadline. 

	He was very pleased to see Mel come back from the bedroom.  She was dressed very nicely in a dark blue pinstripe suit.  She looked – amazingly professional!  And… somewhat more dominant than usual… he thought anyway.

	“All done?” she asked the obvious as she headed for his chair. 

	“Yeth Mithdweth,” he lisped in his stupid sissy voice.

	Mel removed his bib, then took his empty bowl and all the bottles off the tray.  She set the bowl in the sink and ran a little bit of water into it.  Then she returned to his chair and pulled the tray away that had locked him in place, releasing him from the seat.  She watched as he slid down off of what had once been a bar stool, but was now a very girly looking big baby’s highchair. 

	“Get your diaper bag Sissy, and bring it here,” she told him.  “We need to stock it up for the day.”  As Chad hurried off, she headed for the cabinet that held all his baby food.  Once Chad returned a few moments later, she pulled a number of jars of the baby food out of the cupboard and placed them into his diaper bag.  Then she went to the refrigerator and grabbed several more bottles.  She looked into the bag, then back at him.  She remembered that he was now actively trying to gain his reward time by leaking early.  “Grab another handful of your diapers,” she told him.  “At the rate I hope you’re going to be leaking today, you may need a few extras.”  While Chad hurried off to get more diapers out of her bathroom where she had some stored, she added his bib and one of his baby spoons to the bag.  Sissy returned a moment later and she stuffed the stack of extra diapers into his bag as well.  “Okay, grab your bags Sissy,” she told him, “and let’s go!”

	Chad picked up the now heavier diaper bag and slung it over his shoulder.  Then he followed Mel to the door where she had just gotten her purse along with her laptop case.  He stopped only long enough to grab his own purse before following her out the door.  Where were they going?  She was dressed for work so he figured he would be heading into the office with her.  But she surprised him by stopping at his apartment door and opening it for them both to enter.  He followed her inside where he set the diaper bag down along with his purse.

	Mel had headed straight for his bedroom so he went there as well.  She was just opening his closet door when he got there.  He watched as she looked around.  “Start getting undressed Sissy,” she ordered without turning around.  “I don’t want you wearing that maid’s dress today.”

	Chad started removing his apron first.  The dress followed shortly after as Mel was still pawing at the clothes in his closet.  He was now down to just his bra, waist cincher, his single diaper, and his shoes. 

	Mel looked back at him.  “Those shoes won’t work Sissy,” she told him.  “Take them off.”

	Chad slipped his shoes off… just as Mel started pulling something out of his closet.  And when he saw what it was, he died inside more than a bit. 

	Mel was smiling triumphantly as she held up the outfit she wanted him to wear.  “I think Andrea will just love seeing you in this today.” 

	Chad stared in horror as Mel walked toward him carrying his frilly pink and white little girl dress – the one with the ruffles that were nothing but an absolute horror… or heaven, depending on your point of view. 

	One silly pink little girl dress with a massive amount of frills – all with a mind of their own, one pair of very high pink heels, and one pink pacifier later, and he was finally ready to accompany Mel to work.  He couldn’t help but be aware of his silly sissy dress as it moved with every step that he took – heightening his already overly heightened sexual need.  Before grabbing his diaper bag again, Mel had him transfer a few things from his regular purse to the crazy little girl purse she required him to use with his silly outfits.  Then they were out the door again, only this time he was overly aware of what he was wearing… not to mention very embarrassed!

	There were a number of people down in the parking lot.  All of whom stared at him and several of them outright laughed, adding to his embarrassment… and excitement.  He was glad to finally get into Mel’s car where his dress was out of sight – mostly anyway.  And hopefully nobody would notice that he was sucking on a pacifier as they drove through the streets. 

	He was glad to see only one other car in Mel’s parking lot, Andrea’s he was sure.  Once Mel had parked, he quickly got out of the car and grabbed his diaper bag from the back seat.  Then he followed her toward the door – all too slowly.  He wanted to get out of sight, but he didn’t think Mel had ever “sauntered” so slowly in her life!  Finally she opened the door and went inside.  He pushed his way in after her… and received a rather excited little shriek from Andrea as he did.  By the time the door closed behind him, she was running at him all too excitedly.

	“He’s so pretty!” Andrea exclaimed as she hurried straight for Sissy.  She stopped in front of him and began pawing at his dress.  Touching this, pulling on that, examining it in minute detail.  “Oh Mel!” she exclaimed.  “I remember when this dress came in and you showed it to me!  But seeing it on him… it’s so much better than I imagined!”

	“I kind of thought you’d like it,” Mel replied with a satisfied smirk.

	Chad was just glad that he knew Andrea, but the way she was gushing over him was still all too unnerving. 

	“What’s he doing here?” Andrea asked Mel.

	“I need you to just keep an eye on him for me while I’m in the meeting.  I had nowhere else to take him.”

	“You couldn’t just leave him at home?”

	Mel shook her head.  “Not this close to the end of the bet.  And I need someone around with him all the time now.”

	“Me?  What do you want me to do?” Andrea asked as they all finally started moving away from the door toward her desk.

	“Nothing,” Mel replied, “except take note of the exact times he tells you he’s leaking.”

	“Times he’s leaking?”

	“He’ll tell you.  And the moment he starts leaking is the time I’m using now to start his next time period requirement.  I need you to be fairly exact about it, I’m afraid.”

	“Okay,” Andrea replied uncertainly.  “So you just need me to list some times?”

	“That’s it,” Mel agreed.  “And hopefully this meeting won’t last too long.”

	“What if it goes past lunch?”

	“It could,” Mel agreed.  “Just leave him here and take your usual lunch.  Then check with him to find out if he’s leaked at all when you get back.”  She looked sternly at Sissy.  “We’ll have to take it on faith if he leaks then.  But we should be able to tell how accurate he’s being by comparing it to the other times.”

	“Okay,” Andrea agreed.  “Is he supposed to be doing anything else while you’re gone?”

	Mel shook her head.  “Just trying to get his diaper leaking.  And that’s all.  Anything else is up to him.  I don’t care right now.  I have other big problems to worry about today.”

	“Yeah, like that merger!” Andrea agreed.

	Mel nodded.  “Thanks for holding down the fort,” she replied as she turned toward her office.  “Come along Sissy.  I have work to do.”  She led the way down the hallway and stopped in front of the office door where she had “kept” him before.  “Put your things in there,” she told him.  “And try not to bother me.  The office is supposed to be closed today so I don’t care what you do or where you go, just so long as you keep leaking on time and don’t make a nuisance of yourself.”

	Chad curtseyed.  “I’ll be fine,” he told her.  "So I just tell Andrea every time I start leaking today?”  Curtsey.

	“That’s it,” Mel replied.  “At least until I get back… which hopefully won’t take too long.  You never know with meetings like this though.”

	Chad nodded… and curtseyed.  “I’ll be fine,” he said again.  “And I do want to gain a little more reward time for this evening!”  Curtsey.

	Mel smiled.  “I was hoping you’d feel that way.  Sorry I have to be so busy, but that’s my job.”

	Curtsey.  “I understand.  Perfectly!”  Curtsey.

	Mel smiled and left him there.  She had to concentrate on the upcoming meeting now.  She didn’t have much to do, but she did need to get everything together and at least look through things one more time before she left.

	The break room was empty when Robin arrived.  She poured herself a cup of coffee, and even though it wasn’t on her diet, she helped herself to a doughnut as well. 

	The doughnut would help her fill a few of the extra minutes before the others arrived.  She headed over to the women’s usual table and took a seat to wait.  It was almost five minutes before the others even started showing up.  Gradually, the table filled up and Robin was a lot less lonely as she chatted animatedly with the others. 

	As she talked, she did watch the time though – more than the others did.  She knew she had to straighten things out as far as Derek went, but she was having a hard time actually getting started doing it.  Besides, she didn’t want to ruin such delightful conversation with something like that.  But eventually she realized that if she didn’t do it soon then the others would be leaving and she would lose her opportunity.

	She finished what she was talking about with two of the other women and said, “Excuse me a minute.”  Then she stood up.  “Ladies…” she said to get everyone’s attention.  It was a moment before they all quieted down and looked at her.   This was the hard part now.

	“I have to straighten something out,” she told them.  “And I guess it’s kind of important.”  She could see she had everyone’s close attention now.  “It’s about Sissy… and Derek.”  She saw some of their eyes going wide, as if the women were hungry for more outrageous rumors to discuss.  “You know of course that, that kiss last week… was all a setup.  And that Derek doesn’t really like Sissy at all.  At least not like you think he does.  In fact, right now, I don’t think Derek likes Sissy at all.  And I can tell you for a fact that Sissy isn’t the least bit interested in Derek either.”

	“A setup you said?” one of them asked.

	Robin nodded.  “Yeah.  My doing actually.  I thought it would be funny.  And… it was!  At least to me.  I kind of… forced Sissy to do that.”

	“Forced?” someone asked.

	Robin nodded again.  “Yeah.  I kind of threatened Sissy to make him do it, but don’t ask what I had to threaten him with!”

	“Threaten him?” Someone else asked.

	“Yeah, believe it or not.  And I know it wasn’t nice of me, but...” she giggled a bit, “I just couldn’t help myself.  I’m afraid I was having a lot of fun at his expense.”

	“So what’s going on?” Someone asked.

	Robin shook her head.  “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.  You’ll have to ask Sissy himself when he comes back next week.  I just wanted to straighten out the fact that Derek and Sissy are not really interested in each other.”

	“But they were friends,” someone threw in.

	“Yeah,” Robin replied.  “They were.  I’m not sure how good that friendship is anymore.  And I’m afraid I may have made things worse for them now.”

	“I never believed any of it in the first place,” someone stated.  “I mean, I’ve been out with Derek… several times.  He’s just not the type!”

	“I know what you mean,” someone else added.  “I had a hard time believing it too.”

	“So is Derek dating again?” another woman asked.

	“Oh yeah!” Robin answered, “just not Sissy!”

	There were a few chuckles.  “Hey!” someone threw in, it was fun to talk about anyway.  So what’s really up with him and the dresses and stuff?”

	But that was somewhere that Robin couldn’t go.  “What can I say?” she asked with a shrug.  “He likes it!”

	“So he is looking at getting a sex change?” one of them asked.

	“I doubt it.  But you never know what the future will bring.” 

	A few of them got up at that point because they had to leave and Robin sat back down.  The rumors about Derek would be killed – mostly.  But she had a feeling that more would be growing about Sissy.  And that part she didn’t mind one bit!

	 


Chapter 59 (Monday – week 9 Part 3 of 5)

	The room was absolutely packed!  There were so many people that Mel had a hard time telling what was going on until the proceedings actually started.  Not only were all of the lawyers from Feinbaum’s team there, but so were the entire board of directors from Green Growers as well as a team of lawyers from Sunshine Corporation.  Mel took a seat along the wall next to a few of the other Feinbaum lawyers she recognized.  She was a minor player in all this and her attendance didn’t really mean anything. 

	Harry Feinbaum led the meeting from start to finish.  His son Dick was definitely taking a back seat this time.  Harry said a few opening remarks, then started quickly around the room introducing everyone.  He never used a single note about anyone, but he nodded and pointed to every member of the board of directors without hesitating.  Then he started introducing the lawyers that were present from Sunshine Corporation.  Mel saw Richard Slatter raise his hand as Feinbaum came to him.  Naturally, he had a seat at the main table along with Harry Feinbaum – and all the other major players.

	Harry then quickly went around and pointed out all the members of his team.  When he came to Mel, she partially raised her hand just like most of the others had done to acknowledge who she was. 

	Then Harry Feinbaum got down to business.  For something that was already a foregone conclusion, the meeting went into tremendous detail on many of the sub sections of the agreement.  Mel had a hard time trying to stay interested from her out of the way seat.  In fact, if she hadn’t been required to be there, she would have considered leaving.  Mostly, to her, it all eventually became boring.  And she was the one who liked contracts.  But somehow the time flew by, and before she knew it, they called a break for lunch. 

	Since going back to the office wasn’t really an option, she quickly called Andrea to make sure everything was okay.  Reassured on that front, she accompanied several of the Feinbaum lawyers to an upscale restaurant nearby. 

	It was nearly lunchtime when Derek finally got back to the office.  He had spent all morning out at the job site and he now had more problems to deal with than he thought he would have.  Unfortunately, some of those problems had to be run through Ray… pretty much immediately.  When he entered the building, he headed straight for Ray’s office.

	Ray had been having a lousy morning.  It was his own fault really, he had been kicking himself since yesterday when he had lost it at Mel’s apartment.  What an idiot he had been.  But he couldn’t help it, seeing Derek there yesterday had simply gotten to him.  Well, he knew he had blown it big time.  Mel was history to him.  But he still hated to see Derek winding up with the rich bitch instead. 

	So he wasn’t happy at all when Derek suddenly showed up in his office.

	“Hey!” Derek said as he walked in… as if nothing out of the ordinary had ever happened.

	Rey eyed him up at down as he approached.  Had he come to gloat?  He certainly hoped not.  “What?” Ray asked rather unpleasantly.

	Derek immediately caught the tone of Ray’s voice.  Warily, he said.  “We’ve got another problem out at the job site.”

	“What now?”

	Cautiously, Derek explained his problem.  He could see from the look on Ray’s face that Ray was in a bad mood.  His tone of voice so far had only confirmed that. 

	Derek wasn’t even finished when Ray suddenly said, “Fuck ‘em!”

	Derek did a double take as he heard the words come out of Ray’s mouth.  It wasn’t like Ray at all… ever!  “What’s eating you?” he asked, totally put off by Ray’s manner.

	“Fuck you too!” Ray said as he suddenly got up and walked out.

	Derek was left standing in astonishment as Ray walked past him and out the door.  Shaking his head in bewilderment, he went down to his own office before heading out to lunch. 

	When he got to his desk, he was very surprised to find a plastic container on top of it.  He quickly read the note attached to the top.

	Derek,

	As promised, I will kill all those rumors about you and Sissy – at least the ones that I am responsible for.  It may take a little while, but I can manage it. 

	Please enjoy these as a little way of me saying I’m sorry.

	Robin

	He pried the lid off of the container.  Chocolate chip cookies – homemade!  And they smelled heavenly.  One of them quickly disappeared into his mouth.  Really good!  Just the way he liked them!  He grabbed two more before putting the lid back on the container.  He could easily eat all of them instead of something a bit more decent for lunch!

	So Robin was going to hold up her end of the bargain – that he hadn’t really made.  Well, she had better squash all those lousy rumors – and fast!  Because he wasn’t going to put up with it much longer.  He had enough to worry about now with Ray behaving so oddly.  Ray had been in a bad mood a few minutes ago, the last thing he needed was more bad rumors circulating about him and Sissy!  Especially now that he had to worry about what he was going to do about Ray.  He wouldn’t be so worried about Ray except that he had to deal with him… and the job he was working on right now couldn’t proceed without Ray’s input!  So like it or not, this afternoon he would have to brace Ray again… and this time get a proper answer!

	He opened the cookie container again and extracted another handful of the sweet treats.  Then he left his desk and headed out for lunch.  A few beers wouldn’t hurt before he had to deal with Ray again. 

	“Sissy!” Andrea called.

	Chad was back in the same richly appointed office where he usually spent his time when he heard Andrea calling.  He put down the book he had pulled off of one of the shelves and hurried out to see what she wanted.  He would have considered not curtseying to her since Mel wasn’t around but… the sissy action kind of went well with the silly party dress he was wearing.  Curtsey.  “You called?” he asked before curtseying again. 

	Andrea giggled.  She simply couldn’t help it!  “Yes,” she replied.  “Mel just called.  She won’t be back till after lunch.  She said you had some food in your bag that you can eat and not to wait for her.”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Okay,” he replied somewhat disappointed before curtseying a second time.

	“Why do you always do that?” Andrea asked.  “Why do you curtsey like that before and after you speak?”

	Chad shrugged… and curtseyed.  “Mel likes it… and Robin made me do it too.  I guess I just got used to it.”  He curtseyed again – as usual. 

	Andrea giggled… again.  She couldn’t help it.  In that dress, he simply looked absolutely darling!  Not to mention totally ridiculous… which she knew was the real point.  And all the silly curtseying seemed to go right along with the whole theme.  Especially when you threw in his ridiculous silly voice.  Totally ridiculous!  Totally fun!  With another little laugh she said, “I have go to lunch.  I’ll lock up the office here.  Will you be okay?”

	Curtsey.  “No problem.  I doubt I’ll be leaking for a while yet anyway.  I’ll be fine.”  Curtsey.

	Andrea nodded.  She knew he had been reading one of the old books that Mel’s father had kept on his bookshelf.  One of the expensive antiques.  He seemed to be handling it gently enough so she wasn’t all that worried about it.  And he had just reported that he had been leaking again not twenty minutes ago, so most likely she would be back in plenty of time to record the time when his current diaper started leaking.  She giggled again at that thought.  He was wearing a diaper under that ridiculous darling dress.  But that thought made her add one little piece of advice.  “Just be careful you don’t leak all over any of that furniture in there!”

	Curtsey.  “No problem.  I’m used to being careful now.  I won’t.”  Curtsey.

	She nodded.  “Okay.  Then I’m off.  I’ll see you later.”

	Chad watched as she went out the door and locked it before heading to her car.  He quickly retreated to the safety of the room where he had been staying out of sight – just in case anyone should walk up to the door and look in. 

	He had known that he would be eating the baby food for lunch that Mel had put in his diaper bag, he had just thought that he would have some company around when he did eat.  Now he was left all on his own.  Not a problem really, just… different.  With nothing holding him back, he opened his diaper bag and pulled out all the jars of baby food.  He examined each one.  A well balanced meal – if it had been regular adult food.  Rolling his eyes at his own fate, he pulled the baby spoon out of his diaper bag as well.  He totally ignored the bib that had been in there with it.  He sat on the leather couch and opened the first jar and started eating. 

	The meeting was only slightly late getting started again.  Mel had enjoyed her lunch with the other attorneys, but she was really wanting this whole affair to be over with.  Unfortunately, she had to wait as the proceedings moved as slow as ever.  She knew that there really wasn’t much more for them to cover though, and hopefully she would be out of there soon.  She couldn’t wait!

	Since he needed a few beers in his system before confronting Ray, Derek decided to have lunch at one of the bars near the office that he knew also served a decent sandwich.  He walked in… and immediately locked eyes with Ray who was sitting at the bar.

	“What do you want?” Ray demanded angrily.

	Turning a bit angry himself, Derek replied.  “Lunch!  And a drink!”

	“And you followed me here?”

	“You practically forced me to come here… for a drink… after the way you treated me up in your office.  Not to mention the damn ridiculous way you behaved yesterday!  What the fuck was that?”

	Ray stared angrily at Derek for a moment before backing down.  Much more contritely he said, “A mistake!”

	“A mistake?  I’ll say!  So I take it you were planning on having Mel all to yourself?”

	Ray turned away and stared down at the bar he was sitting at.  “Something like that.  At least… I wasn’t planning on seeing you there!”

	Derek said nothing to him for a moment.  Much less confrontationally he asked, “I seem to remember you were all hot yesterday over some money as well.  What was that all about?”

	Ray looked back up at him.  “I said it yesterday.  She’s rich!  Really rich!”

	“Oh come on!”

	“No.  Trust me!  She is!  I checked.”

	Derek stared at him for a moment again.  “Are you eating anything, or just drinking?”

	Ray merely gestured toward the drink in front of him.   

	“I thought so.  Why don’t you join me at one of the tables… and we’ll both have something to eat as well.  You look like you need some food more than that drink!”

	Ray looked from the drink on the bar to Derek and back to his drink again… and back to Derek.  Rolling his eyes, he grabbed the glass and stood up.  “Lead on.”

	“All opposed say Nay!”  The president of the Green Grower’s Corporation looked around the table at all the other board members.  As expected, there wasn’t a single voice of opposition.  “So be it!” he stated.  “The motion to approve the contract and finalize the merger tomorrow has carried.”  There was a lot of low level murmuring from all around the room.  It was a moment before it died down.

	Harry Feinbaum stood up and once again addressed everyone in the room.  Since the motion has now been approved, I think that ends the business for today.  We will meet again tomorrow morning in the ballroom of the Hilton Hotel to finalize the merger.  Thank you everyone.  I know how much work we’ve all put into it.”

	With that, there was a general sigh of relief as everyone realized the meeting was finally over.  Mel glanced at her watch.  Almost two in the afternoon.  Where had the day gone?  But at least she was finished now… until tomorrow morning anyway.  She stood up and spoke casually with several other attorneys as she slowly made her way out of the room… and eventually out of the building. 

	She stopped again on the steps out front to talk a moment longer with one of the other men she had known a long time ago when her father had been alive.  She finally said goodbye to him.  She was about to head for her car, when she caught sight of Richard Slatter staring at her from a few feet away.  There was something absolutely domineering about the man.  Maybe it was just his aura of confidence.  She was surprised when he started walking toward her. 

	“So you’re Mel,” Slatter said as he walked up.  “Daddy’s little girl.  I can see the resemblance to your father.”

	Mel blushed.  “I didn’t know you knew my father.”

	“Honey, I know everybody in this business!  Come to play with the grownups?” he asked smugly. 

	Mel was a bit caught off guard by that comment, not to mention shocked that he should speak to her that way. 

	Before she could make any kind of reply, he continued with a shake of his head.  “Obviously Feinbaum is doing charity cases again, because your father was a second-rate lawyer at best!  And you’ll never be half the lawyer he was!”  With another shake of his head, he turned and walked off.

	Mel was flabbergasted as she stared after him.  Second rate?  The nerve of the man!  She didn’t know if she was just angry… or simply insulted… even as the tears formed in her eyes.  The nerve of the man to call her father second rate!  Never mind her, the man had insulted her father!

	Hurt by his rude comments, she hurried for the sanctity of her car.  It was all she could do to try to hold back the tears as she drove recklessly for her own office.  She was amazed when she managed to reach it without an accident… or without the police stopping her.  She parked the car and hurried inside. 

	“How was the…” Andrea started to ask, but she got no further as Mel ran past her, all the way into her office where she slammed the door behind her.

	The commotion brought Sissy out of the other office.  He looked perplexed at Andrea further down the hall… who was looking just as perplexed back at him.

	Chad waited as Andrea came down the hallway to where he was.  “Was she crying?” he asked quietly.

	“I… think so,” she replied.

	“What happened?”

	“I haven’t a clue.”

	“I wonder if I should check on her,” Andrea said, more to herself than to him.

	“No,” Chad replied.  “Let me.”

	“Stealing himself for whatever he would have to face, he softly turned the handle on her doorknob and pushed it open. 

	 


Chapter 59 (Monday – week 9 Part 4 of 5)

	“So why do you think she’s so rich,” Derek asked, not really believing it… and not really caring all that much either. 

	“Her friend Gloria told me.”

	“Rich is a relative thing though.  She doesn’t seem to me like she’s got that much money.  Of course, I don’t know how much you’re talking about when you say rich.”

	Ray grunted.  “I was skeptical too,” he replied.  “So I checked.  Do you know that her family was one of the richest in this part of the country?  I don’t know how much she inherited, but it’s possible we’re talking hundreds of millions!”

	Derek shook his head.  “But you don’t know for sure.”

	“I couldn’t get a straight answer out of her,” Ray admitted.

	“So she might not be rich at all.”

	“No, I’m convinced she is.”

	“So what of it?  Why should it matter all that much to you?”

	Ray looked rather sheepish, then covered himself by downing the rest of his drink.  “That’s just it… it shouldn’t!  I don’t know… I guess I somehow figured that a great broad like that… and you have to admit, she’s pretty great.”

	Derek nodded.  “Yeah, I’ll grant you that much.”

	“Yeah, you would!” he replied sullenly. 

	Derek let it pass.

	“I guess I figured that… I’m not getting any younger.  And a great broad like that, with lots of money to boot… well… it would kind of make a great case for early retirement… if you know what I mean.”

	Derek nodded.  “So you wanted her money.”

	“Well damn it!  Wouldn’t you?  Or should I say, isn’t that what you’re after too?”

	Derek leaned across the table.  “I don’t think she’s that rich!”

	“Suit yourself!” Ray replied.  He held up his hand and caught the attention of the waitress.  “Another round here!” he called.

	“I think you’ve had enough!”

	“Not today,” Ray replied.  “Not today.  Especially not after the way I blew it yesterday.  What the hell was I thinking?”

	“That’s what I’m wondering.”

	“No.  I mean, I should have never let on that I knew she had money!  That was just plain stupid!”

	Derek didn’t reply. 

	“Look!” Ray finally said.  “I’m sorry about the way I behaved yesterday.  I was out of line and I know it.  It’s part of the reason I’ve been so stupid all day today too.”

	“I was guessing it was something like that,” Derek replied.  “But I think it’s Mel who really needs the apology.”

	Ray nodded.  “You’re right of course.  Maybe I’ll consider it.  Maybe!  But not before I get stinking sloshing drunk!”

	Derek shook his head.  From the mood Ray seemed to be in, maybe what he really needed was a good bender.  “Give me your keys,” Derek said.  “I’ll have someone from the office pick you up later and take you home.”

	Ray stared at him for a moment, then he suddenly smiled.  He reached into his pocket and extracted his keys and threw them on the table.  “Thanks,” he replied as if he really meant it. 

	A moment later, he leaned across the table and asked, “Hey, what’s up with Sissy?  He was wearing a damn maid’s outfit when he answered the door yesterday!”

	Chad saw Mel standing with her back to him, staring out the window – where the blinds were mostly closed so there was little to see.  He entered quietly and just as softly, closed the door behind him.  Even then he wasn’t sure what to expect… until he heard the fairly loud sob coming from the woman he now idolized.  He walked up behind her.  “What happened?” he asked softly – in his old Chad voice, not his silly sissy voice.  He wasn’t prepared for the anger of her words.  He was only grateful that her anger wasn’t directed at him.

	“The nerve of that man!” she spat – amid her sobs.  “The absolute nerve of that… moronic… egotistical… jerk!”  And even as she said it, she broke down in a fresh bout of sobbing. 

	Chad moved closer behind her and grabbed her lightly on the shoulders… and gently led her over to the sofa in the comfortable seating area nearby.  He sat down right next to her and held her in his arms… and let her burry her head into his shoulder… and cry.  “Tell me about it.”

	But Mel was sobbing too much to talk now… now that she had a shoulder to cry on and someone to hold her.  She gave into the frustration and confusion and hurt… and just let herself cry. 

	Chad held her and softly kept whispering that it would be alright.  He gently stroked her hair saying everything would be just fine.  Over and over again.  Ever so softly.  He simply let her cry… while he held her and tried to comfort her.

	It had been a long time now since Mel had cried like that.  The last time had been when her mother and father had died.  And this time it was because of the way that Slatter had insulted her father… well, her too.  But it had all simply been too much for her… even though she knew it shouldn’t have.  She felt that she had somehow let her father down… horribly.  She was such a disappointment to him.  And she didn’t want to be.  She was simply… second rate… just as Slatter had said. 

	But she could never consider her father as second rate.  He wasn’t!  Ever!  He had been a great lawyer!  One she idolized.  And to hear him maligned like that had simply thrown her for such a loop.  Oh how she missed her father… her mother and her father both.  And she simply couldn’t get it out of her mind that she had somehow failed him… she just knew it!  She had somehow failed her father… her father who had meant everything to her. 

	Slowly, her sobbing died, but she continued to let Sissy hold and comfort her.  She eventually realized how odd it was to be sitting next to him… while he was wearing that ridiculous dress… and let him comfort her that way.  In some ways, it was more like a woman comforting her than a man.  He was certainly more gentle than a man… understanding too.  And it wasn’t the first time that she had noticed that.  Was it another little manifestation of her denying him all the manhood she could?  Or was it simply another part of his sissy side.  Either way, it felt ever so good to her. 

	She finally sat up, pulling out of his embrace.  “Sorry,” she said as she wiped some of the tears from her face.

	“It’s okay,” Chad said again – again in his old male voice.

	Mel noticed, but she ignored it. 

	“What happened?” Chad asked.

	Mel stood up.  “That bastard Slatter!  That’s what happened,” she replied angrily.  “He insulted me… and worse… he insulted my father!”

	Chad said nothing.  He just listened as she began to pace in front of him. 

	“He called us second rate!  Said Feinbaum was taking us on as a charity case!  The jerk!  Well okay, maybe I am second rate.  But not Daddy!  Not my father!  He was never second rate!” 

	She was ranting now, but she didn’t care.  “The nerve of that bastard…”  She turned to look back at Sissy, still sitting on her sofa.  “You know, I felt like there was something off… something really wrong in that contract they approved today.  But I searched through the whole damn thing and I didn’t find anything wrong at all.”  She shook her head.  “Maybe I am second rate.  If there’s a problem there, I just couldn’t find it.  Or maybe… there is no problem!  That’s most likely the case.  There is no problem!”

	“But you’re not sure,” Chad said softly.

	She stopped and looked back at him.  It was a moment before she answered.  “It was just this… feeling I had.  But there was nothing.”

	“Maybe you should look again.”

	She laughed.  “Harry Feinbaum’s whole team of elite lawyers have been pouring through every page of that thing for months and they didn’t find anything.”

	“But that doesn’t mean that you won’t.”

	She shook her head.  “It’s too late anyway.”

	“How do you know?  Have they signed the thing yet?”

	“Not till tomorrow.”

	“Then there’s still time.”

	“For what?  Have you any idea how long that damn document is?”

	“Then maybe we better get started.”

	“We?  What are you going to do?”

	“Help you.”

	“Help me?  How?”

	Chad shrugged.  “In my job, I have to work with a lot of legal documents to post them to the web or to check them for other problems.  Maybe I can at least help you look.”

	Mel threw her arms up in the air.  “Oh sure!  You’re not even a lawyer!  You wouldn’t even know what you’re looking at!”

	Chad shrugged.  “What can it hurt?”

	Mel shook her head and muttered.  “Useless.”

	“It won’t hurt to try.  It’s the only way you’ll ever feel good about it the whole thing.”

	Mel stared at him for a moment.  The problem was, he was right.  The darn stupid sissy was right.  With a sigh, she headed for her desk.

	Chad got up from her sofa and stood in front of her desk and watched as she found the overly large contract and pulled it out.  “When you’re done with that first page, pass it over to me,” he said – again in his old Chad voice.

	Mel looked up at him.  “Do we, or do we not still have an agreement about the way you’re supposed to behave until this bet is over with?”

	Chad smiled and curtseyed and replied in his silly sissy voice.  “Sorry, Mistress!”  Then he curtseyed again.

	Mel nodded as if satisfied.  Something inside of her was sparked though by just the sight of him standing there in front of her in that crazy sissy dress.  It was something that fueled her confidence and feeling of power.  She would search the damn contract one more time, even if it took all night, which she knew it would.  If there was a problem to be found, she would find it!  Not bothering to read the rest of the first page, she threw it across the desk toward Sissy.  “Find your own place to work.”

	Chad curtseyed again happily.  And grabbed the piece of paper.  He was mostly happy though because his Mistress was back!  He could tell from the look on her face that she was totally back! 

	Having no other place to work, he sank down to the floor amid all his puffy silly skirts and started reading the contract.  But he didn’t get far.  He stood up again and curtseyed.  “Excuse me Mistress.  Do you have any pads of paper and a pen?”

	Mel was a bit surprised by the question, but she opened a drawer and pulled out a fresh yellow legal pad and threw that across the desk to him.  She pointed to the pen holder on her desk. 

	Chad curtseyed again, grabbed the paper and pen, and sank happily back down to the floor… and got to work.

	Andrea had been waiting out by her desk for some word from Mel’s office, but so far, everything was still quiet – for a very long time now.  She had snuck down the hall earlier and listened at the door and heard crying and had immediately gone back to her desk.  She didn’t know what was wrong with Mel, but it had to be something major for her to behave like that.

	Deciding she had to find out more, she quietly went back up the hallway and softly knocked on Mel’s office door.  She was glad to hear Mel’s voice telling her to come in.  She opened the door and poked her head in.  She saw Mel working at her desk and Sissy was cocooned in a mass of petticoats on the floor in front of her desk doing something as well.  “Just checking on you,” she said as if apologizing.  “I was worried.”

	Mel smiled.  “Thanks Andrea.  I’m over it now… somewhat.  But now I have to go back through this whole damn contract one more time.  And I’m afraid it’s going to be a long one… probably all night.  So you can leave today when you need to.”

	Andrea stood there and considered it for a moment.  “I’ll stay as long as you do.  There may be something I can help with.  And the least I can do will be to keep the coffee flowing for you.  By the way, do you want the list of times I wrote down for when Sissy was leaking?”

	Mel glanced over the top of her desk.  She could just see Sissy’s head sticking up listening to them.  She shook her head.  “Not right now Andrea. Thanks.  Right now the only thing I want to concentrate on is this contract.”

	Andrea nodded.  “Okay.  I’ll put a fresh pot of coffee on.”  She started to close the office door, but Mel called out for her to leave it open.  There would be no clients coming in today anyway.

	It was a while later when Chad noticed something, he was leaking!  He had missed it because he was so engrossed in what he was working on.  He quickly stood up and curtseyed.  “I’m leaking,” he announced before curtseying a second time.

	Mel looked up from her own work, bothered by his interruption.  Right now, she cared, but she didn’t care.  She was too focused on the task in front of her.  “Go tell Andrea and change yourself.  I’m busy.”  As she got back to work again, she wondered if he had leaked early enough to gain him any reward time at all.  But then, she didn’t know what she was going to do about letting him use that reward time today.  This was definitely going to be a very long night!

	She did notice though that when Sissy came back a few minutes later, he brought a baby bottle back with him.  She looked at the bottle with a puzzled look on her face.  “What’s in that thing?”

	Chad curtseyed.  “Water.  I ran out of the tea earlier.”  Curtsey.

	Mel nodded.  “Just drink whatever you need to.”  With a sigh, she sat back in her chair for a bit of a rest.  A moment later, she got up to stretch her legs as Sissy sank back down to his own pages on the floor.  She walked out from behind her desk to see just what he was doing.  He had yellow pad pages stacked in several places in front of him.  And all the pages looked like they were covered in symbols as well as his neat handwriting.  “What are you doing?” she asked.

	Chad looked up.  “Flowcharting it.”

	Mel was stunned.  “Flowcharting?  You can’t flowchart a contract!”  It was all she could do to not add the word “idiot” after what she had said.

	Chad looked at the papers around him.  “I’m looking for processes… things that happen.  “Like right here where it says ‘In the event of…’  To me that translates into an ‘If’ statement.”

	“A what?”

	“An ‘If’ statement.  A condition.  If some condition exists, then what happens because of it.”

	Mel only partially understood what he was saying.  “But this is a legal contract.”

	Chad shrugged from the floor amid the mass of sissy petticoats around him.  “I’m a programmer.  It’s what I do.  It’s the way I look at things.”

	Mel shook her head.  “Whatever!” she muttered, knowing that whatever it was that he was doing was going to be useless.  But then, she had known from the beginning that he couldn’t really help.  She was the lawyer and it was up to her.  She had to prove that she wasn’t the second rate hack that Slatter had said she was.  And she especially had to prove that her father wasn’t second rate either!  She had to prove it for both of them!  Unfortunately, so far, she was no closer to doing that than when she got out of bed this morning.

	“I’m going for coffee,” she said to him as she saw him going back to examining the document pages seemingly very carefully.  She shook her head and picked up her now empty coffee mug before walking out.

	She found Andrea in the little kitchenette in the back of the building where the coffee pot was.  “Hi,” she said as she walked in.

	Andrea was just freshening up her own coffee.  “How’s it going?” she asked.

	“Not great,” Mel replied as she held out her cup and let Andrea pour some coffee into it.

	“But you’re going to keep at it?”

	Mel took a sip of the hot liquid as Andrea put the put the carafe back on the holder.  “Definitely!” she replied.  “If there’s something to be found, then I’m going to find it!”

	“I’m sure you will!” Andrea agreed, trying to bolster her boss’s confidence. 

	Mel carried her coffee back into her office.  She saw Sissy look quickly up at her.

	“I found something weird,” he said in his silly voice.

	“It’s a legal document,” she replied.  “Everything in it is going to be weird to you!”

	“Not as much as you might think,” Chad replied confidently.

	Mel rolled her eyes a bit.  “Okay, what is it?  I’ll try to explain it to you.”

	Chad purposely stayed on the floor amid all his puffy skirts so he wouldn’t have to be bothered with all the curtseying.  “See this?” he said holding the legal pad out to Mel.

	Mel took it.  The page was covered in symbols with writing in them.  The symbols all had arrows coming out of them leading to other symbols.  It looked like a big confusing mess to her.  “What about it?” she asked.

	“Well, I can kind of see where that goes with the section I pulled it out of, but if you follow the second arrow then it looks more like it should go back with…”  He started searching through the pile of yellow papers on the floor around him.  His massive skirts seemed to be hampering him more than a bit since he had to reach way over them to do it.  But he finally found what he was looking for.  “This!”  He finally finished as he handed the page up to Mel.

	Mel looked at it… and more specifically what was written in each of the big diamond shapes on the page.  She recognized the sections that the contents of those diamond symbols had been pulled from.  And then she looked at the way the arrows led.  She wanted badly to tell him that it didn’t really go there, but the way she was now looking at it, it really did look like the section was out of place.  “Um…  She searched for something to say.  “I’m not sure,” she finally admitted as she handed it back to him.  “Go back and check it again.  I’m sure you must have missed something.”

	Chad only nodded and went back to work as Mel sat down at her desk again.  Flowcharting a contract – ridiculous!

	Not ten minutes later, Mel was interrupted again as Sissy suddenly grunted and stood up rather quickly.  He slowly turned around with a rather distressed look on his face.  She was about to ask what was wrong, when she suddenly realized what was happening.  She smiled wickedly.  “Messy diaper?”

	Chad only nodded as the mess was still sliding out of him. 

	“Go change yourself in the other room,” Mel told him.  “And don’t forget to tell Andrea that you’re getting a new diaper!”  It was a moment before she saw him even trying to move.  And then he waddled crazily out of the room.  She almost burst out laughing.  “And don’t let that dress get messed up!” she yelled after him.

	 


Chapter 59 (Monday – week 9 Part 5 of 5)

	Ray stared foggily at the empty glasses in front of him.  Fortunately, the bartender hadn’t shut him down.  He vaguely remembered Derek promising to talk to him.  Derek!  The sap!  The damn guy had gotten to Mel ahead of him.  And then he had done the stupid, stupid thing yesterday about letting on that he was after her money!  Stupid!  Stupid!  Stupid!  As he had been doing all afternoon, he grabbed his glass and emptied it one more time over that thought. 

	But that wasn’t the only thought he was drinking over, in the back of his mind was also Gloria – the tiger!  His beginning relationship with her had him more confused than ever.  Damn the woman was good in bed!  And she came up with things he had never even heard of before.  Talk about fun!  But she didn’t have Mel’s money!  He grabbed his glass again… but it was empty.  He held it up and finally saw the bartender nod.  It took all his effort not to throw the empty glass against the wall. 

	Maybe he had had enough?  Never!  Not while trying to purposely get stinking, sloshing, incredibly drunk!  Never enough!  He wanted to tell the bartender to bring him two drinks while he was at it, but that would have taken more effort than his muscles seemed to possess just then.

	Gloria – the tiger!  Mel – the rich bitch!  And what was that, that Derek had said about Chad… Sissy… whatever!  The damn pervert!  He had been wearing a damn maid’s dress yesterday in Mel’s apartment.  What was it that Derek had said about him? 

	The memories were foggy, barely there anymore.  But slowly the words did fall back somewhat into place.  Sissy!  And a bet!  And…

	“Hi Ray.”

	He looked up to see two of Derek’s crew hovering over his table.  “Go away!” he slurred.

	“We’ve come to take you home,” the second one said.

	“Don’t want to!” He replied.  Did that come out right?  He was so drunk he wasn’t sure.  Close enough anyway.

	He felt a strong hand hooking itself under one of his arms, pulling him up out of his seat.  “No!  Have another!”

	“You’ve had enough,” one of them said to him.

	He was too wasted to really fight much with them.  He wanted another drink.  Many more drinks.  He had to forget about Mel… and the tiger… and… Sissy?

	It was a while later when Mel heard Andrea buzzing her phone line.  “What is it?” she asked.

	“Derek is calling for you.”

	Mel shook her head.  Not now!  “Please tell him I’m busy and I’m going to be wrapped up all night.”

	Hopefully, that would put Derek on hold for another day.  She didn’t need his kind of distraction at all right now.  She heard the line going dead again… and Sissy grunting again at the same time.  “What now?” she asked.  “Are you messing your diaper again?”  She saw his head pop up high enough that she could see it from behind her desk.

	“No,” he said holding up his legal pad.  “I found another part that I think belongs with those other two.”

	Mel was surprised.  “Those two things you showed me earlier?”

	“Yes.  Except… I think there’s something missing that goes between those and this.”

	Mel got up from her seat to see.  “Maybe that doesn’t go with the other parts at all.”

	“No,” Chad’s silly voice replied.  “I’m sure it does… somehow.”

	Mel took his pad, which had only a few pages left in it, and looked carefully.  The subject did look like it really belonged with the other things instead.  She surprised herself when she handed the pad back to him and said, “Keep digging.  Maybe you’re onto something.”

	Chad was actually glad that she seemed to approve.  “Um…  Do you have any more of these pads?  I’m going to use this one up pretty soon.”

	“Are you kidding?  This is a legal office.  We’ve got boxes of those things.  We never run out!”  She sat back at her desk and buzzed Andrea.  “Andrea, we’re going to need more legal pads in here.  Bring a bunch!”  But even as the words came out of her mouth, her thoughts were circling around the pieces that Sissy had sorted out as being odd and out of place.  Why hadn’t she noticed them before?  It was then that she realized why each of those pieces had seemed more familiar to her than most of it.  When she had gotten the original version of the contract – with everything out of place, they were some of the sections that had been purposely put where they shouldn’t have been.  Had the previous attorney been trying to send a little message?

	The company parking lot was mostly empty by the time Derek climbed up into his big SUV to go home.  Except, he didn’t want to go home, he wanted to talk with Mel.  Especially after the “lunch” he had shared with Ray.  As he had promised, he had sent someone… two guys really… to gather Ray up from the bar and drive him home.  But during their lunch, Derek realized that he might have passed on some information that maybe he shouldn’t have.  Information about Sissy. 

	Not that he really cared all that much.  The stupid sap deserved everything he got – everything!  He was sure he still had no feelings about Sissy’s desire to keep it all a secret.  But still, he couldn’t help but wonder if he had done something that maybe he shouldn’t have.  Maybe it was just that it was information that Mel had said she didn’t want known.  Had she said that to him?  In truth, he wasn’t really sure.

	But the bottom line was that Ray now knew all about Sissy… if Ray could remember anything he had been told.  Ray had been so wasted already that Derek wasn’t at all sure that he would be capable of remembering everything.  The only part that he had purposely held back was about Robin.  He never once mentioned Robin’s involvement.  But from what he had told Ray, he had no doubt that if Ray were capable of putting things together properly, which he really wasn’t all that sure about, then Ray would be able to deduce that Robin was doing something with Sissy as well.  Maybe more than something.

	And because of all that, he really wanted to discuss what he had told Ray with Mel.  But Mel was busy tonight.  The contract business.  But still… maybe she wasn’t too busy.  He drove out of the parking lot and headed – not for home, but for Mel’s office where he figured she would still be. 

	When he got there, he was gratified to see two cars still in the parking lot, one of them Mel’s.  The door was locked when he tried to open it, but the lights inside were on.  He knocked loudly.  Someone came out of an office further down the hall.  He didn’t know who she was, but she wasn’t Mel.  The woman finally unlocked the door and opened it enough to talk.

	“Sorry, we’re closed,” Andrea said.

	“Um…  Is Mel here?” Derek asked.

	Andrea shook her head.  “She’s here, but we’re closed.  I’m sorry.  You’ll have to call tomorrow for an appointment.”

	“I’m Derek,” he told her.  “Can you at least ask if she’ll see me?”

	Andrea immediately recognized Derek’s name.  Not sure if she should, she opened the door wide enough to let him in.  “I really shouldn’t,” she replied.  “But I know you’re on her list of calls to answer.  So…”  She locked the door behind them and led the way up to Mel’s office.

	“You have a guest,” Andrea announced softly as she led the way back into Mel’s office.

	Mel looked up.  “Derek!” she exclaimed.  She didn’t really know if she was happy or angry that he was there. She had passed on the message that she was busy tonight and he had still shown up.

	Derek walked into the office and put a big smile on his face as she mentioned his name, but at the same time, he was taking in everything in the beautifully appointed, but slightly feminine, office.  Mel was obviously working hard at her desk, but the one biggest thing that he couldn’t help but notice was Sissy… sitting on the floor wearing… one of the most ridiculous dresses he could ever imagine.  And Sissy appeared to be working too.  He was completely surrounded by yellow legal pad papers.  He grunted at the sight of the twerp.  Obviously, Mel hadn’t been kidding when she had passed on the message that she was busy.  He suddenly felt bad about his own selfish needs.  “I heard you were busy,” he said.  “I was just hoping that you weren’t too busy to at least say hi for a few minutes.”

	Mel shook her head.  “Sorry Derek.  I really am.  But we’re totally swamped here and we’re really stuck for time.”

	“Yeah, I can see that,” he replied as he looked around a bit more.  “Sorry I bothered you.”  He was about to walk out when another thought struck him.  “What are you doing for dinner tonight?”

	“Dinner?”  Mel was a bit surprised at the question.  “I hadn’t even thought about it!  I don’t have a clue what we’re going to do.”  She glanced at the clock, it was already later than she thought.

	“Want me to get you something?” Derek asked.

	Mel jumped at the offer.  “Would you?  You’d be a lifesaver!”

	“Glad to,” Derek replied with a smile.

	“Can I come?” Andrea asked from where she was sitting on the couch.  “I haven’t been able to do much to help them yet, so maybe I can at least help you.”

	“Sure.  Why not?” Derek agreed.

	Derek and Andrea had been gone about twenty minutes when Sissy found the next odd spot.  “Mistress!” he called from his seat on the floor.  “I found another one that matches up with the last one I found.  But it still looks like there should be something else in front of that last one.”

	Mel got up to see what Sissy had found now.  One look was all she needed to notice a pattern developing.  Those odd out of place sections again!  “Good work Sissy.  Keep at it.” 

	Once she got back to her desk, she put aside the section she had been reading and tried to remember all the different sections that had been out of place in the first copy of the contract she had gotten.  It wasn’t easy.

	Derek and Andrea came back before she got very far… and they each carried a large pizza box in their hands.  Pizza or not, once she got a whiff of the smell, her mouth watered.  She was hungry.  The pizzas were placed on the coffee table in front of the couch.  Mel got up from her desk and immediately joined Andrea and Derek in selecting a piece.  “Mm!” she exclaimed.  “I didn’t realize how hungry I was!”

	Only then did she notice Sissy, still sitting where he had been, simply staring at them… and the pizza.  But he wasn’t saying anything… as he probably shouldn’t.  But Mel felt bad about that.  “Did you finish all that baby food we put in your bag this morning?” she asked him.

	“Yes Mistress,” Chad replied.

	“Then get over here and help yourself.  Just don’t get any on those contract pages!”

	Andrea ran off to get some paper towels to use as napkins as Sissy gratefully grabbed a piece of the delicious smelling pizza for himself.  The first “real” food he had eaten in days!

	Derek wandered around Mel’s office with a piece of pizza in his hand.  Mel was working at her desk and Sissy was working on the floor.  Andrea had disappeared to the ladies room for a few minutes.  He stood over top of where Sissy was working and looked down at all the papers on the floor.  He recognized the flowchart Sissy was creating.  But flowcharting a contract?  It didn’t make a lot of sense. But he had no doubt that it made sense to Chad… Sissy.  He had always been smart like that.  So why couldn’t he be smart about the rest of his stupid life?  The idiot!

	Derek nearly jumped when Sissy suddenly jerked up and proclaimed.  “Found it!”

	“What?” Mel asked quickly coming out from behind her desk to see.

	“That missing section.”  With Derek looking on, he showed Mel how the new section fit neatly in the missing link between the other sections he had found.

	“Good work, Sissy,” Mel told him.  She just didn’t have a clue yet what it all meant but something was starting to tug at the back of her mind.

	“Yeah,” Chad agreed.  “But where does it lead?  Why stick these sections in the middle of all this other stuff?  And obviously it looks like there’s going to be more.”

	“I’m starting to get a nasty little suspicion about where this is going, but we’ll have to wait and see.  Find those other sections!”

	Chad immediately got back to work.

	Not knowing why, Derek grabbed another piece of the pizza out of the box and brought it over to Sissy.  “Still hungry?” he asked.

	Chad was totally surprised at the offer, but he gratefully took the slice of pizza.  “Thanks!” he replied, meaning it very sincerely.  He munched on it as he continued working.

	Derek only stayed around for a little while after that and the office became deathly quiet as Mel and Chad worked.  Andrea finally stretched out on Mel’s couch since she didn’t have much else to do except to refill Mel’s coffee cup.  She had even started filling Chad’s bottles for him – with the same coffee.  She figured the poor guy probably needed it.  And every once in a while Chad had to excuse himself to go change his leaking diaper again – which she duly recorded on her list of times that so far, Mel hadn’t been interested in.

	Mel searched now for the sections that she thought might have been out of place before.  It was nearly eleven o’clock when she found one she was fairly sure of.  She read it though.  It seemed to be perfectly fine, but like the sections that Sissy has already found this one again had one of those “In the event of” clauses – with several possible outcomes depending on other events.  She pawed through the pages of that section again and pulled them out. 

	Getting up from her desk, she went around to where Sissy was sitting on her floor.  “Set what you’re working on aside for now,” Mel told him, “and see what you make of this.”  She handed him the pages she had just separated out.

	Chad got down to work – flowcharting the section while Mel watched him closely.  Each possible outcome got mapped, or at least accounted for.  But he hadn’t even finished yet when he suddenly proclaimed, “It looks like this is another piece.  But I can’t really tell since I think there must be a section or possibly several sections that would go before it.”

	But Mel now had no doubt that the section belonged with the others, just as she had no doubt that eventually they would find all those missing links – as well as possibly more.  She picked up all the pieces that Chad had managed to put together so far and took them to her desk and studied them.  Yes, there was no doubt they all went together, and that they were all going somewhere.  And she was more afraid than ever of where she suspected they were going to lead.

	“Andrea,” she called, rousing her assistant from where she looked to be comfortably stretched out on the couch.  She held out the yellow papers.  “Can you see if you can do something with these to make them more understandable?”

	Andrea was glad to get up from the couch where she had almost fallen asleep and do something useful.  She took the pages and studied them.  “Give me a few minutes,” she replied before heading off to her own desk.  Thirty minutes later, she was back again.  “How’s this?” she asked.

	Mel studied the pages Andrea had created.  Each page matched what Chad had done, but each page was now much more readable and understandable.  Especially since Andrea had left out the silly geometric shapes that Chad surrounded everything with.  But Andrea did include some perfectly drawn arrows linking all the important sections together.  “Perfect!” Mel proclaimed.  “Thanks.”

	“That’s what I’m here for,” Andrea replied happily.

	As Andrea went back to the couch to get a little more sleep.  Mel dug further into the contract.  And this time she went straight to the one passage she was most worried about.  The one passage she just knew was going to pop up inside of one of Sissy’s little geometric shapes.

	And unnoticed by anyone… the decorative clock on the wall of Mel’s office… struck midnight.

	 


Chapter 60 (Tuesday – week 9 Part 1 of 6)

	It was almost one in the morning by the time Mel found the section she was looking for.  Once again she separated the pages out and brought them around for Sissy to work on.  And once again he mapped it out with his geometric shapes – covering several yellow legal pad pages with his work.  He didn’t say anything, but Mel herself noticed the one spot where that passage was most likely going to wind up getting put with the rest of what they had found.

	It took Sissy over half an hour just to map out that one section.  But in order for it to fit with the rest, they would have to find the linking passages first.  She took Sissy’s latest work and studied it carefully.  It was the one passage that she knew was going to wind up in the mix somewhere, the one passage that made everything they were doing so important.  It was the one passage in the whole contract that removed control of Green Growers Corporation from the current directors who were trying to hold onto it, and transferred all that power directly to Sunshine Corporation.  Mel had known that passage would be there somewhere.  She had known it!  Now she just had to find all the missing links. Without them, all this work was useless!

	She handed off Sissy’s latest efforts to Andrea to work her magic on, then she gathered up all the pages that Andrea had recreated so far.  She removed several of the pictures from her wall and grabbed a roll of scotch tape.  Then she began taping the pages onto her wall.  Carefully, she lined up all the arrows from each of the pages so they each matched up with where they needed to go.  It was a rather convoluted tree, with many false branches leading off to things that she wasn’t the least bit interested in.  But one path held her complete interest.

	Andrea looked up from her computer as she was working on Sissy’s latest pages and noticed him going back across the hallway to change himself again.  He stopped in the middle of the hallway and motioned toward the other room and then his diaper.  She nodded and made a note on the paper where she was keeping track of his times.  When he moved again, she noticed that he was walking funny… kind of the way he did when he had messed himself earlier… was that today, or yesterday?  She noticed that it seemed to take him a while to change again.  Maybe he had messed his diaper again.  Was that possible?  She decided she didn’t really want to know. 

	She finished what she was doing and brought the papers back to Mel so she could study them.  She was glad to see how pleased Mel was.  It made her decision to stay the night all that much more worthwhile.  She watched with pride as Mel taped her work up on the wall with the other pages, but this one she positioned far to the right and down towards the bottom of the wall.  She also noticed the big gap Mel had left between these pages and her previous ones… obviously for something else that had to go in-between. 

	Mel studied the wall carefully.  Her eyes particularly kept tracing the diagonal line that stretched from the top page at the left, zigzagging down across her wall toward the bottom right where she had taped what she was guessing would be the final pages – the passages that removed the current directors from Green Growers.   There were gaps unfortunately.  But now that she had some idea of what she was looking for, she went back to work.  She would find those gaps!  And now she knew how to search!

	Chad had been back to work for another thirty minutes when he stumbled across one of those missing gaps.  Mel took his work gladly and held it up.  Yes, the arrows matched perfectly with several pages already on her wall and definitely filled in one of the missing pieces.  She handed it off to Andrea and she and Sissy got back to work again.

	It was almost forty-five minutes later when she found another of the sections she suspected would fill in one of the blank spots. She brought it around for Sissy to work on and fifteen minutes later she was comparing what Sissy had created with the rest of it. It was another puzzle piece for sure.  She stared at her wall.  Just one more to go!  She suspected that Andrea was happier now that she had more work to do.

	But there was still that one more missing link in the mix that they had to find, and without it, none of it added up.  Without it, she didn’t have the proof that she needed.  She glanced back down at Sissy.  He looked so tired he could hardly hold his eyes open, but he was still trying to read through all that garbage.  Taking her cue from him, she dug back into the manuscript one more time. 

	The time dragged on forever… or seemed to.  While Mel and Sissy worked, Andrea slept on the couch.  Chad’s eyes hurt so badly from trying to read and make sense of everything that he could hardly see let alone think straight.  So he was somewhat shaken when he suddenly heard Mel proclaim, “Got it!”  A moment later he was taking the offered pages out of her hands and was trying to find the mental power to once again flowchart what was in front of him.  He was so tired he almost missed it, but one quick look back and he realized where he had almost made the mistake and he corrected it. 

	“That’s it!” Mel proclaimed, reaching for the pages he was still creating.

	“Give me a chance to finish this,” Chad begged.  “We want to make sure there’s no mistake.”

	Mel knew he was right and waited – impatiently.  And then she finally saw Sissy put down his pen.

	“That’s it,” he said, still looking at the papers.  “That’s got to be the last one.”

	Mel grabbed his work quickly and studied it.  Almost as quickly she carried it over to her wall to temporarily put it in place.  Yes!  Perfect!  That was it.  The missing link!  They had solved the impossible puzzle! 

	Andrea came up behind her.  “Do you want me to do that one now?”

	Mel handed over the final section, and noticed Sissy as she did so.  He was slumped over on the floor amid his mass of petticoats – totally exhausted.  She knew she herself should feel the same, but somehow she felt nothing but exhilarated! 

	Chad just laid on the floor with his eyes closed.  Oddly, his massive petticoats formed something of a soft cushion for him to lay on.  But moments after Andrea walked past to work on the last of what he had created, he realized… and remembered something else.  He was leaking again – and had been since about the time that Mel had found that last section.  He hadn’t had time to change! 

	Wearily, he dragged himself to a crawling position and tried to crawl a few feet toward the door since it was easier than trying to stand up… or he would have crawled, except he kept getting stuck on his skirts.  He forced himself to his feet and headed across the hall to the other office where his diaper bag was.  He pulled out another diaper to change himself… the last diaper in the bag.  He hoped Mel would take him home soon so he could just get very well diapered for the night and go to sleep – like for about a year!

	Once his fresh diaper was in place, he knew he was supposed to tell Andrea that he had changed, but the leather couch looked so much more comfortable.  It wouldn’t hurt to just lay on it for a minute.  So he did just that, but only for a minute.

	While Sissy was gone, Mel again studied the pages on the wall.  Over and over, her eyes traced the irregular path that went from the top left page all the way down the bottom right page that held the passage about turning all control over to Sunshine.  When seen like this it was easy to see the logic of it… logic that “flowed” perfectly.  Logic that only Sissy’s strange flowchart could accurately expose.  It had been so well hidden by Slatter that she was amazed it had been found at all.  But then she remembered, it had been found before – by the lawyer that she was replacing.  The one who had suddenly quit.  And she suspected that she now knew why he had quit.  He must have found the links, and then called Slatter about it.  Somehow, Slatter had bought him off.  She briefly wondered how much that must have cost Slatter… or Sunshine.

	But she wasn’t going to be bought off.  She was still angry at Slatter.  And now it was time to do something about it! 

	She didn’t have Harry Feinbaum’s home phone number, but she did have his son Dick’s number.  Heck, Dick was marginally in charge of this affair anyway.  She dialed his home number, knowing full well that it was only four in the morning.

	It was a few minutes before anyone answered, and then she recognized Dick’s voice.  “Hello?”

	“Dick!  It’s Mel!  We’ve got to stop this merger!  Richard Slatter has screwed us… royally!”

	“What?  Mel?  Is that you?  What the heck are you talking about?  We can’t stop this now!”

	“We’ve got to.  Green Growers is going to lose everything!”

	“I didn’t see that in the contract.”

	“You didn’t see it because of the way Slatter hid it.  The guy’s a genius!  It’s almost impossible to find.”

	“You’re sure about this?”

	“Absolutely!”

	“Only my father can stop this thing now,” Dick replied.  “He’s in charge.”

	“Give me his number.  I’ll call him!” 

	“No, if it’s this important I better call him myself.  Stand by though, he’s probably going to call you personally.”

	“Good!  I’m still at the office.”

	“Okay.  I understand.  Stand by.”

	It was a long few minutes for her to wait.  She was exhausted, but at the same time, she felt totally exhilarated.  It seemed like an eternity before her phone finally rang.

	“Mel?  This is Harry?  Do you know what time it is?  What the hell is going on?”

	“Stop the deal, Mr. Feinbaum!  Stop the deal!”

	“What the heck are you talking about?  We’re ready to sign today!”

	“Richard Slatter is a genius!  A genius!  But we’re being screwed with!  It was about sixteen layers deep and buried under enough caca that a bulldozer shouldn’t have been able to dig it out!  But I found it!  Green Growers will lose everything, I’m not sure how long it will take, probably about a year, but I’m sure it’s going to happen!  Oh, and one other thing, I’ve now got a pretty good suspicion about why your last lawyer left so suddenly!”

	Harry Feinbaum didn’t get to where he was in life by being slow.  “You’ve got proof?”

	“All mapped out – literally!  I just need time to add some page references to everything.”

	“Do you think you can get it to our offices by six?”

	Mel groaned.  “I’ve been up all night.”  She looked up as Andrea walked back in with the papers she had redone.  Andrea looked a mess!  She didn’t see Sissy at all.  “My whole staff has about had it,” she told him.  “And I’m a mess.”

	“I don’t care how you look.  I need to see that information!  Six o’clock!  Don’t be late!  I’m calling everyone else in now!  Oh, and Mel… I don’t have to tell you that your reputation is at stake here if you’re wrong!”

	“I know, Mr. Feinbaum.  I know.  Call them in because I’m very sure!”

	“What can I do?” Andrea asked.

	Mel looked at the pages on her wall again.  “Grab a red marker and retrace that route.  I need to look up the page references for every one of these so everyone else can find them.”  Only then did she realize that Sissy was still missing.  “Where’s Sissy?”

	“I saw him sleeping in the other room when I went past.”

	“Leave him.  He’s earned the rest.”

	It didn’t take Andrea long to retrace the linking arrows with her red marker.  When she was finished, Mel had only added one of the page references to the papers… and she had many more to go.  It was a task Andrea couldn’t do anything to help with so she laid back down on the couch to wait. 

	Mel worked intently.  Her concentration was total.  But it still took time.  When she finished, she was shocked to see that she had only forty five minutes to get everything to Feinbaum’s office.  She looked over at Andrea sleeping on her couch.  She was about to ask for her help, but Andrea appeared to be sleeping so soundly she decided not to wake her.  Very carefully, Mel removed the pages from her wall and stacked them in the order she would need them later.  By the time she finished, she was really running late.  As she gathered her things, she tried to decide if she should wake Andrea or not.  She finally decided to just leave her and let her sleep.  She had earned the rest as well.

	With her arms loaded with papers and the contract, Mel stopped briefly to look in on Sissy.  He was very sound asleep.  She knew she should have woken him and taken him home, but she no longer had time to get him there. Softly stepping further into the room, she looked around.  So many memories… so many emotions hit her.  This was her father’s office.  “Help me Daddy, please,” she whispered.   

	Leaving everyone to their slumber, she went out to her car and headed straight for the early six o’clock meeting.  She knew she looked a mess.  Hopefully she would get a minute to at least fix her face before the meeting started.  But she had to get this information there first.  That was the one most important thing in her life just then.

	There was very little traffic at that hour of the morning and she made it to Feinbaum’s office with only minutes to spare.  She gathered everything up and literally ran for the door.  But someone was waiting for her and watching for her arrival, and they opened the door ahead of her to let her in.  She was very grateful!  Five minutes later, she was directing two of Feinbaum’s staff members how to tape the pages up to the wall in the meeting room. 

	All the other lawyers had already arrived by the time she got there so they all watched closely as the pages went up.  Mel never got a chance to freshen her makeup or even go to the bathroom before the questions were being fired at her.  And as the pages continued to get taped to Feinbaum’s wall, more and more of the legal experts in the room stood right there next to her, their own eyes tracing the impossible zigzagging line as it gradually grew down the wall. 

	The questions stopped coming about halfway through putting the papers up.  Instead she was hearing mutterings of angry comments… about Slatter.  Twice she heard someone mention that one of the conditions involved was in the process of happening.  And she heard someone else mention that another one was looking very likely as well.  By the time the last of it was up, she had sat down in a chair at the table just to rest for a bit while the others looked the wall over carefully.  It was then that the exhaustion started to hit her.  It was then that Harry Feinbaum came over and stood in front of her.

	“Damn him!” Feinbaum said.  “It was split up and obviously hidden so well that none of us would have noticed it since we had divided the document up between us to study the sections individually in depth.”

	Mel nodded.  “When I got the first version of the contract, it was all out of order.  I’m pretty sure your previous lawyer found it… or part of it anyway, and surmised what was going on.”

	Feinbaum nodded.  “That would explain his hurried departure.  You want to go over this formally for us now?  We’re going to have to dissect this before we meet with everyone else later.”

	Mel nodded.  She was weary, but she could do it.  “Can I take a minute to freshen up first?”

	Harry nodded.  “Of course.”

	Ten minutes later, with her face finally fixed, Mel stood in front of everyone and traced the route on the wall.  Questions were asked, but only a few of them were questions that she needed to answer.  Most of the discussion revolved around strategy and she had no part in it.  Their best guess was that Sunshine was already in position to make every one of the conditions happen so they would eventually take over full control and the current board of directors for Green Growers would be forced out.  Best estimates were that Sunshine could do it in six to ten months.  Easily.  Two hours later, the meeting broke up.  Feinbaum’s staff began removing the pages from the wall.  Everyone else, including Mel, had to get ready for the big meeting. 

	As Mel climbed wearily back into her car, she briefly thought about Sissy and Andrea still sleeping at her office, at least she thought they would be sleeping… they deserved it.  She was still pressed for time though and decided to just let them stay there.  She went home to shower and change. 

	The shower helped to refresh her, but she still felt the weariness deep inside.  She ignored it.  There was no question about what she would be wearing today – the dark grey suit.  But as she reached for the shoes she planned on wearing with it, she stopped herself and chose a different pair instead – her very high black patent stilettos.  At the least, they would make her feel taller. 

	As she dressed, she continually thought about the contract and what she still had to do.  And just as much, her thoughts kept remembering her father.  She wasn’t going to wear it, but at the last minute she went back to find it.  She pulled it out of the drawer where she had hidden it and just stared at it for a few moments.  It was certainly beautiful.  A bit ostentatious perhaps, but beautiful.  The diamond crusted hairclip her father had given her was without a doubt something that anyone would look at and realize she came from wealth.  “Please help me Daddy?” she prayed again.  Then quickly, she pulled her hair back and held it in place behind her head with the clip.  She grabbed her purse, and headed out the door.  She had no more time to waste.

	As she drove, surprisingly she wasn’t thinking so much about what lay ahead, as she thought more about Sissy, who was still sleeping in her office.  She felt a bit guilty leaving him there, but she knew he would be just fine till she got back.  Besides, Andrea was there with him. 

	She thought again about how it had been Sissy who had really found most of the links.  His strange method of flowcharting the document had been the only way of truly mapping it out.  For someone with such strange inclinations, he was one smart guy… sissy.  That kind of brainpower… and he was wasting it on…  No!  He wasn’t wasting it… not really.  He wanted to keep his job.  That was where much of his self-respect laid.  That was the balancing part of his life!  His life as a sissy… and his life as a normal person – if she could really consider him to be normal.  She supposed he tried anyway… hiding his true nature as best he could.  If it hadn’t been for her accidentally discovering his inner self two months ago, he would still be very much hidden.  What had she done to him?

	 


Chapter 60 (Tuesday – week 9 Part 2 of 6)

	Chad woke up with his thumb in his mouth.  He felt groggy… and very wet all around the top of his legs.  Realizing he was sleeping on the expensive leather couch in Mel’s office, he quickly got up.  The leather looked just fine, but his dress was soaked… at least all the inner layers of his skirts.  He needed to change his diaper badly, but he didn’t have any more.  He left the room to find Mel.  He peeked into her office and didn’t see her.  He almost missed seeing Andrea sound asleep on the couch.  He walked through the building, but everything was totally quiet and still.  Having little choice, he went back to Mel’s office and knocked softly on the door to wake Andrea.

	Andrea came awake with a start.  “What?” she said before her mind could fully make sense of anything. 

	“I need some help,” Chad told her in his sissy voice, but without bothering to curtsey.

	“What?  Where’s Mel?” Andrea asked still totally groggy.

	“Not here,” Chad replied.  “I looked.”

	Andrea realized she had been sleeping soundly.  Mel must have gone and left them.  “So what’s happening?” Andrea asked, her brain only now beginning to function.

	“I’m leaking… badly!  I’ve been leaking for a while now, but I’m totally out of diapers.”

	“Out of…” Andrea started to say, but her brain managed to kick in enough to finally make sense of that.  “Don’t you have anymore?”

	“None.  I used them all yesterday.  I don’t thing Mel was planning on staying all night.”

	Andrea shook her head as she pried herself up from the sofa.  “No, I’m sure she wasn’t.  Is there anything else around that you can use?” she asked, trying to come to grips with this odd situation.

	“Not that I know of.”

	“So what do I need to do for you?” Andrea asked.  “I certainly don’t have any.”

	“Can you… maybe… go get me some?”

	“You can’t…  No, of course you can’t.”  She looked at him for a moment and realized she didn’t have much of a choice.  “Yeah, sure.  I’ll get you some.  What time is it anyway?”

	Mel arrived at the Hilton Hotel at about the same time as all too many others.  She parked her car and had a bit of a long walk to the lobby.  Along the way, one of Feinbaum’s other lawyers fell in beside her.  Did she get an approving look from him?  Must have been the hairclip.

	“That was good work,” the other lawyer said.  “A bit late, but good.”

	“I just hope it wasn’t too late!” Mel replied.

	“I took a look at some of those sections you dug out.  It’s amazing you managed to put that together the way you did.”

	“I had some help,” Mel replied.  “I missed it at first too.”

	Together, they followed many others into the hotel and down to the ballroom that had been transformed into one big meeting room with rows of chairs everywhere.  As she walked in, she could see several of Feinbaum’s staff members taping her papers to the walls on each side of the room.  Someone had made copies. 

	She stared around the room for a few moments, and had just decided to take a seat in the back, when Dick Feinbaum walked up to her.  “Mel, we need you up front today.  This way.”  Having little choice, she followed the handsome lawyer up toward the front of the room, not just to the front row of seats, but all the way up onto the stage where a long row of seats had been set up.  “Why don’t you take one of the seats at the end here,” Dick suggested.

	“You sure you want me up here?” Mel asked.

	“Definitely.  You found it!”

	Mel was left alone as he walked off.  She didn’t sit down right away, instead she found a place to stand that was a little more out of the way.  As she stood there watching everyone in the room, she noticed Slatter standing by one of the walls studying the papers that had been taped there.  He didn’t study them long.  With a sudden turn, he headed for the stage.  Something about the way he was moving gave her the impression that he was angry.  She jokingly wondered why that should be.  Slatter walked past her for the other side of the stage without saying a single word to anyone.  Mel supposed that if she were him, she would be angry as well.

	Many people came in.  A few she recognized, most she didn’t.  And the seats on the stage filled up about as fast as the seats in the rest of the room.  She finally sat down to blend in more with the rest of the people on the stage. 

	Finally, a man she didn’t recognize approached the podium and got everyone’s attention.  She soon found out that he was the president of the Sunshine Corporation.  He thanked everyone for coming, and then said.  “I understand that we have a last minute concern that needs to be addressed.  I’ll turn this over to Harry Feinbaum to fill us all in.”

	Harry Feinbaum took the stage, and immediately announced the cancellation of the signing – which brought a huge commotional sound from the audience.  As soon as the noise quieted down, he pronounced the contract as not only void, but unethical… which brought gasps from all around.  It was then that he turned toward Mel.  “Mel, you’re the one who found this, I think you deserve the honor of explaining to everyone the indignity of what the Sunshine Corporation has tried to put over on us. 

	Mel was flabbergasted!  She hadn’t been prepared to speak at all.  But this wasn’t the time to back down or even play the meek little miss.  Summoning all her strength and confidence, she stood up.  “Can I get a microphone down there?” she asked.

	Harry Feinbaum had already anticipated the question and pointed toward one of the hotel workers who was standing by with a hand held microphone.  Mel left the stage and walked down the wall.  She introduced herself and added a small apology for the late timing of this, explaining that she was very late coming into these proceedings so she didn’t have a lot of time with the contract before she found the problems. 

	She started at the left side of the papers and did her best to explain things as she quickly worked her way all the way across to the other end of the taped up pages.  She finally closed by saying that everyone could examine the pages for themselves after the meeting.  She handed the microphone back to the hotel worker and standing as straight as she could, proudly walked back to her seat on the stage. 

	It was the president of Sunshine who took the podium next.  “This meeting is now adjourned until we can further assess this situation.”  With that the room seemed to explode with noise and the meeting was over.

	Mel stood up, but she didn’t get a chance to leave the stage.  She spoke with more people than she could remember… or wanted to remember – a few who congratulated her, and some who condemned her.  But she held her ground and projected nothing but an air of total confidence, knowing that she was right… despite her weariness.

	There was one person she did remember talking with though, Richard Slatter himself walked up to her.  Mel noticed several others watching closely as he did. 

	“That was… rather amazing work,” Slatter said with a bite of contempt in his voice.  “I’m really surprised that ‘you’ managed to dig all that out.”

	All Mel could think about was the way this contemptible man had insulted her and her father.  Second rate?  Ha!  She drew herself up to her full height, glad for once for the four inch heels on her feet, and looked Slatter in the eye.  With a sneer on her face, she said, “Don’t piss me off, Slatter.  Turns out, I’m very good at putting men in their place… and keeping them there!  So don’t screw with me, or you’ll be sorry!”

	Slatter’s eyes narrowed as he stared back at her.  “I look forward to our next meeting.”  Without another word, he smiled and left.

	From a short distance away, Harry Feinbaum smiled. 

	Chad wiped the pee dripping down his leg again with another paper towel.  He had been staying in the little kitchenette just because he felt it was the safest place he could be so he wouldn’t ruin anything.  He was only glad that his massive skirts had absorbed what they did and the expensive furniture hadn’t been damaged. 

	In the quietness, he heard the door opening at the other end of the building. 

	“Sissy?” Andrea’s voice called out.

	“I’m back here!” Chad called.  He saw Andrea heading up the hallway, with several bags in her hands. 

	“There you are,” she said as she approached.  “I got you the diapers you wanted.” she held up one of the other bags in her hand.  “And I got us some breakfast too.”

	Chad was grateful for the breakfast, but he was more grateful for the diapers just then.  Not bothering to curtsey again, he thanked Andrea and grabbed the larger bag and headed straight back to the office where his other things were.  He managed to get his dress completely off, trying to watch where the wet sections touched anything.  He opened the bag of diapers and pulled one out… then, on a whim, he pulled out a second one.  No telling how long it would be before Mel got back… and he could really use a little more sleep. 

	Five minutes later, he was safely clad in two protective diapers.  He looked briefly at his dress and decided not to put it back on since it was so wet.  Clad in only his bra covering his glued on breast forms, his waist cincher, his diapers, and his pink high heels, he went back out of the room to find Andrea.  He didn’t have to look far as she had gone back to the sitting area in Mel’s office.  He was more than a bit embarrassed at how he was dressed as he walked in. 

	Andrea gave a start of surprise when she noticed him.  She had gotten used to seeing him in that ridiculous but delightful dress and to now see him this way…  “Those diapers look bulky?” she told him as she continued to look him over.  “Did I get you the wrong ones?” 

	“I used two,” Chad explained.  “I’m hoping I can get a little more sleep before Mel gets back.”

	Andrea nodded, and made a mental note that she wouldn’t be keeping track of his leaking anymore.  Besides, what would she put down about his last leaking time?  They had both been asleep!  “Breakfast biscuits are in the bag,” she told him.  “Help yourself.”

	Andrea had already started eating, so Chad pulled one of the biscuits out of the bag.  There was an extra cup of coffee on the table as well.  But did he dare take it?

	Andrea saw him looking at the coffee and not moving.  “I got it for you,” she said.  But then she realized something else.  “Oh, I take it you’re not supposed to drink it that way.”

	“I’m not sure,” Chad replied.  “She never really said anything about it, but I haven’t had anything to drink except from a baby bottle in a long time now.”

	“I won’t tell if you won’t,” Andrea replied as she picked up her sandwich and took a large bite.

	Chad was tempted, but what if Mel came back early?  He looked at the clock.  How long did these meetings last?  The one yesterday had been most of the day.  Feeling brave, he grabbed the hot cup and pulled it over toward the far corner of the coffee table along with the breakfast biscuit he had pulled out of the bag.  He sat in one of the chairs across from Andrea and started eating.  So good!  So good!  And it wasn’t baby food!

	“So your bet’s almost over?” Andrea asked, just trying to make a little conversation.

	Chad nodded as he chewed.  “Yeah.  I only have today, Wednesday, and Thursday, and then I can return to normal on Friday.”

	“And of course we’re all going to judge how you’re doing on Saturday,” Andrea added.

	“Yeah.  Hopefully I’ll be perfect by then and it will be a foregone conclusion before you even start.”

	“Or… you won’t be perfect and it will go the other way.”

	Chad looked at her for a moment.  Then he shook his head.  “It just won’t happen.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because it can’t!  You simply can’t make someone totally incontinent in only two months.  It can’t be done!”

	“And that’s what we’re going to find out on Saturday.”

	“Yes.  On Saturday!”

	“I guess we’ll see then.” Andrea replied.  She took another sip from her coffee.  “So it sounds like you still think you’re going to win.”

	“Yeah, I do.  At least… I’m pretty sure I will.”

	Andrea wasn’t sure why she asked her next question, it just kind of came out.  “But… do you really want to win?”

	That one caught Chad by surprise.  “What do you mean?  Of course I want to win.”

	“Well, I just thought that… of course I’m not really an expert on these things but… I mean… someone like you, someone with your… interests… I would think that they would really love what you’ve been doing with Mel and wouldn’t want it to stop.  I would think you would rather lose your bet instead of win.”

	Chad blushed as he thought about that.  He looked shyly down at the floor as he answered.  “There is that, of course.  I’ve been living a dream for the last two months.  A total dream.  I’ve done things I never thought I could ever do.  And many things I never dreamed of doing!  It’s been amazing!”  His voice became quieter.  “I’m going to miss it… terribly… without a doubt!”

	“But you do want it to end?  You still want to win?”

	He was longer answering than even he thought he would be.  “Yeah.  I guess so anyway.  All good things have to come to an end, don’t they?”  But deep inside, he started to wonder.  Did he really want to win this bet?  Was she suggesting that he should lose it – purposely?”

	Mel wasn’t sure if she was surprised or not when she saw Andrea’s car still in the parking lot.  She was glad though since it meant that Sissy wouldn’t be alone.  But then it was very possible that they were both still asleep.  She unlocked the door quietly and went inside.  She heard nothing until she got closer to her office, then she heard quiet voices. 

	She turned the corner into her office and saw both Andrea and Sissy sitting and talking with each other.  “I’m back,” she declared happily.

	Chad turned quickly, glad that he had already finished his breakfast and hoping Mel wouldn’t say anything about the regular cup of coffee still sitting on the coffee table in front of him instead of a bottle.

	“Wow!  Like your suit!” Andrea said.  “How did it go?”

	Mel smiled at Andrea’s compliment.  “Thanks,” she replied.  “And the meeting went fast!  And would you believe it, Feinbaum made me explain the whole thing in front of everyone!”

	“I’m not really surprised,” Andrea replied. 

	“Yeah, I guess I shouldn’t have been either, but I was.”  She came over and took the other empty chair.  She noticed the food bag on the table as well as the cup in front of Sissy.  She decided not to say anything.  “Anything left?” she asked.

	“Sorry,” Andrea replied.  “I didn’t know you would be back so soon.”

	“No matter,” Mel replied.  “I didn’t think I’d be back this soon either.”  She looked over toward Sissy.  “What happened to your dress?”

	Chad wasn’t sure if he should get up and curtsey before he spoke, but he took a chance and remained seated.  “It got… rather wet I’m afraid, while I was sleeping.  I only had the one diaper on and it leaked all over the place.  The dress absorbed it all though so nothing got ruined.”

	“I had to make an emergency trip to the pharmacy for him this morning,” Andrea told her.  “He woke me up because he was leaking so badly and didn’t have any more diapers with him.”

	“I went through a lot yesterday,” Chad added.  “I’m surprised I didn’t run out sooner.”

	Mel nodded.  “Thanks Andrea,” she replied.  “And it’s a good thing we put those extra diapers in your bag yesterday.  What time did you put that diaper on?”

	Chad looked a bit sheepish.  “Um…  About twenty minutes ago now, but…  I kind of didn’t expect you back yet and I was hoping to get some more sleep so… I’m wearing two diapers right now.”  He wasn’t sure if she would approve or not.

	Mel’s tired brain was a bit fogged so she simply stared at him for a moment before she could figure out how she should reply.  Finally, she simply gave in since it made perfect sense.  “Okay,” she finally said.  “Go get your things together and let’s go home.  I guess we both need a little more rest.”

	Once Chad had left, Mel got up from her seat and went over to sit down next to Andrea on the couch.  “Thanks again for all your help last night,” she told her.  “You don’t know how much I appreciate it.”

	“That’s what I’m here for,” Andrea replied happily. 

	Mel lowered her voice to almost a whisper.  “Well, once this deal finally goes through, and I expect it will, you can expect a rather large bonus check for your efforts.”

	Andrea was certainly happy to hear that!  “What about Sissy?” she asked quietly.  “He did more than I did.”

	Even quieter Mel replied, “He probably did more than me as well.  Don’t worry, he’s going to get a very nice bonus too, I just don’t want him to know about it until after this bet is over with.”

	“I’m glad… because he deserves it!”

	Mel nodded.  “Yeah, he certainly does.”

	In a more normal voice, Andrea asked, “So you think the deal will still go through?”

	Mel got up from her seat on the couch.  “Undoubtedly.  Green Growers still wants the cash and Sunshine still wants Green Growers.  The only question now will be if Sunshine will continue to play Green Grower’s game and leave the current board of directors alone, or if they’ll up the game with more money and simply buy them out forcibly.  That’s more what I expect.”

	“How long do you think?” Andrea asked as she saw Sissy coming back into the office.  He had his diaper bag, the new bag of diapers she had gotten him, his silly little purse, and his dress was draped over one arm.

	“I figure anywhere from one to three months,” Mel replied.  “It all depends on what they decide to do.”

	 


Chapter 60 (Tuesday – week 9 Part 3 of 6)

	 Ray sat at his desk and stared at the paperwork in front of him, but his eyes weren’t seeing any of it.  Instead, he was trying hard to remember what Derek had said to him in the bar yesterday.  He was still kicking himself over what he had done at Mel’s apartment on Sunday, but thankfully he was mostly over that now.  And, as much as he hated to admit it, Derek had been a good friend and taken care of him when he needed it.  He was thankful to him for that.  He was also thankful that Derek had been wise enough to leave him in the bar and let him get good and drunk when he needed it.  And… he was grateful that he didn’t have a worse hangover today than he did.  The worst he was feeling now was a dull headache that still hadn’t gone away.

	But what was it that Derek had told him yesterday?  He knew they had discussed Mel’s money and that Derek didn’t think she had all that much.  He was still certain that Mel did, but he was wise enough today to know that he wasn’t going to be getting any of it. 

	As he considered that thought, and realizing how badly he had behaved on Sunday, Gloria once again crossed his mind.  The tiger!  Despite Mel’s money, he had always had a problem getting Gloria out of his mind.  He supposed that he wouldn’t have to worry about that now since he obviously wasn’t going to be seeing Mel anymore.  But there wasn’t any reason now to keep him from getting together with Gloria.  Not that he’d ever let anything like another woman really stop him.  He prided himself on all the women he went out with – every single week!  And in the past, he had been engaged to several times – while he still went out with still other women.  He simply liked… variety. 

	But his still foggy brain couldn’t help but think that Derek had told him something else yesterday.  Something weird.  What was it?  Unbidden, Sissy sprang to his mind.  Was that it?  Something about Sissy?  He remembered then that Sissy had opened the door to him on Sunday dressed like a stupid maid.  That one odd thing had remained stuck in his brain but had been crowded out by everything else that had become much more important.  But now that he had time to deal with it…  Something that Derek had said yesterday about Sissy….  Something…  What was it?

	Sissy had come to the door dressed like a maid…  Sissy was Mel’s maid – according to Derek.  The memories started to crawl back into his brain, still foggy and uncertain but they were coming.  Something about a bet that Chad had made with Mel over… over…  As hard as he tried, he couldn’t quite remember what their bet had been about. 

	He again tried to picture Chad as he had opened the door for him on Sunday.  Had the little jerk curtseyed when he did it?  He wasn’t sure.  Why would he dress like her maid?  For that matter, why would the idiot dress the way he had been to work – like a damn woman!  It wasn’t right!  It certainly wasn’t normal. 

	He remembered Mr. Baxter’s proclamation a while back for nobody to say or do anything about Chad if he behaved oddly.  Why?  Okay, some companies now were being awfully open to that kind of thing – the stupid transgender issue.  Chad must have gotten the approval before he started.  It hadn’t taken him long to work up to wearing dresses full time though.  But dressing and acting like a maid?  There was something in the back of his mind that told him there was more to that issue than he remembered just then.  And it was something that Derek had told him yesterday.  What was it?

	He remembered again the fact that Chad and Mel had made a bet.  And his slow brain finally managed to fit those two puzzle pieces together.  Chad was acting as Mel’s maid… because she was making him do it!  That was part of the basis for their bet… Chad had to do anything and everything that Mel told him to do… no matter what!  Including wearing dresses to work!  Chad must have lost some major bet to Mel!  That had to be it!  Damn!  How could Chad do something like that?  The jerk!  Didn’t he know better?  He guessed not. 

	He wondered what kind of bet they had made that would have that kind of consequences.  It had to be something really big!  Money?  He was sure that Mel had money… and he was just as sure that Chad didn’t.  At least, not that kind of money.  So was that the reason for that kind of consequences?  Chad had gone after Mel’s money?  He turned that around in his soggy brain.  He supposed it could be possible.

	But something told him there was still more to it than what little he remembered so far.  He was sure there was something else.  Something important!  But for the life of him, he couldn’t remember what it was.  He thought about asking Derek about it again, but as usual, Derek had gone straight to the job site that morning and wouldn’t be back till later. 

	His mind didn’t want to do much in the way of work – not yet – not after the bender he had taken yesterday.  So he decided to give in and let the work pile up for a little while more while his brain played with trying to remember what Derek had told him about Chad… or was that Sissy?  Was that one of the consequences that Mel had imposed on Chad as well, changing his name for a while too? 

	All the thinking about Chad reminded him that Chad would be right downstairs at his desk.  He could simply go straight to the source and get the real truth.  Despite the dull pain in his head with every step he took, there was almost a smile on his face as he headed for the elevators.  He didn’t know why he was so interested in knowing what was going on with Chad… Sissy.  But the way he was still feeling after yesterday, he’d rather concentrate on that than do any of the more mental work he was supposed to be doing.

	As much as Chad hated being seen outside in one of his silly sissy dresses, he hated being exposed wearing just his diapers even more.  And essentially that was what he was – exposed wearing nothing but his diapers.  He didn’t count his bra, or his waist cincher, or even the shoes on his feet.  His diapers were fully on display with nothing at all over them so that was all that counted.  He supposed he should be grateful that he only had to walk from Mel’s car, up the stairs and into her apartment.  But it was still all too far. 

	The moment he got inside, he gratefully dropped everything on the floor under her little table and closed the door.  He was still very tired.  He couldn’t imagine how tired Mel had to feel.  Surprisingly though, she didn’t appear to be overly tired at all. 

	“Get yourself a bottle, Sissy,” Mel said as she headed to her bedroom to change.  “You’re way behind on them today.”

	Almost automatically, Chad did just that.  He went to her refrigerator and pulled out another bottle of her green tea.  Just as automatically, he started sucking on it.  He thought again about the fact that he was still wearing two diapers.  He had a feeling he would be changing them for a single one very shortly.  Probably as soon as Mel came out of her bedroom. 

	Trying to keep busy as well as stay awake, he grabbed a rag and began dusting the furniture while he drank from his latest bottle.  Working and drinking had become an odd habit now.  He hardly had to think about it.  Just as he hardly had to think about trying to make his body pee anymore.  He just did it… naturally.  If he stopped to think about it, he couldn’t remember any other way his body was supposed to feel.

	Mel finally came out of the bedroom wearing a pair of shorts and a top.  “Sissy, did you make my coffee yet?” she asked right away.

	Chad was stunned.  He hadn’t even thought of it.  He curtseyed – for the first time since yesterday.  “No Mistress!  I forgot!”

	“Darn it, Sissy!  Get to it!  And make me some breakfast while you’re at it.  I’m hungry!”

	Chad hurried to the kitchen.  Why hadn’t he remembered to make her coffee?

	Ray had only been down to Chad’s desk two or three times since Chad had started working for the company, so he knew where it was but not all that well.  It was in a part of the building he never had much reason to go into.  And as he walked the halls and turned the corner into the last hallway, he figured nobody else ever came down here much either.  The place looked totally deserted.  They couldn’t find someplace better to move Chad and Robin to?  Why leave them down here all alone?  He thought about making a mental note to ask Tom Robinson about that, but he wasn’t totally sure his aching brain would remember anything like that yet.

	As he reached Chad’s cubicle, he was a bit surprised to find it not only empty, but his computer was still turned off.  Chad wasn’t here!  Now how was he going to find out anything?  The faint brief sound of typing caught his attention. Robin!  She would know where Chad was!  Or perhaps she could tell him what he needed to know!  She worked with him every day!

	Robin was working, but barely.  Actually, she was spending her time mostly just surfing the internet.  With nobody around, it kept her mind off of being alone better than doing something that she had worked on with Sissy. 

	“Robin?”

	Robin turned quickly at the sound of her name.  She was shocked to see Ray standing there.  “Ray?  What are you doing down here?”

	“What the heck did you and Chad do to get you banished so far from everyone else?”

	Robin actually giggled at the unexpected question.  “It’s not so bad,” she replied.  “Chad is usually here to keep me company.”

	“Speaking of Chad, where is he?”

	“He’s off today.  Actually, he’s off all week.”

	Ray was a bit disappointed.  It looked like going straight to the source for the information wasn’t going to work.  But he remembered that Robin knew Chad really well… or she should.

	“Um… listen,” he said.  “Maybe you can help me.”

	“Sure,” Robin agreed.

	“Um…”  Where to start?  “I had a long talk with Derek yesterday, about Chad…”

	Robin jumped in fast as big red flags started flying in her head.  “Listen.  I told everyone yesterday that Sissy kissing Derek was all my idea.  I told them that it wasn’t Sissy’s idea at all.  Derek didn’t want to do it and neither did Sissy.  I kind of… made him,” she finished, feeling totally embarrassed and more than a bit frightened to admit to someone of Ray’s standing what she had done.

	Ray’s head went spinning.  It took him a moment to mentally catch up with what Robin had said.  The kiss?  She was talking about the crazy kiss last week in the break room? 

	“Um…  I never had a doubt that Derek wanted that kiss.  But I am glad to hear that Sissy… Chad didn’t really want to kiss him either… I think.”  He looked at her oddly as something else she had said snapped into place.  “What do you mean, you made him do it?”

	Robin didn’t know if she should really admit what she had threatened Sissy with.  She decided to be cautious.  “I just thought it would be funny.  That’s all.  And fortunately, he went along with it.”

	“Yeah, I noticed.”  Although Ray wasn’t all that sure how much “fun” Sissy had thought that kiss was.  “That’s not why I came down here though.  Derek told me yesterday something about Chad losing a bet and that’s why he’s dressing the way he is.  Do you know anything about that?”

	Robin blinked as she realized what Ray had said – that Chad had lost the bet.  Somehow, Derek had passed on some misinformation!  Now she was totally unsure about what to answer.  “Uh… a little,” she admitted.

	Ray breathed a small sigh of relief.  “Good.  Then what the heck was his bet over that would have that kind of consequences?  I figure it has to be money – big money – the kind of money that Chad doesn’t have!”

	Robin was floored!  Money?  That was the first she had heard anything about money.  What the heck had Derek told him?  She was glad she could at least be honest about that much.  Hesitantly she replied.  “I don’t know anything about that.  Nothing at all!”

	Ray was a bit surprised that she didn’t know.  But he was forced to accept it.  “Oh,” he replied disappointedly. 

	“Was there anything else?” Robin asked, anxious now for him to leave.  She wasn’t at all certain about anything she should… or could say to him.

	With a shake of his head, Ray replied, “No.  Thanks, I appreciate you trying to help.”

	Robin didn’t reply as she watched him turn and walk off.  What had that been about?  Now she was more nervous about things than ever!

	“Hi Girlfriend!” Gloria’s voice sang over Mel’s phone.

	“Gloria!” Mel exclaimed happily.

	“Hey!  I didn’t expect you to answer in person.  I figured I’d leave a message and you’d get back to me later.  What happened to that meeting you were supposed to be in?”

	“It’s over!”

	“Already?  That was fast!”

	“Yeah, well… turns out that Sunshine was trying to pull a fast one on Green Growers and we didn’t catch it till late last night… or actually, early this morning.  The meeting ended quickly after we explained what we found.”

	“So are you up for lunch today then?  You can tell me all about it.”

	Mel considered it.  “No, not today.  I pulled an all-nighter last night and I’m exhausted.  I haven’t even been to bed yet.”

	“Oh dear!  That bad?”

	“That bad!  But hey, while I’ve got you on the phone, did you happen to tell Ray that I had money?”

	“Um…  I may have let that slip during dinner one time,” Gloria replied hesitantly.  “Why?”

	“Because he came here on Sunday and made a total ass of himself!  Derek was here then and the two of them were practically throwing punches over me.”

	“How romantic,” Gloria replied sarcastically, but the tone of her voice held nothing but concern.

	“Not really!  And during their argument, Ray let on that he was only after my money.”

	“He did?” Gloria was totally astonished.  “What happened?”

	“I threw him out… for that… and before matters between him and Derek could get any worse.  You wouldn’t believe what an ass he made of himself!  I don’t ever want to see that scum again!”

	“Yeah,” Gloria replied uncertainly, “I’ll bet.” 

	Mel noticed Sissy standing off to the side, waiting to talk to her.  She looked up at him and he softly said, “Breakfast.”

	She nodded to him.  “Look Gloria, I’ll have to call you later.  I’ve got to go now.”

	“Sure,” Gloria replied.  “You get some rest and I’ll talk to you later.”  But once she hung up the phone, her mind was focused totally on Ray.  She distinctly remembered now how he had continued to grill her during dinner about Mel… and her money.  What had she told him?  She wasn’t totally sure.  And at the same time, she wondered if he was ever going to call her again.  And what would she do if he did call?

	All the way back to his desk, Ray pondered how he could come up with more information about the bet Chad had made with Mel.  He wasn’t even sure he knew why he was so interested.  His slightly aching head put it down as another way of confirming if Mel was as rich as he thought she was.  Halfway back to his desk, he thought of Gloria.  She had been the one who told him about Mel’s money in the first place.  She and Mel were good friends.  Maybe she could tell him about the bet Mel had made with Chad.

	As soon as he reached his desk and sat down – softly so as not to jar his head too much.  He grabbed his phone and called Gloria.  “Hello you beautiful babe!” he said as cheerily as his aching head would allow, pulling from his long lexicon of pick-up lines.

	“Ray?” Gloria replied, surprised to hear from him so soon after she had just talked with Mel.  Talk about coincidence! 

	“What are you doing for lunch today?” Ray asked immediately.

	“Um…  I’m not sure,” Gloria replied hesitantly.  Did she really want to have lunch with him after what Mel had just told her?

	“Then you’re having it with me!” Ray said with more than a bit of finality. 

	“Uh…  I am?”

	“Actually,” Ray continued, “I not only want to see you again, but I kind of need your help.”

	“My help?  Professional help?”

	“No, not that kind.”

	Gloria gave a silent sigh of relief.  “What then?”

	“Um…  I need you to straighten something out for me.”

	“Knowing you, does this straightening out during lunch involve any food at all?  Or were you just thinking of coming here and trying out my couches again?”

	Ray was totally surprised by her suggestion.  “Um…  I certainly wouldn’t turn down an offer like that!”

	“Forget it!” Gloria replied quickly.  “I’ve got clients this afternoon.  It will have to be lunch only today.”

	“Ray was still a bit off center from her earlier remark.  “Uh…  Actually, that’s all I had called for in the first place.”

	“Okay then,” Gloria agreed.  “Lunch… the eating food kind… it is!”  And if he needed straightening out on something?  Well, straightening him out was exactly what she wanted to do to him!  And she wasn’t thinking about anything of a sexual nature in that!

	 


Chapter 60 (Tuesday – week 9 Part 4 of 6)

	Mel sipped her coffee at the kitchen table as Sissy pushed the vacuum cleaner around her living room carpet.  He was pushing the thing with one hand while drinking from his baby bottle with the other.  Now that she had eaten, she was starting to feel a lot more tired – more like sleeping.  She supposed Sissy deserved a little more sleep as well, even though he had already had some sleep.  It was the only reason she hadn’t made him change into a fresh diaper yet.  And she had to get him back into his leaking routine soon!  But since she had already decided to let him take a little nap… 

	She got up from the table, leaving all the dirty dishes right where they were.  They weren’t her responsibility anymore, they were Sissy’s job.  “Turn that thing off!” she shouted over top of the noisy vacuum.  It was a moment before silence was returned to her apartment.  “I’m going in to lay down for a while,” she told him.  “Are you still tired as well?”  Actually, she could see from his face that he was.

	Chad curtseyed.  “Yes Mistress.  Very!”  Curtsey.

	“I figured,” Mel replied.  “Go put some plastic panties on over those diapers and you can nap on the floor by the couch for a couple of hours,” she told him.  “As wet as those diapers look now, I don’t want to take a chance that even two of them might leak before you wake up.  And you better not sleep too long!”

	Chad felt totally elated.  He curtseyed before saying “Thank you Mistress.”  Then naturally, he curtseyed again before hurrying off to find some plastic panties. 

	Mel headed straight for her bedroom.  Her bed looked so good!  So comfortable!  Still in her clothes, she climbed up on it and laid back against the pillows.  So comfortable!  So nice!  She closed her eyes and tried to sleep… and tried to sleep… and tried…  But her mind wouldn’t let her sleep.  It kept replaying the frantic hunt they had done last night for those clauses in the contract.  She would get all the credit of course, but it was Sissy who had pointed the way and really found what they were after.  Sissy!  She owed him big for that one! 

	With a grunt, she rolled over and tried to sleep again.  And tried… and tried… but now her brain had moved on to thinking about Ray and the way he had behaved last Sunday.  What an asshole!  He had only been after her money all that time!  But at the same time, she not only felt betrayed, she felt like she had lost something.  He had been a big strong handsome man.  Good in bed too!  Okay, very good in bed!  And yet, under it all, he was still another male jerk!  The asshole!

	She rolled over again, still trying to fall asleep.  She was so weary!  So tired!  Why couldn’t she sleep?  Her thoughts now turned to Sissy.  She really should have put him on his hour and forty-five minute time limit again.  She supposed she was being too nice to him right now.  But right now, she was simply too tired to worry about it.  She need some sleep… and so did he.  There would be plenty of time after they woke up to get him back into the habit again.  Besides, he had been drinking his bottles almost continuously since they had gotten home, so she wasn’t so worried about it. 

	But thoughts of Sissy wouldn’t go away.  There was only… what day was this anyway?  Tuesday!  There was only today, tomorrow, and Thursday to go.  On Friday he would be free to be himself again… and possibly regain all of his bladder control.  That thought worried her.  She could only pray that he wouldn’t.  The very thought that he might actually manage it scared her. 

	Self-respect, friends, and a life!  The three things that drove him to want to win.  How could she possibly overcome them?  She thought about what he had done last night.  He was so smart.  She was fairly certain that what he was capable of doing had a lot to do with his self-respect.  But he was a sissy too!  How could those two things possibly go together?  And she remembered one other disturbing thought that had hit her earlier… was it right for her to do with him what she was contemplating doing?  The feeling was unbidden, but she felt scared that what she had planned for him was in reality very, very wrong! 

	Frustrated at not being able to sleep, she finally got out of bed again and headed for the living room, but she stopped in the doorway.  Sissy appeared to be sound asleep – on the floor right next to the couch as he had been told.  She stood there and watched his slow heavy breathing.  At least one of them was able to sleep! 

	Why was she placing all her dreams in him?  A sissy!  A crazy sissy!  But at the same time, he was an incredible sissy.  An incredible person as well.  Quietly, she walked over and stepped carefully around him to get to the couch.  She laid down, staring at his prone form.  He looked odd wearing a bra with those falsies of his.  The waist cincher still around his waist didn’t help matters either.  And yet, something about the puffy sight of his diaper and plastic panty clad bottom thrilled her.  He was the one person she could control.  The one person she didn’t conflict with in any way.  Even Derek… and Ray… and every other guy who had ever been in her life, she conflicted with.  Every last stinking one of them!  But not Sissy. 

	She had this dominant streak in her personality that she simply couldn’t get past.  And Sissy had his submissive streak.  A very, very big submissive streak.  He had a host of other oddball fetishes as well, but every last one of them were nothing but fodder for her to play with – to her heart’s content!  Sissy!  So smart!  Yet so submissive as well.  Her tired brain couldn’t find any conflict with that part – smart and submissive. 

	Laying on the couch just above him, she reached her hand out and gently touched his hair.  Of all the men in her life… if she could really think of him as a man… he was the only one that never upset her.  The only one who seemed to really understand her.  The only one!

	She closed her eyes… and fell asleep.

	It was the kind of dream he hadn’t had in a long time.  The kind of dream where he was once again all powerful… all knowing.  He was simply the best and everyone knew it. 

	The frantic search through Mel’s contract played foremost in his mind.  But in his dream, he wasn’t a sissy at all.  He was his old self… dressed as his old self… behaving as his old self.  And everyone was in awe of what he was doing.  Yet in his dream, as he mapped contract section after contract section – to everyone’s amazement, he yearned for something else.  He wanted that other part of him that he dared not let anyone know about.  And he wanted it badly.  But right now, he was proving to everyone how great he really was.  And unfortunately, they needed him.

	“Here!” his dream self stated.  “Here’s another of the links you couldn’t find!”  Everyone looked, and everyone was once again impressed with him.  He was so good!  So good!  But what everyone didn’t know was that secretly, he wasn’t good at all.  He was bad!  Very bad!  Because he harbored a secret about himself.  A secret he still yearned for – even in the midst of how great he was.  And it was a secret that if anyone knew, they would no longer think him great at all.  All his respect would be gone if anyone found out.  All of it!  Yet that didn’t stop him from yearning for it desperately. 

	How much longer till this job was done?  How much longer till he could get out of there.  He wanted desperately to go home… home to where his sissy things were.  Home to where all his wonderful play things were.  Home… to where he could be himself. 

	His frustration at having to work grew.  And grew.  And grew!  Until he finally shouted at everyone.  “Find it yourselves!  I’ve shown you how, now figure it out!”  And his dream self ran out.  The wonderful thing about dreams is that you can be anywhere else in a blink of an eye.  And that’s what happened as he suddenly found himself unlocking the door to his apartment.  His empty apartment.  Empty, but not really empty.  The things he treasured the most were all there.  He needed little else. 

	In his dream, he rushed to his closet.  There… there they were.  All his wonderful pretty things.  He grabbed his silly sissy pink dress and pulled it out.  He looked at all the shoes on the floor and grabbed the pair of pink patent high heels.

	And in his dream… he was finally free to be… whatever he felt like being!  Himself!  His sissy things were his refuge from the stress and cares of his “other” life. 

	He was once again attired in the sissy dress, with the sissy shoes when he got the call.  He had to go back!  No!  His dream-self changed clothes in the blink of an eye, and he was once again back in Mel’s office helping them find the impossible.  Which he did, but he still yearned for his escape… his refuge.  And once again he shouted that he was done with it.  They had to do some of it themselves – just so he could get back to his sissy things and be who he really was. 

	And moments later, he was just that, relishing the feelings of being a sissy.  The delicious feelings he simply couldn’t ignore.  There were two halves to him.  Two!  He wasn’t like everyone else.  It was the combination of both halves that made up who he really was.  One simply couldn’t exist without the other.  One half of him was all man… all work, but it was his sissy half that balanced that other half.  It was his sissy half that enjoyed life the most.  Until they called for him again!

	Find it!  Find it!  Find it! 

	“Mel!  Did you find those problems yet?”

	“No Daddy, I’m working on them.  I’m trying!  I promise!” Mel’s dream-self replied to her father.

	“Then work faster!  We’re almost out of time!”

	“I’m trying Daddy!” she repeated.  Her father disappeared and she went back to work reading the impossible legal phrases in front of her.  She had to find it!  She had to!  It was here somewhere!  But where!

	“Got it!” Sissy said from the floor.

	She jumped up and took the paper from him.  Yes!  This was it!  She ran out of her office, across the hall and into her father’s office.  He was seated as usual behind his desk.  “I found it!” she replied enthusiastically as she crossed the office toward him.  But she didn’t get far.

	“Who found it?” her father accused.  “You or Sissy?”

	She stopped short in the middle of the room.  “Sissy found it,” she admitted. 

	“So you did nothing!”

	“I tried!  I really tried!  He just found it first.”

	“But it’s not you that did it!  He did it!  He deserves the credit, not you!”

	“No, we both…”

	“He found it!  Not you!”

	In her despair, she watched in horror as her father faded in front of her.  His image becoming more and more transparent.  And somehow, she knew that her father was gone.  Totally gone!  Forever gone.  She would never see him again.  All because she had failed.  He was that disappointed in her. 

	“Daddy, come back!” she wailed.  “Come back!  Please come back!”  But she knew he wouldn’t.  He was too disappointed in her.  She hadn’t found it herself.  She had failed.

	“Daddy!”

	“Hello, beautiful lady,” Ray said with a big smile on his face as he walked up to the table Gloria was sitting at.  He came over to her and planted a quick kiss on her cheek before sitting down. 

	Gloria smiled at him but didn’t say anything else.  Damn!  Did he have to be so handsome?  She had purposely gotten to the restaurant a little early so that she would be there ahead of him, and to get a good table since the restaurant was so crowded.  As soon as he was seated, she stood up and took two steps toward him… and slapped his face as hard as she could!

	“You lying, cheating, conniving bastard!  How dare you do that to my best friend!  How dare you take information that should have been kept quiet and use it like that!  How dare you go after someone as sweet as her… for her money and nothing else!  You bastard!  I hope you rot in Hell!”

	With that, she walked out on him, knowing full well that she had the eyes of every person in the entire place.

	He rolled a little to get more comfortable… and came up against the coffee table.  And he woke up.  He opened his eyes and saw Mel sound asleep on the couch right in front of him.  She was so beautiful.  Even in her sleep.  His mind played back some of the “special” moments he had shared with her – bathing her in her tub… the few times he had been in bed with her while she was naked.  None of those times had he ever seen her naked body.  He wasn’t allowed.  He didn’t deserve to.  He was a sissy.  And as such, he didn’t deserve the honor.  But his hands had certainly enjoyed it.  He was certain that through his hands he knew her body better than she did.  Well, maybe not, but it was a very pleasing thought that he hung onto.

	The floor was uncomfortable, but not horribly.  At least her carpet was somewhat soft.  He didn’t want to wake her.  What was she doing out here in the living room?  She had gone into the bedroom to sleep.  He took some time to study her face – her beautiful face.  He had long ago memorized every detail of it, and now he did it again, in greater detail.  She was so amazing.  And he was… a damn sissy. 

	He knew perfectly well the kind of man she needed.  The kind of man she went out with.  He had seen her often enough with both Derek and Ray.  And she deserved them, not someone like him – someone who was nothing but a total embarrassment – only fit for everyone’s amusement and nothing more. 

	But even sissy’s can have dreams.  He wished she could at least know how much he worshiped her… adored her.  Even though she would only laugh.  And she was so amazing in the things she made him do.  He had never in his life expected to find any Mistress… let alone one who could push his buttons and take such total charge of him the way she did.  Amazing!  She was so amazing!  And she would never know. 

	And their little bet would be over with all too soon.  In only a few more days.  And she would be gone from his life… forever!  What was it that Andrea had suggested?  Should he purposely lose the bet?  There were things about that idea that tempted him, but he knew for a fact that he could never do that.  He would play it out as best he could.  And no doubt, by Friday afternoon at the latest he would be totally in control again.

	And then what?  What would happen after he had won the bet?  The future would have to grant him what it could.  But one thing he knew for sure, Mel would be nothing more to him after that than his next-door neighbor.  Unfortunately.  Something inside of him felt a huge loss.

	Not wanting to wallow in despair, he decided he needed to get up… and the only reason he could think of to do that was to get another bottle.  There was no other reason to do it, and he didn’t need another reason.  The bottle would help wash away the morbid thoughts that had started running through his head.

	Very quietly, he got to his feet and tiptoed in his pink high-heeled shoes out to the kitchen.  The cold tea he was drinking a moment later felt good against his dry throat, and further down his body he felt a brief spurt of pee escaping him in appreciation.  Peeing.  The two diapers he was wearing were totally soaked!  Totally!  He supposed he better change them right away.  Immediately!  But not before making her a fresh pot of coffee.  She might sleep the rest of the day, but he would make sure she had fresh coffee available as soon as she woke up.  It was the least he could do for her.

	Once her coffee maker was at work, he tiptoed quietly toward the bathroom to change.  He paused once again to admire her sleeping body.  And as he did so, he felt an odd mixture of total appreciation for what she had done with him and what she was… mixed with feelings of regret that it would all soon be over with.  He forced himself to turn away from her and head for the bathroom.  All good things must come to an end.

	He put on only one diaper and he checked the time as he did it.  She was sleeping, but he would put himself on his hour and forty-five minute schedule anyway.  And who knows, maybe he could even rack up a few more bonus minutes to use later – if she believed him as to when he actually put the diapers on. 

	Ray’s phone rang as he was still driving back toward the office.  “Hello?”

	“I expect you here at nine o’clock tonight!” Gloria said in a very no-nonsense tone of voice.

	“Gloria?”  She was the last person he expected to hear from.  And now she wanted to see him tonight?

	“Nine o’clock!” Gloria replied.  “Don’t be early!  Don’t be late!  Nine!”

	“Will this involve me getting slapped again?” he asked somewhat sarcastically.

	“Only if you want me to,” Gloria replied.  “Nine o’clock!”  She hung up before he could say anything else

	Baby bottle in hand, Chad quietly checked on Mel again.  Still sleeping.  He knew it didn’t really matter, but he also knew that she preferred seeing him in his maid’s uniform.  Did he dare go out and get changed?  What if she woke up?  He watched her a few moments longer.  So beautiful!  And something in him made the decision.  She preferred his maid’s uniform so he would take the chance.  Very quietly, he grabbed his purse, and with his diaper still fully on display, he opened her door and snuck out.  He only hoped she wouldn’t wake up… and that she’d approve.

	He hurried as fast as he dared.  Not having to change his diaper sped things up quite a bit.  Basically, all he did was to slip the maid’s dress on, tie his apron in place, and step into his shoes.  Since he was in such a hurry, he didn’t dare even look at his makeup or fuss with his hair, but he was sure that Mel would approve of his efforts anyway.

	As quietly as he could, Chad went back to Mel’s apartment.  It was a lot less nerve wracking going between their apartments dressed in his maid’s outfit than just wearing a diaper.  As strange as it sounded, he almost felt normally dressed in the uniform.  He opened her door and closed it again as quietly as he could before tiptoeing over toward the couch where he breathed a sigh of relief.  She was still sleeping. 

	But now that he was back and dressed, and Mel was still sleeping, what was he supposed to do with himself?  He certainly didn’t want to wake her.  He headed for the kitchen where he was less concerned about doing anything that might wake his Mistress up.  He found his latest baby bottle again and automatically put it to his lips as he scanned the kitchen for something to do.  And his eyes finally fell on the cabinet that held all his baby food.  It was lunchtime… a little past actually.  And he was hungry.  Would Mel mind if he made his own lunch?  But he had no doubt that if he ate anything other than the baby food in that cabinet that she would be really angry over it.  So he opened the cabinet and stared at the colorful selection of jars inside.  And one by one, his hand that wasn’t holding his baby bottle started to pull jars out and set them on the counter.

	 


Chapter 60 (Tuesday – week 9 Part 5 of 6)

	Mel rolled over, but she only got part of the way before she met with an obstacle.  Coming partially awake, she realized it was the back of the couch.  No wonder she wasn’t as comfortable as she should be.  She rolled back again and opened her eyes… and saw that Sissy was gone.  Where was he?

	She was still terribly tired, but she forced herself to sit up.  She heard quick footsteps somewhere behind her that disappeared into the distance.  She forced herself to her feet, knowing that Sissy had just disappeared into the kitchen.  She only got part way there before she saw him hurrying toward her – carrying a fresh cup of coffee in his hands.  She couldn’t help it, as tired as she was, there was still that tingle of sexual excitement as he curtseyed and offered her the coffee.  She felt a wave of appreciation as well.  “Thank you Sissy,” she said as she took the mug and brought it to her lips.  So good!  So good!  His second little curtsey wasn’t lost on her either.  Yes, she could easily get very used to this… but was it right?

	“What have you been doing?” she asked.  “I see you got dressed again.”

	Curtsey.  “Yes, Mistress.  I was just trying to figure out what to make for dinner tonight.”  Curtsey.

	Dinner?  She looked at the clock.  Damn!  She had slept most of the afternoon!  And worse, because of that, she had neglected to keep him on his wetting deadline!  “How many diapers are you wearing?” she asked quickly.

	Curtsey.  “Just one Mistress.  And…”

	“What time did you put it on?” Mel asked quickly.

	Curtsey.  “Just over an hour ago.  But I saved my last two so you could see how wet they were when I changed them.  And… I was three minutes early the last time,” he added proudly before curtseying again.

	Mel stared at him for a moment.  He had put himself back on the schedule – without being made to do it… and he had actually tried to leak early again.  And evidently, he had been successful!  “You saved them?” she asked, finding it hard to believe.

	Chad curtseyed then hurried away.  He ran back again with two plastic bags in his hands.  He curtseyed again when he got back.  Holding the first bag open, he said, “This was the first one.  It took me an hour and forty three minutes to get this one leaking.  I was afraid I wouldn’t make it.”

	Mel had no doubt that he would have been worried about not making it… but even while she was sleeping?  Talk about being honest!  She realized he was holding open the second bag. 

	“I got this one leaking in an hour and twenty seven minutes,” he said somewhat proudly. 

	The thing that struck Mel the most, other than the odor coming from the bag, was what an odd thing it was that he seemed to be so proud of. 

	“Will I still get those three minutes of reward time tonight?” Chad asked hopefully… before curtseying again.

	Mel nodded.  “Yeah.  I guess so,” she replied.  She was still somewhat in shock over the fact that he had done what he did.

	Curtsey.  “And how about all the times I was early yesterday?” Chad asked before curtseying again.

	“And how much did that come to?” Mel asked.

	Curtsey.  “I don’t know,” Chad admitted.  “We were working so hard, I never really checked the clock.  But Andrea will know,” he reminded her.  Curtsey.

	“I don’t know,” Mel replied.  “I’ll have to think about it.  And I don’t want to call Andrea about it either to find out.  She’s probably sleeping,” she added, thinking that she herself would like to do nothing better than to go back to bed.  But at this time in the afternoon, she would do better to stay up for a while and simply call it an early night.  But there was also Sissy to consider… and his training.  “So you’re getting ready to make dinner?” she asked.  As she asked it, she realized that she was hungry.

	Curtsey.  “Yes Mistress.  I was just trying to figure out what to make.  What would you like?”  Curtsey.

	But Mel had no idea what she wanted to eat.  “Surprise me,” she said rather flatly.  She watched as he curtseyed again before hurrying back to the kitchen.  Not knowing what else to do with herself, she followed.  She was a bit surprised to see a bunch of empty baby food jars out on the counter.  “What are these?” she asked between sips of her coffee.

	Curtsey.  “They’re from my lunch,” Chad replied.  “I left them there so you could see what I ate.”  Curtsey.

	Mel nodded.  “Good!” she replied a bit shaken by what he had done again.  She turned her attention quickly back to Sissy as he let out a rather disturbed sounding grunt.  The look of distress on his face concerned her for a moment until she realized what was happening – in the back of his diaper.  “Go home and shower if you want,” she told him as she looked at the clock.  “But your next time period has just started.”  Purposely she turned away from him and carried her coffee out to the living room where she sat in one of her chairs to enjoy it.  She watched as Sissy hurriedly left her apartment to get cleaned up.

	He was being so good!  He had done everything perfectly… without her telling him to.  Why?  He had the perfect opportunity to cheat… or at least get away with something.  And he had to know that she wouldn’t punish him for it this time.  Yet he didn’t cheat!  And she realized that she was actually grateful that he hadn’t.  Somehow, despite her not ordering him to, he had stayed on his strict regimen… in every way!  He even ate the baby food for lunch!  Why?

	She couldn’t help but remember how all night long he had proven how smart he was.  And something in her associated that with having a little bit to do with his self-respect.  But now he was purposely doing things that were just the opposite.  Things that would do anything but give him self-respect.  He wanted self-respect?  But at the same time, he was doing everything to throw it all away!  Why? 

	The word sissy popped into her brain.  He wanted the self-respect, but he needed the humiliation.  Want… versus need.  It was like there were two halves of him that were constantly at war with each other.  She supposed that before their bet started, his need for the humiliation always took a back seat to everything else.  But now, under the terms of their bet… a fantasy life for him… it was all turned around backwards.  Everything else came second to the humiliation that he craved.  But even still, in the midst of this humiliating life he was currently living, he still yearned for the normal aspects of his old life.  Self-respect, friends, and a life.  But when living his old normal life, he yearned for nothing more than diapers, humiliation, and subjugation.  Talk about a complicated psyche!  Gloria would probably have a field day with him… if she let her.

	Her thoughts turned to her own dreams.  They were crazy dreams… only because she could have anything she wanted – if she would just spend the money and buy it.  But it had been only since Sissy came into her life that she had started moving seriously forward toward making them a reality.  Only since Sissy. 

	She wanted a house.  A big fancy house.  She could easily buy a dozen without blinking an eye.  And a staff to take care of them.  But she hadn’t even considered buying a house… not till Sissy.  She smiled.  His brilliant mind would have no trouble managing the everyday necessities of taking care of a nice mansion.  He could probably do it in his sleep!  If she won the bet! 

	But the terms of his continued service were only for one year.  What then?  What would she do after that?  She supposed that she would be forced to hire others to take care of her home then.  A major pain.  And she really didn’t like strangers going in and out of her house all the time.  Despite growing up with that kind of environment, it felt more like she was living in a hotel… not her “private” home.  She would lack the privacy she really liked.

	But Sissy…  Having Sissy there to take care of her needs somehow felt different to her.  Very different.  She wanted him there… with her.  And she wanted him there badly! 

	So how could she overcome his weird warped needs?  Needs that were in direct opposition to each other.  She still didn’t have a clue.  But that thought made her remember one more thing.  Was it really right for her to do to him what she was contemplating?  Was it right? 

	He was a sissy!  But he still had a very good brain in his head.  And one more troubling thought forced itself upon her.  Did that brilliant mind of his somehow know for sure that he would win?  That was the basis of their bet!  It was a troubling thought!

	The sound of her phone ringing snapped her out of her numb-minded reverie!  Saved by the bell!  She hurried to answer it.  “Hello?” she said breathlessly. 

	“I hope I didn’t wake you,” Derek’s voice replied.

	“No, I was just sitting with a cup of coffee.”

	“So how did everything go?  Did you find the proof you needed?”

	“Oh yeah!” Mel replied.  “It was incredibly well hidden, but we dug it out.”

	“So you managed to stop the deal from going through?”

	“For now.  I’m sure it will still happen.  They just have to go back and rewrite everything.  Actually, I expect that Sunshine will just decide to go the easy route and buy them out forcefully instead.”

	“I’m surprised they didn’t do that in the first place,” Derek’s voice replied.

	“It would have cost them a lot more money,” Mel explained.

	“So now that you’re finished, what are you doing tonight – besides keeping an eye on Sissy.”

	“Sleeping!  I took a nap this afternoon, but I’m still exhausted.”

	“Too exhausted for any company?”

	Mel stopped to think about that for a minute.  “You can come, but don’t expect me to be up for anything much more than some easy conversation.  And I mean that!”

	Derek laughed.  “Good enough.  I want to talk to you about something anyway.”

	“What?”

	“I’ll let you know when I get there.”

	“You’re coming now?”

	“Do you need me to wait?”

	“I guess not.  I’ll tell Sissy to make you something to eat as well.  I don’t even know what he’s planning to make me for dinner yet.”

	“Don’t bother,” Derek replied.  “I’ll bring my own dinner.”

	“That sounds stupid.”

	“It’s okay,” Derek replied.  “I’m not in the mood for a six-course meal.”

	Me’s foggy brain wasn’t sure what to think about that.  “Okay,” she replied.  “See you when you get here.”

	She had to wait another ten minutes until Sissy returned.  “Derek’s coming,” she told him as he was heading straight for the kitchen.  “But he’s bringing his own dinner, so don’t worry about him.  And I just want something light to eat.  I’m still too tired for anything heavy.”

	Chad just curtseyed and said “Yes, Mistress,” before curtseying a second time and continuing on toward the kitchen.  Actually, he had only planned on fixing a salad for her for that very reason.

	It was another thirty minutes before Derek arrived.  Chad had long finished preparing Mel’s dinner salad and had been keeping it waiting in the refrigerator since Mel wanted to wait for Derek.  As he went to the door to open it, he was reminded of that last time he had answered the door for someone – the time that Ray had arrived and he and Derek had argued!  That had turned out a bit scary.  It still sent shivers down his spine.  He was very glad this time to see Derek as he curtseyed and invited him in.

	Derek headed straight for the kitchen table and Chad saw Mel give him a quick kiss on the cheek to greet him.  Something inside of him felt a twinge of… something… at seeing it.  But he quickly put those feelings aside.  He was a sissy.  A big sissy.  He wasn’t allowed to have feelings like that.  Or at least, he wasn’t supposed to.  Not that it mounted to much of difference.

	As he set Mel’s meal out on the table for her, Derek unwrapped a huge sub sandwich.  To Chad it looked like it was big enough to easily feed four people.  And he knew that without a doubt, Derek would finish every bit of it.  Had he ever eaten that much?  Yeah, once upon a time.  Now he ate almost nothing… and it took almost nothing to fill him up.  Just the thought of eating that much in one sitting now made him nauseous.  Derek had a large size drink with him as well so he just poured Mel another cup of coffee.

	“Back to your perch Sissy,” Mel told him as he finished pouring for her.  She looked briefly at Derek and remembered the crazy earrings he had brought last time to hold Sissy’s head in place.  “And see if you can get those earrings on your head yourself.”

	Chad wasn’t at all happy about having to go back to his corner again.  And he was a lot less happy about having his head locked in place.  And worse, he would have to hook himself up!  But he should have realized that he would be banished to his corner again.  That’s where he usually spent most of his time while Mel was eating. 

	He took another very long drink from his baby bottle – more to delay the inevitable than for the liquid he got, then he headed for his perch in the corner.  One foot at a time, he climbed up onto the bar of his perch, forcing himself into the corner and forcing his feet into a very painful position that he was now all too used to.  A position where the only way he could move his feet was to lift them straight up off of the bar to get out of his corner again. 

	Very carefully, by feel alone, his left hand found the earring hanging down by the chain attached to it.  He brought it up to his ear, but he needed two hands to attach the screw-on earring properly.  And in the corner like he was, it was very difficult.  So difficult, that he couldn’t manage it.  And he realized that even if he did manage it for the first ear, it would be almost impossible for him to attach the second earring to his other ear.

	“Mistress,” he called.  “I can’t do this by myself.”

	Mel had been watching him try to do it.  Derek had turned around in his seat as well.  They had both been briefly entertained by watching him try to figure out how to manage the task.

	“I’ll get it,” Derek said as he pushed his seat back.

	“No,” Mel stopped him.  She called back to Sissy, “See if you can figure out a way!”

	Derek turned his seat a bit more so he could watch better while he ate. 

	Find a way?  Chad had no idea how he was going to do that.  He stepped back off of the perch to take a better look at the situation.  He was glad that Mel didn’t say anything about him getting down off of the stupid thing. 

	He stood back and assessed the situation.  The earrings were hanging by chains from hooks attached to each wall.  But the hooks were bent up a bit so it would be easier to slip the chains on and off of them.  He thought he had it figured out.  He removed the left earring from the wall and screwed it onto his ear.  It was a bit heavier than he expected, but he realized he was suddenly starting to find it a bit exciting.  He took the second earring and attached it to his other ear.  Then he stepped up onto his perch again.  Reaching up with his left hand, he found the chain attached to that earring and fumbled around with it until he managed to slip it over top of the hook.  His head was now attached to the left side of the wall.  One down.  He reached up with his right hand and found that earring chain.  He had to push his head harder into the corner and pull hard on that chain as he tried to find the top of the hook and manage to slip the chain over it.  And suddenly, the chain dropped into place… and his head was locked in place between the two walls of the corner.  Carefully he lowered his hand again.  He could distinctly feel the pull of the earrings on his earlobes.  He must have inadvertently made them tighter than Derek had done last time.  And there was absolutely no way he could move his head at all!

	He was not only stuck on his perch in the corner, he was attached to that corner.  At least this time he didn’t have his hands tied behind his back.  He had been totally helpless then.  So now what?  As usual, he could do nothing but close his eyes and stand there without moving.  He had nothing but his thoughts to occupy his time.  He was put away again – out of the way… as if he was useless.  Well, maybe not useless.  He had a feeling that Mel somehow found it entertaining to see him stuck here like this – like a piece of art.  A picture on the wall or perhaps a statue.  He did feel like that a bit.  But then he was a sissy.  His only lot in life was for the enjoyment and amusement of others.  He still found it amazing that he got such a kick out of it… such a thrill.  He didn’t know why that was, other than the fact that he was a sissy.

	But how much longer was he going to keep getting this kind of thrill?  After today, there would only be Wednesday and Thursday.  After that, the dream would be over.  Over.  Over.  He was forced to wonder, as Andrea had suggested, if he should throw the bet?  Should he purposely lose?  He knew he would have to do it on purpose because he was still sure he could win.  There was just no way that anyone could become incontinent in only two months.  It was impossible!

	But if he won, he would have a wonderfully furnished apartment.  So many things he needed since he had gotten nothing from his divorce.  So many things he had always wanted but never had the money to buy.  So many things!  And yet, he felt nothing but sad because he would lose so much as well.  Chief among them was Mel.  Wow!  She had been great these last two months.  Amazing!  He had done things he never imagined.  And it was all going to be over with soon, unless he purposely lost. 

	She was in there right now with Derek.  Derek.  He remembered the quick kiss Mel had planted on Derek’s cheek when he had arrived and how he had felt… what?  Jealous?  Yeah, that was probably it.  But he was a sissy.  What else could he expect?  But did he want to spend another year enjoying the life of a super sissy, and watching while Mel kissed and made love to Derek… or who knows who else as well?  He was absolutely not sure about that one.

	And as he stood there, totally immobile, he remembered the feeling of Mel kissing him after he had bathed her a few days ago.  The brief feeling of pee spurting out of him coincided with the remembered feeling of her kiss.  His body shivered with delight – all over!

	 


Chapter 60 (Tuesday – week 9 Part 6 of 6)

	“You wanted to talk to me about something?” Mel asked.

	Derek suddenly looked decidedly uncomfortable.  “Yeah.  I had lunch with Ray yesterday.  Actually, it was more of a liquid lunch, if you know what I mean.”

	“One of those!” Mel assured him. 

	“Yeah, well, it was more liquid for Ray than for me.  Earlier in the day, he had said some really dumb things to me and basically acted like an asshole.  I’m afraid it pissed me off quite a bit.  So for lunch, I went to the bar for a beer and a sandwich and he was in there ahead of me… already pretty far gone.”

	“So you two talked in the bar.”

	Derek nodded.  “Sort of.  Mostly, I talked.”

	“So?”

	“So… well…  In the course of things, he finally asked me about Sissy.  And… I’m not sure, because I don’t think you really ever mentioned how much you wanted to keep quiet about your bet, but I’m afraid I may have told him pretty much everything.”

	“Everything?”

	Derek nodded again.  “Everything!”

	“Including what this is all about in the first place, the incontinence thing for him?”

	“Afraid so,” Derek confirmed.

	Mel thought about that for a minute.  “So?  I don’t see where it can cause any harm at all.  It’s pretty much amazing that everyone doesn’t know the whole story already.  It’s really been only Sissy that has been trying to hide that part.  Did you tell him about what Robin’s been doing with him?”

	“That was the one thing I absolutely steered away from.  But he’s pretty smart.  He can probably piece things together – if he remembers any of it.  Like I said, he was already pretty far gone when I got there, and he was far worse by the time I told him that stuff.”

	Mel considered it.  “The only thing I might be concerned about is for Robin.  But as for Sissy, I just don’t see how Ray knowing it all can make any difference to anything.”

	“I just thought… when this thing is over and he goes back to work… the others… if they all know, might make life too difficult for him.”

	Mel shook her head.  “I don’t think it would be much more difficult than things have been for him already since we started this.” 

	Derek shook his head.  “I don’t know.  Right now everyone there is convinced that he wants to have a sex change.  They’re tolerating it pretty remarkably so far… if you ask me.  But something like his incontinence thing as you called it, that’s starting to get really out there.  Most people would find it totally disgusting.  His life at work is bound to be hell!”

	“Possibly,” Mel admitted.  “But it still doesn’t make any difference.  He’s going to be bound by my wishes so it won’t matter what the others think.”

	“If you win,” Derek added.

	She looked him straight in the eye.  “Am I detecting a sign that you somehow think he’s going to win this bet and not me?”

	“No!  Of course not!” Derek replied quickly.  “But… you have to admit, I think the chances are pretty good that it could go either way.  Besides, afterwards, no matter what, he does still have to go back to work.”  He saw Mel’s face suddenly look troubled.  “What?” he asked.

	“Nothing,” she replied. 

	They continued eating in silence.  Mel didn’t watch Derek very much as he ate because she couldn’t believe how much of his sandwich he was able to stuff in his mouth with each bite.  It was positively disturbing… yet very manly as well.  And she was way too tired tonight for any further stimulating activity.

	“I’m leaking!” Sissy’s voice called from his solitary corner.

	Mel glanced up from her meal and immediately checked the clock.  Two minutes early again.  Excellent!  “Get yourself out of that corner and go change,” she called back.  “And your next time limit has just started!”

	“When we’ve finished here,” Derek mumbled through a mouthful of sub sandwich, “and he’s done changing, any chance we can put him back in his corner again for a while?”

	“Why?” Mel asked.  “He’s got to clean the kitchen and I still have to get him his dinner.”

	“I just thought that you and I could… you know… snuggle a bit again for a while.”

	Mel shook her head.  “Not tonight.  I’m too tired.  I told you that earlier.”

	“You can’t blame a guy for trying,” Derek replied with a grin.  He finished stuffing the last of his sandwich into his mouth.  “I guess that’s my cue to leave then,” he said as he wadded up the paper. 

	“Leave?  Already?  And don’t bother cleaning anything up.  That’s Sissy’s job.”

	Derek left the wrapper he had balled up on the table.  “You said you were too tired.  And after working all last night like you did, I believe it.” 

	“If you stick around for a little while, I’m planning on letting Sissy have some fun playing with a dildo up his ass for a while.  I’m sure you’ll find it amusing and I know he’d just love to have you there to watch him and cheer him on.”

	The large sandwich Derek had just finished momentarily threatened to make him sick.  Or was that the image of what Mel had just suggested?  “I think I’ll pass!” he replied as he got up from the table. 

	Mel walked him to the door where he planted a small kiss on her cheek to say goodnight.  “How can you stand doing some of the things you do with him?” Derek asked.

	Mel smiled.  “How can I stand it?  To tell the truth, turns out… I love it!”

	Derek shook his head and walked out.  Mel headed to the kitchen where she started pulling baby food out of the cabinet for Sissy’s dinner.

	One big baby highchair, one big bib, one plate full of colorful baby mush, one tiny rubber-coated baby spoon, one baby bottle of semi-lousy tasting green tea, and one big baby.  Roll all of it together into one picture and that was Chad as he sat locked into his highchair eating his dinner.  Baby food!  The only food he would get.  The only food he was supposed to be able to eat for the entire week!  But of course, he had gotten lucky last night with the pizza and again earlier this morning when Andrea had brought him breakfast at Mel’s office.  He was certainly grateful.  But… being reduced to eating nothing but baby food had its own appeal as well.  At least for him it did.  As he shoved another miniscule amount of green goo into his mouth with the tiny little spoon held in his left fist, he thought about how strange that sounded.  Only a sissy like him could take pleasure in being forced to eat nothing but lousy tasting baby food all the time.  Only a sissy!

	He had gained another two minutes to his reward time for later this evening.  By his estimate that was a total of six minutes now for today alone.  And that didn’t even count what he had racked up yesterday – if she let him have that time as well.  And there was still a chance that he could gain even more time tonight!  No, not just a chance, he “would” gain more before the evening was over with!  But would he be able to have an orgasm from it?  He was hopeful, very hopeful!  But he had no real illusions about it.  Most likely it would only be a very pleasant exercise in futility for him.  But any “pleasant” exercise would be reward enough.

	Mel was sitting staring blankly at her TV set when she heard Sissy calling her to tell her he was done eating.  She realized she had been watching it, but she was so tired she had totally zoned out and didn’t have a clue as to what had happened in the program.  She forced herself to her feet and went back to the kitchen to release him.  “Get the kitchen cleaned up,” she told him as soon as he was released.  “Then do you have anything else to keep you busy tonight?”

	Chad had a feeling that if he didn’t have anything to stay busy with he would be sent back to his perch in the corner.  He curtseyed.  “Yes, Mistress.  It wouldn’t hurt to get some of the laundry done again.  And…”  He paused.

	“And what?”

	“It wouldn’t hurt to make some more tea as well.”  Curtsey.

	Mel smiled.  “Get to it.  Just stay busy.  And don’t forget your deadline!  That’s more important than anything else!”

	Curtsey.  “Yes Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	Chad kept busy while Mel went back to watching TV again.  At one point when he walked from the kitchen to the little laundry area, he thought he heard soft snoring coming from Mel even though she was sitting up and appeared to be watching the TV.  He did his best to stay out of her way.  He also did his best to keep drinking from his bottles so he could gain a little more reward time.  He figured that every minute would count!

	As he worked between the laundry and making more of the green tea he wasn’t exactly fond of, he was constantly aware of how wet his diaper kept getting – even though he couldn’t always feel himself peeing.  Eventually, he figured that it would have to start leaking soon.  He glanced at the clock, the deadline for getting any reward time was running out.  Leak!  Leak!  He drank furiously from his bottle again as he continued to watch the clock.  Leak!  Leak!  He kept feeling around the leg openings of his diaper for the faintest sign of a leak, but nothing!  Leak!  Leak!  And finally, with a disheartening tick, the clock went past his reward deadline.  Some diapers!

	Angrily, he kept sucking on his bottle.  He now had fifteen minutes to get his darn stubborn diaper leaking so he wouldn’t get punished – something he really didn’t want.  He just hoped this diaper wouldn’t be too stubborn!  Leak!  Leak!

	“Mistress, I’m leaking!”

	Mel snapped out of her semi-sleep, realizing that she had dozed a bit in her chair.  She didn’t know why she bothered to have the TV on.  She wasn’t watching it anyway.  It was a moment before she had the mental capability to check the clock.  Darn!  Sissy was very close to getting punished instead of rewarded.  He had less than five minutes left, but at least he had made it.  She pried herself out of the chair and headed to the kitchen where he was.  “That was starting to get close,” she said.  “I thought you were drinking plenty of bottles!”

	Curtsey.  “I did!” Chad confirmed.  “It’s just that some diapers are harder to get leaking than others.  He curtseyed again… and immediately grabbed for his leg as he felt a string of pee rushing down from the leg opening.  He quickly grabbed a paper towel to wipe it with.

	Mel almost laughed.  The stupid diaper had probably been overflowing, but the way it had been bunched up, the pee must have simply collected in the bottom – until now.  “At least you won’t get punished,” she replied with a straight face.  “Go get changed.  I started your next time period the minute you called me.”

	Chad curtseyed – a little bit before hurrying off to change his very leaky diaper.  Hopefully, the next one wouldn’t be so bad.  Half an hour later, he was working on his second bottle since changing and Mel was once again snoring softly in her chair. 

	Pee! Pee!  Leak!  Leak!  He was trying as desperately as he could for any reward time he could possibly get.  As the time marched forward, he noticed Mel stirring once in a while.  She got up and got her own coffee several times, but once she got settled in her chair again in front of the TV, she seemed to settle down and drift off to sleep before long… only to startle awake a short while later.  Chad just kept drinking his bottles and trying to get his diaper leaking. 

	As his next reward deadline approached, he was once again trying to do everything he could to make his diaper leak.  He was about to give up on it again when he felt a tiny bit of something again starting to run down his leg.  “I’m leaking!” he called triumphantly the moment he noticed it.

	Mel snapped awake again and glanced up at the clock.  One minute she realized.  He had leaked early again, but only by one minute.  Still, it was a good sign.  Yawning, she forced herself to her feet and stood there, staring back in the direction of the kitchen.  “I give up!” she said tiredly, more to herself than for Sissy’s sake.  “Sissy!” she called.  “Go protect the bed!  Let’s get this over with.”  She saw Sissy hurrying toward the bathroom to get a stack of diapers to use on the bed.  She followed slowly after him. 

	Chad started spreading out the diapers all over one side of the top of her bed – several layers deep!  Finally he was going to be able to make use of his reward time – and he was ready for it.  He had been looking forward to it for two days now!  He glanced back at Mel before removing his diaper. 

	“Hurry up!” Mel told him tiredly.  Get undressed and get up there.  I want to get this over with so I can go to bed!”

	Chad had his maid’s uniform off quickly.  He removed everything except his bra that helped to support his glued-on breast forms.  As he was doing that, Mel opened her drawer and laid out her collection of colorful didoes that she had bought a month ago along with some lube.  Before Chad was even fully ready, she glanced at the clock.  She really wanted to get this over with and out of the way so she could go to sleep!  “Since you’ve been so good, I’m going to allow you some time for yesterday as well.  As of one minute ago you had fifteen minutes.  That’s down to fourteen now.  Better get started!”  She stood back out of the way to watch.

	Chad was still removing his diaper as she said it.  He let it fall all the way to the floor and jumped up on her bed as fast as he could.  He reached over to her nightstand and grabbed the first toy he could grab – the one he had used last time – the one he knew best.  Grabbing the bottle of lubricant, he quickly smeared some over the length of the whole thing, then grabbed another dollop for his backside and smeared that right into his asshole, which forced a bit of pee to eject from his chastity device on the other side of him. 

	Still on his knees, he put the toy right up against his hole, and slowly started pressing it in.  Slowly, gradually, he savored the feel as it slid easily inside of him.  He enjoyed all the little moving sensations as the swirled shape of it reamed around his back hole.  All the way in, then a little faster, he pulled it most of the way out before shoving it back in again.  In… and out.  In… and out.  Gradually working it faster and faster.  But the position was difficult for him since he had to work by himself.  With the toy still up inside of him, he rolled over on his back, pulled his knees up to his chest which made his backside stick up straight in the air, and he went back to work.

	Mel almost laughed out loud at Sissy’s antics as he desperately worked the dildo in and out of his backside.  It was one thing to do this to him, but it was a whole different world of fun to watch when he had to do it to himself.  And Derek didn’t understand how she could possibly enjoy all this?  He should have stuck around to see it.  Sissy was being downright hilarious! 

	She could see his chastity device still locked over his tiny penis.  As far as she could tell, he was totally ignoring that part of him as he penetrated himself over and over again – trying to get the closest thing to an orgasm he was capable of.  And it looked like he wanted it pretty desperately as he shoved and pulled… shoved and pulled!  He was getting his whole body into it now, sliding around trying to get as much stimulation as possible.  It was obvious he was enjoying himself greatly, but it was just as obvious that once he had reached a certain point, no matter what he did, he couldn’t seem to gain any more pleasure.  Before long, she started to notice wetness on his stomach and legs as his chastity device continued to leek onto anything that happened to be in the way.  She was fairly certain that Sissy wasn’t even aware of it.  Or if he was, it certainly wasn’t bothering him in the least.

	With five minutes left, she watched as Sissy changed dildos and positions.  But as before, he still couldn’t get what he seemed to want so desperately.  She thought she knew what he was missing, but she wasn’t about to give it to him.  Not tonight at least.  Besides, she was having too much fun watching him get more and more frustrated as he tried and tried to get himself off through penetrating himself.  All to no avail.  In fact, she enjoyed watching him so much that she gave him an extra two minutes.  But finally she called, “Time!” Sissy was still moving the toy in and out of himself – but slower now.  She walked up to him and had to forcibly yank the thing out of him to get him to stop.  When she did, his body shuddered, and he collapsed in exhaustion on the bed… and another tiny spurt of pee leaked out of his chastity device. 

	“I hope you enjoyed that,” Mel told him, “because I sure did.”  She got no answer from him.  He was laying there practically panting from the exertion.  His stomach was wet from pee as well as parts of his legs.  She had no doubt that the diapers under him were fairly wet as well.  He must have peed an awful lot during his exercise… which was exactly what she wanted to happen! 

	She grabbed some baby wipes and cleaned him up.  Then she pinned him into three of the thickest cloth diapers she had before struggling to get his plastic panties over the bulk.  She finally stood back.  “Okay Sissy.  Clean this up quickly now and go home.  I need to go to bed!”

	Chad rolled off her bed and landed on his feet.  The extreme bulk of his diapers quickly made its presence known, but that was something he was very well used to.  It took him only a few minutes to get everything cleaned up enough for the night.  Then he went out and grabbed his purse and his diaper bag. 

	With his maid’s uniform draped over his arm and wearing only his super thick diapers, his bra, and his shoes, he curtseyed.  “Goodnight Mistress,” he said before curtseying one more time.

	“Goodnight Sissy,” she replied tiredly.  “Sleep tight.”

	She watched as he walked out and the door closed behind him.  But would that door be soon closing behind him forever?  She fervently prayed that wouldn’t be the case.  She had to win this bet!  As much as it might be very wrong, she didn’t want to see him walking out on her forever. 

	She almost laid down on her bed still in her clothes, but she made herself put a light nightgown on first.  She went around her apartment turning off all the lights.  The light on her nightstand went out last.

	Bed!  At last!  She breathed a big sigh of relief at being able to finally lay down and get a good night’s sleep.  Her mind drifted back to Sissy again.  She only had tomorrow and Thursday with him, then he would be free to gain back his control again – or try to.  She really hoped he wouldn’t make it.  She really hoped!  As her mind succumbed to the slumber she so desperately needed, she once again played back the images of Sissy trying so hard to have an orgasm.  So much fun.  So much fun.

	“Good night Sissy,” her mind spoke silently one more time.  “Sleep tight.”

	Ray nearly screamed as Gloria got off of him once again – just before he could have an orgasm.  She had been doing this to him all night long, going from one thing to the next, totally insatiable, totally in command, while he was to the point now where all he could do was to try to keep up with her.  But while she had enjoyed several climaxes already, she had purposely kept him from having even one.  The result was that he was going crazy… and now she was moving him into yet another strange position that he had never heard of. 

	Desperate for relief, he could only do as she suggested and assume whatever demented position she had dreamed up this time.  Now she was behind him, firmly hugging him.  He felt her pulling his aching penis painfully back between his legs, only to feel the head of it sliding once again into her moist slippery cunt... behind him.  And now she was moving in and out, trying to keep it inside of her.  She couldn’t move far, but it was more than enough to start sending him toward the edge again.  Would he finally get there?  It felt so good!  The pressure from the different direction felt… amazing!  He was breathing heavily!  He was about to scream… when she pulled totally off of him one more time. 

	He nearly did scream!  How long had they been at it tonight?  He had no idea.  The tiger was definitely on the prowl… and she seemed to be out for blood!

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 1 of 8)

	She squirmed.  Her dream-self watched intimately as Sissy reamed his own ass with the penis shaped dildo.  “Deeper now!” she commanded – and watched as he pushed the phallic shaped toy all the way in to the hilt.  All the way in until the fake balls at the end of it were touching his shaved-bare backside.  And she squirmed again at the pleasure of the power she felt because she could literally force him to fuck himself.  She was getting so hot watching him – as even in her dream, she imagined the feelings that big toy would bring to her own wanting sex – the sex that toy was meant to pleasure.  But instead, she was forcing Sissy… a mere man… to debase himself with it.  She was superior.  She was his total master – or more appropriately, his total Mistress.  And he had no choice but to do anything at all that she commanded – for her pleasure alone.  And the very decadent thought of it aroused her physical body once again… and she squirmed in her sleep.

	“Faster!” she commanded.  And her dream-self laughed with delight at seeing him fuck himself faster and harder… trying vainly to get pleasure where only she could get it, not him.  But then of course, he was fucking himself in a place that was never meant for that purpose… a different place than her velvety moist vagina.  He could never experience the pleasure from it that she could.  Never!  And that made forcing him to do this to himself all the sweeter. 

	“Mel!” the deep voice boomed.

	The sound of her father’s voice ripped her away from focusing on Sissy.  “Daddy?”  She could see him in the distance, for some reason the dream made him look fuzzy and out of focus, almost as if he was made of fog. 

	“Did you find the problem yet?” her father asked accusingly.

	“No Daddy… I mean, yes!  We did!  I mean… I did!  I found it and took care of it.”

	“Good girl!” her father’s voice said with pride. 

	She felt happy basking in his approval.  From behind her she could once again hear Sissy trying desperately to pleasure himself in such an impossible way.  She turned back to watch him.  So funny.  And she again felt the sexual tension building inside of her.

	“And how about Sissy?” Her father’s voice boomed again.  And again she was forced to ignore Sissy and pay attention to him.  “How much did he do?”

	She suddenly felt terrified.  “He did… most of it,” she admitted, fearful of what he might say.

	Her father’s face turned red with rage.  “How could you let someone else do the most important work for you?  He deserves all the credit, not you!  A damn sissy is smarter than my daughter!”

	“No Daddy.  No!  It’s not like that,” she desperately pleaded.

	“Looks like it to me!”

	“No!  It’s not like that,” she repeated.  Her father was staring at her, disapprovingly.  “We… we worked together,” she explained.  “We did it together.  He did some and I did some.  We both did it… together!”

	Her father appeared only a little more appeased.  “Teamwork?” he grunted.

	“Yes, Daddy,” she admitted, as if that was a bad thing.

	Her father looked sternly at her.  “Do you work well together… as a team?”

	“Yes Daddy.  Very well!  You saw what we could do.”

	Her father nodded.  “And who was in charge of that team,” he asked.

	“I… I was, Daddy.  I was in charge.  Sissy can’t be in charge.  He’s too submissive.  Totally submissive.  He follows my every command.  And you know me Daddy.  You know me.  You know what I am like.  What I am.  I want to be in charge all the time.  I hate taking orders from anyone.  I… I’m too dominant.”

	Her father nodded.  Even from the distance she could see the look of satisfaction on his face.  “A good team… with you totally in charge,” he finally said.

	“Y… Yes Daddy.”

	“Sounds like a good plan!” her father finally said.  “Sounds like a good plan.”

	She watched as somehow… her father faded out and totally disappeared.  Sounds like a good plan.  A good team… with her completely in charge.  A good plan. 

	Once again, the sounds of Sissy pleasuring himself grabbed her attention. She watched again as he slid the big phallic toy in and out of himself.  And she smiled.  Her father approved.  She was totally in charge… just like she wanted to be.  It was a good plan.  

	“Deeper Sissy!  Faster!” she ordered… and her body thrilled again as she watched him carry out her order perfectly.  And the result?  Her body squirmed with pleasure.

	His apartment was crowded with friends, and he was amazing everyone with his expertise at his new pool table – something he had never been really that good at before.  As he played, he continually looked around the room… searching… for the one person he knew wouldn’t be there.  But never the less, he hoped to at least spot her.  But as usual, she was missing. 

	He sank another ball, and afterwards, his hand slid back and forth along the bottom of his pool cue, unnoticed by anyone else.  His mind imagined what that cue would feel like sliding in and out of his backside.  So good.  So good.  But it would be so much better if… but she wasn’t there.  She would never be there… as he always knew she would forever be gone from his life.  He had won the bet, and now Mel was nothing but a neighbor that he rarely ever saw – even from a distance. 

	He played an impossible banking shot and decisively sank yet another ball.  But his mind was no longer on the game, or his friends, or even on lost Mel.  His mind was on his sissy things… locked deeply away where nobody could ever find them.  So locked away that they were hard for him to get to.  But now, even in the midst of his party, with so many friends around, he yearned again for his sissy things… and even more for the sissy dream he once lived.  The sissy dream he wanted so badly – but had vowed he would never touch again.

	But he wanted that dream.  He needed that dream.  The need was building in him so much that it was becoming impossible to resist!  He took another shot… and missed! 

	“My turn!” his opponent declared and Chad was forced to stand back to watch his opponent play. 

	He watched the man’s cue stick rocking back and forth as he lined up his shot.  Forward and back… forward and back… as he carefully aimed.  And all Chad could think about was what that cue would feel like going back and forth in his own ass.  It had been so long now.  So long!  He hadn’t had any pleasure since the bet ended.  And he desperately needed that pleasure.  But he had vowed – never again!

	His opponent sank the ball easily and started lining up his next shot.  Forward and back… forward and back he rocked his cue stick once again before taking the shot.  And once again the motion of the stick stimulated the need inside of Chad. 

	He couldn’t take it anymore!  He had to get his things!  He had tried so hard to be normal, but he wasn’t!  He needed his sissy things!  He needed his sissy life!  No matter what he had vowed, he couldn’t go another minute without them! 

	He left the party in his living room and headed straight for his bedroom… and entered his bedroom closet.  There wasn’t a sign of anything sissy in sight.  He closed the closet door behind him and climbed up on a large box so he could reach the ceiling.  There he opened the trap door, and all his sissy things tumbled down onto the floor around him.  He found himself sitting amid a jumble of soft petticoats and high heels.  But among those things was also one of his most prized possessions… the dildo he had used with Mel.  He grabbed it and ran his hands lovingly over it… back and forth.  He slid his hands along its spiraled shaft.  He stuck it in his mouth and licked it and sucked on it.  But that wasn’t how he wanted to feel it.  That wasn’t how he needed it.

	His pants were somehow gone and he placed the tip of it right against his naked asshole… and he pushed.  It slid in so easily… so slippery… so sensually.  And he loved it.  Again and again he pushed it in and pulled it out, but while it felt so good, he simply couldn’t get what he needed from it… what he wanted from it.  And he never would.  It was why he had packed it all up in the first place and vowed to never touch any of it again.  Because… without Mel… none of it was any good.  And it never would be. 

	But still he tried.  In and out…  In and out.  And suddenly his attention was grabbed by the sound of someone talking – just outside his closet door!  His friends!  What were they saying?  He was forced to listen harder.

	“So come on down and select the car of your choice!  We’ve got every model in stock right now and we’re ready to deal.  You won’t find a better car deal then what we have right here!”

	Car deal?  What was that about?  And he suddenly realized that he was listening to his clock radio.  With a grunt of effort, he pulled himself out of his dream and into the waking world… where he promptly forgot everything he had been dreaming about. 

	As the pink clock radio played mindlessly in the background, he took a moment to collect himself.  He was laying on his back with his pacifier in his mouth.  The extra bulky cloth diapers Mel had put on him last night were now far more bulky.  He couldn’t bring his legs anywhere near each other if he tried… which he didn’t bother to do.  He had no doubt the diapers would be very heavy once he got to his feet.  The bra he was wearing that helped support the breast forms that were glued onto him, itched a bit at the side.  He scratched momentarily at it.  He briefly thought about the delightful baby doll nighties he sometimes wore to bed… but hadn’t bothered to wear in a while now.  Why not?  He also had some onesies that he could wear as well.  He hadn’t touched those in a while either.  Of course, the onesies were lockable!  Maybe that was the reason. 

	Forcing himself to roll over off of his blow-up mattress and onto the floor, he rolled to his knees where he reached over and turned off the radio.  He was grateful that the days of it waking him up with overly loud rock music were now past.  This was a much better way to wake up every morning.  He accidentally kicked over one of the empty baby bottles on the floor nearby as he forced himself wearily to his feet.  Yes, his diapers were super bulky and heavy.  Messy inside too… as usual. 

	He waddled out to his kitchen to get his required three baby bottles.  He only gave passing thought to the notes Mel used to leave him.  He still missed them, but like many other things, they were past that part as well.  In fact, they were past almost everything with the bet now.  They only had today, which was Wednesday, and tomorrow – Thursday, to go before he could go back to normal on Friday and regain all his control.  As he waddled back toward his solitary chair in his living room, he again wondered how long it would take him to regain all that control.  An hour?  Two hours?  Maybe as much as four?  The fact that he could go two full days without being able to regain that control was unthinkable.  Impossible!  Of course, that was the basis of their bet.  And no matter what his body was doing now.  It just couldn’t be done!

	As he sat in his one and only chair and stared mindlessly at the childishly colored pictures on the wall in front of him, he wondered how humiliating today would be.  Every day since this bet had started had been totally, impossibly humiliating.  Wonderfully humiliating.  He amended that thought.  Actually, the last few days hadn’t really been that bad at all.  He had done almost nothing in the last two or three days that was overtly humiliating… well, to him… now.  So what would today bring?  Would it be as easy as the last two days?  As much as he loved and yearned for all the humiliation, he silently hoped his day would be an easy one!

	It was very faint, but she could still smell the aroma of the coffee brewing out in the kitchen.  She opened her eyes and concentrated on it more.  Yes!  Fresh coffee!  Which could only mean that Sissy was out there just as he was supposed to be.  But how much longer would he be there for her?  Today… and tomorrow?  But what about the future… the future she was working so hard to make happen?

	She sat up in bed and called loudly for him, mentally reminding herself to invest in a small bell of some sort.  And a minute later she heard the sound of his shoes as he hurried toward her.  He appeared, fresh coffee in hand, dressed perfectly in his maid’s uniform… just as she wanted him to be.  Her maid.  Her personal servant… and so much more!  She thrilled as he curtseyed for her and said good morning.  She was just as thrilled as he curtseyed again afterwards.  She ordered her breakfast – in bed – and watched as he nearly ran out toward the kitchen.  So nice.  So nice.

	This was the life she was trying to get to.  This was what she wanted.  The only question now was… could she actually get it?  Could she win their bet and finally make all her dreams come true?  She had to!  She had to!  But even in the midst of her determination, that one nagging little thought made its presence known – was it really right for her to do with him what she planned?  Even though she worried about it, she forced the thought from her mind to concentrate on happier things… like the fresh cup of hot coffee she was now holding in her hands – while she still hadn’t even gotten out of bed!

	One egg sunny-side up, three strips of bacon, and a piece of toast spread with strawberry jam – all laid out nicely on the largest serving tray he could find in her cabinets- which was not really the right kind of tray to serve her breakfast in bed on, but he was doing the best he could with what he had.  Very carefully, he carried the tray into her bedroom, she was sitting up in bed waiting for him, her coffee cup still in her hands.  She set the cup on the nightstand next to her as he approached.  He curtseyed – carefully, and set the tray down on her lap. 

	“Thank you Sissy,” she said gratefully.  “Please bring me more coffee.”

	Curtsey.  “Of course,” he replied before curtseying a second time.  A minute later, he brought her cup back, freshly filled.  He delivered it with another curtsey, then stood back out of the way. 

	Mel started eating, but there was one little problem.  “Don’t you have other things to do than to stand there watching me eat?” she asked.

	Chad curtseyed and hurried out of the room again to leave her alone.  Other things to do?  Like what?  While he waited for Mel, he decided to prepare his own baby cereal breakfast.  At least that way Mel wouldn’t have to do it and maybe she wouldn’t “forget” to feed him when she came out of her bedroom.

	Her breakfast finished, Mel set the tray away from her on the bed and got up.  She threw a light robe over her nightgown and headed for the bathroom.  One nice thing about having someone like Sissy as her servant, she would never have to worry about getting into the bathroom because he might be using it.  When she was finished, she went out to the kitchen to find him.  He was just standing there by the counter drinking from his bottle.  She noticed the bowl of baby cereal already poured out into his dish, waiting for him to be allowed to eat it.  But that wasn’t her first concern.  “How much time do you have before your leaking deadline?”

	Chad removed the bottle from his mouth and quickly checked the clock.  Then he curtseyed.  “Twenty four minutes,” he replied before curtseying again.

	Mel studied the clock as well.  “So you’ve only got another nine minutes to go before you lose your reward time,” she noted.

	Chad hated to admit it.  Curtsey.  “But I think my diaper is getting really close to leaking,” he replied before curtseying again. 

	“Let me see.”

	Chad pulled up the skirt of his uniform to show her how wet his diaper was.

	Mel studied his diaper.  “Turn around,” she commanded.  “Let me see the back too.”  As he turned for her, she saw that his diaper did indeed look like it was totally saturated, or at lest fairly close.  “Pull your skirt up all the way around and leave it up so we can watch it,” she told him.  She glanced at his breakfast on the counter.  “I don’t think it will hurt for you to wait a few minutes longer before you eat.  Let’s see if you can get that diaper leaking first.

	Chad grabbed his baby bottle and started drinking furiously again.  Leak!  Leak!

	“While we’re waiting,” Mel said, “go get my coffee cup and refill it for me.”

	Chad hurried off to the bedroom and grabbed not just her cup, but the whole tray from her breakfast.  As he came back, he saw Mel sitting down at the kitchen table.  As quickly as he could, he refilled her coffee cup and brought it to her.  Then he hurried to get his baby bottle back in his mouth again.  Leak!  Leak!

	Chad drank his bottle… and Mel drank her third cup of coffee for the morning.  A few minutes later, Chad’s bottle emptied and he grabbed another one from the large supply in her refrigerator.  Leak!  Leak!  Together they watched as the minute hand on the clock slowly worked its way toward his deadline.  Chad desperately kept feeling around the leg openings on his diaper, but there was still no indication of any wetness escaping… yet.  Chad watched in growing disappointment as the clock ticked through the final minute before he could still gain any reward time.  His heart fell as the final seconds wound past.

	“No reward this time,” Mel noted as she got up from her seat.  “Better luck next time.  Let’s just hope you don’t miss your real leaking deadline, or trust me, I’m going to make sure you really regret it!  This late in the game, there should be no excuse at all!  Ever!”  She removed the tray from his highchair so he could climb up into it.

	Chad had no doubt that she would be really mad if he didn’t manage to leak.  He could tell his diaper was close – so very close.  In fact, some of his diapers had leaked long before this state.  But this one was simply being stubborn.  As he started climbing up into his highchair, he felt something odd at his leg.  “Wait!” he said quickly before Mel could put the tray in place.  “I think I’m leaking!”  His fingers probed the spot where he had felt it.  “Yes!” he declared.  “Right here!”

	Mel looked, but she had to look hard to see it.  But… it was there – a tiny bit of a leak.  She smiled.  “Just missed, didn’t you,” she said with a chuckle. 

	Chad didn’t think it was that funny.  His thoughts were running more in the direction that the diaper had somehow done that purposely to him… just to tease him. 

	“Go change quickly now,” Mel told him.  “And as usual, your next time period has already started.”

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 2 of 8)

	While Chad was locked in his highchair “enjoying” his breakfast, Mel headed for the bathroom to get showered before getting dressed.  She seriously thought about having Sissy help her with her bath again, but she needed something to do for a few minutes to fill her time so she decided the bath would have to wait for another day… better not wait much longer though, tomorrow might be the end of it all!

	By the time she was finished with her shower, Sissy was done eating.  She quickly threw on a pair of shorts and a top before releasing him.  “Go clean up my bedroom first,” she told him.  “Then you can come back to the kitchen while I get dressed.”

	Curtsey, “Yes Mistress,” Chad replied before curtseying again and sticking another baby bottle back into his mouth as he hurried off toward her bedroom.  Before she got dressed?  She was already dressed!  Dressed for what?  That was the question… and something about that question bothered him.  Or was that worried him?

	Mel poured herself yet another cup of coffee and carried it into the living room to sit with it.  But her mind was now focused on the day ahead.  Tomorrow was going to be a fairly busy day.  It had to be since tomorrow was the last day she had before their bet ended.  Tomorrow would hold lots of business she’d rather not have to attend to, but would be all too necessary – unfortunately.  But today?  Today she planned on something else entirely.  Now her biggest worry was… what should she wear?  It had to be… special!

	When Chad finished in her bedroom, she banished him to the kitchen to clean up there.  She headed straight for her closet.  What to wear?  What to wear?  She pawed through most of the clothes before she found one little item that she decided she simply had to include – the tiny little skirt that she had forced Chad to wear to the poker game.  She had made him wear it one other time as well to work.  But this time, she would wear it and let him see how it looked on her.  The damn thing was a nuisance since it kept riding up constantly, but today… all the better! 

	The black patent stiletto heels she wore with her business suit yesterday were also a must.  She tried to picture what some of those dominant women in the pictures on the internet wore.  She didn’t own any leather like most of them.  She didn’t even own a whip!  She would have to make due with whatever she could find in her closet. 

	She spent more time on her makeup than usual, trying for just the right affect.  It wasn’t her usual look, that was for sure!  Her hair wasn’t that difficult since she pulled it back… maybe a bit more severely than usual.  Then she started dressing.

	She had to search through her underwear drawer to find the one and only thong she owned.  It wasn’t exactly the kind of thing a woman like her usually wore to work!  A pushup bra was added and a top that exposed enough that if it revealed any more she would have never worn it.  Then the skirt and the shoes were added.  Finally a few pieces of jewelry to complete the look.  She studied herself carefully in the mirror.  She was mostly concerned because she didn’t want to look like a hooker!  But fortunately, she thought she came just short of that – she hoped.  Did she look dominant enough though?  She hoped so.  That was what she was really after.  What she was wearing was the best she could come up with under the circumstances.  She only hoped that Sissy would appreciate her efforts!

	But now it was time for Sissy.  Now it was time for the fun to begin!

	As she studied herself in the mirror, she did her best to put a “wicked” smile on her face and tried to exude an air of total command and dominance.  Then she opened her bedroom door and strode out to find him.  He was still in the kitchen, doing nothing except drinking again from one of his baby bottles – as he should be.  She needed something to say as she “presented” herself before him.  It was the first thing that popped into her head.  “Are you leaking yet?”

	Chad stared at his mistress in astonishment.  Her question was… unexpected… only because he had just changed his diaper a little while ago.  As he curtseyed to answer, his eyes were still taking in everything about her.  She was so… different!  The little skirt she was wearing – the one she had made him wear… the “nuisance” skirt, wasn’t lost on him at all.  “Not yet Mistress,” he replied before curtseying again.  Was it his imagination, or did she look a bit more… dominant today?  What was going on?  She hadn’t mentioned anything happening that she would have to get so dressed up for.

	Mel put her hands on her hips and stared at him disapprovingly.  She wished she had one of those riding crops that some of the women in those pictures carried.  “I’m afraid it won’t do Sissy,” she said.  “It simply won’t do!”

	Chad was totally bewildered… and worried.  What wouldn’t do?  But before he could ask, she was speaking again.

	“I’m afraid that dress you’re wearing isn’t going to be acceptable today.”

	Chad looked down at his dress.  His apron seemed to be perfect… maybe not so perfectly pressed anymore, but he had been working in it for a while now.  What did she expect?  He could only look up at her questioningly.  Was she going to punish him for something he knew nothing about?  He would have asked, but she turned abruptly around and was walking away.

	“Let’s go Sissy,” she said, not bothering to look back.

	Chad followed, totally bewildered.  At the door, she grabbed her purse and had him get his diaper bag and purse as well.  Then she turned and stared at him with a rather studious expression on her face.

	“Hmmm…” Mel mused out loud.  She turned abruptly and headed back toward the kitchen.  “Bring your bag Sissy.”

	Chad’s head was starting to spin.  He had no idea what was going on, but he dutifully followed her back to the kitchen – where he saw her open the cabinet that held all his baby food. 

	“Give me your diaper bag,” Mel said, barely turning toward him.  As soon as she got it, she started pulling jar after colorful jar of the infant food out of the cabinet and dropping them straight into the diaper bag. 

	Chad was… and he wasn’t surprised to see her grabbing the baby food.  The part that really worried him now was that it meant they would be eating out in public again somewhere – and that part naturally worried him.  What really worried him the most was the amount of baby food she was putting in the bag.  How long were they going to be gone?  And after the baby food, he watched as she went to the refrigerator and grabbed six more bottles of her green tea. 

	With a rather haughty air, Mel dropped the bottles into his diaper bag and started striding out again.  “Grab the bag Sissy, and let’s go.”

	Chad grabbed the now very heavy bag and lugged it out toward the living room… where he saw Mel entering the bathroom.  She came out a moment later with a large stack of disposable diapers in her hand. 

	“We better pack these as well,” she said as she handed all the diapers to Sissy.

	Chad had to struggle to get them all into the now very overly loaded diaper bag.  By the time he was done, Mel had the door open and was waiting on him to follow.  With more than a bit of trepidation, he stood and followed her out the door.  Where were they going?  All that extra stuff in his bag?  And his uniform was not unacceptable?

	He thought she was heading for her car, but she stopped in front of his door instead and stood back like she was waiting for something… rather impatiently. 

	“Let’s go Sissy.  Get this thing unlocked so we can get moving!”

	What was going on?  Chad hurried to do as she wanted.  Now if she was just explain…   But a moment later, he had set the heavy diaper bag and his purse on the floor and was following her straight back to his bedroom. 

	“Get that uniform off.  And hurry!” Mel ordered as she headed for his closet.

	Chad quickly started to worry about what she planned for him to wear instead of his uniform.  As he got the dress off, his fears were confirmed as she produced his blue and white sissy dress.  Not again!  And what did she have planned for today?  Having little choice in the matter, he put the silly dress on, along with the pretty white anklet socks and the blue little girl shoes that went with the dress.  Once again, he felt totally silly… just like a proper sissy – he guessed.  He hated it – he loved it… and he was horribly worried about what Mel had planned for him now.  He just knew that the last two days had been all too easy!  Was she about to make up for that today?  It was certainly starting to look like it! 

	While Sissy was dressing, Mel picked up his pink sissy dress from the floor of his closet and carried out to the front door.  The inner skirts of the dress had gotten wet when he had leaked all over them while he was sleeping in her father’s office yesterday morning.  Among other things they were going to do today, the dress would have to be taken to be cleaned.

	When Sissy was dressed, Mel took him into his bathroom and made some very minor adjustments to his makeup.  Then she went back to his bedroom where she found his big white hair-bow and stuck that in his hair on top of his head.  She stood back to check how he looked.  Then she nodded.  “Much better!” she declared with authority.  “Now you look more like the total sissy you really are.  There will be no hiding it today!”

	Her words sent both dread and thrill through Sissy’s body.  What was going on?

	“Okay Sissy.  Grab your sissy purse and let’s go.” 

	It took Chad only a moment to transfer a few of his things from his regular purse into the tiny sissy purse she made him carry.  The little thing was so small that it couldn’t hold much at all.  He grabbed his diaper bag and the dress that needed cleaning, and he was ready to leave – physically, not mentally.

	“I hope you have a pacifier in that thing!” Mel told him rather sternly.

	Chad gulped at the tone of her voice before he curtseyed.  “Yes Mistress!”

	“Better grab one of your bottles out of your diaper bag,” she told him next.  “You can start drinking it as soon as we get to the car.”  With that, she turned and opened his door and walked out.

	Chad quickly dug past the extra diapers he had just put in the diaper bag on top of everything else and found one of the extra bottles.  He had to hurry to catch up to Mel who was already descending the stairs down to her car.  He was outside now… in public again… and again he was out wearing one of his silly sissy dresses.  One of the problems with his sissy dresses was that they were so outrageous, and the skirts were so big and puffy, that they simply screamed for attention.  There was no way that anyone could look at him and not know that he was anything but a sissy… a big sissy.  And in that outfit, hiding behind anything would be pretty much out of the question!  There was another problem with his dress as well, it wouldn’t take much at all for anyone to see that he was wearing a diaper under it.  Just the slightest wrong move was all it would take. 

	But where were they going?  What did she have in mind?  He knew they were stopping at the cleaners again, that much was obvious.  But what about anything else? 

	While Sissy sat in the front seat sucking on his bottle, Mel drove out of the parking lot and headed for the dry cleaners – the same one they had used last time.  When they arrived, she had Sissy grab his dress that needed cleaning and take it inside.  She followed just so she could watch.

	It was obvious to Chad that he was recognized as he walked in.  But then, the last time he had been here he had been wearing one of his silly dresses as well.  As far as he was concerned, there was no way they wouldn’t recognize him!  The same man was at the counter again, and as he approached, he saw a few other heads poke out to watch as well.  Once again, he was putting on a show.  So…

	He curtseyed.  “I need thith cweaned pweath,” he lisped in his silly sissy voice to the man as he laid his pink sissy dress on the counter.  Then he curtseyed again.

	The man watched it all with a broad smile on his face.  “Do you want one hour service?”

	Chad had to look back at Mel for that answer.  Mel shook her head.  “Later this afternoon will be fine,” she replied.

	Chad turned back toward the guy… but he was just looking back as if he was waiting for some kind of answer, although it also looked like he was definitely doing everything he could not to crack up.

	“Well?” the man asked again, “One hour service or not?” he asked, acting like he hadn’t heard a word that Mel had said.

	Chad wanted to let out a big sigh, but he didn’t.  Curtsey.  “No, we’ww get it waita dith aftanoon,” he replied in his silly voice again before curtseying one more time.

	The man ripped off half of the ticket and handed it to Chad who took it and curtseyed again.  “We look forward to seeing you later,” the man said to Chad.

	Chad merely curtseyed again and said “Thank you,” before curtseying one more time and walking out. 

	Mel flashed the man behind the counter a big grin as she walked out as well.

	At least that was easy, Chad thought as he got back into the car and put the bottle back in his mouth.  But now where would they be going?

	Mel had a number of stops planned for the day… all of them designed to keep Sissy out in public, out in the spotlight.  And she figured the most obvious place they could start would be the mall again.  That should eat up a major portion of the day.  She was only a short distance from the mall when her phone rang.  “Hello?” she answered as she drove.

	“Mel,” Andrea’s voice came over the phone.  “Sorry to bother you today, but Harry Feinbaum is calling for you and he’s being pretty insistent on talking to you right away.”

	“Harry Feinbaum?  Right away?”

	“As I said, he seemed to be pretty insistent.”

	Mel mentally groaned.  She wondered what could possibly be wrong now.  There was no way that Sunshine Corporation could have done much with that contract yet.  And why the big rush?  “Okay, she finally replied, I’ll call him.”

	“Do you need his number?” Andrea asked.

	“Yeah, better give it to me.”  Mel listened as Andrea rattled off the phone number to call.  Then she said goodbye to Andrea and dialed the new number.  She naturally got his secretary first, but it was only a moment before she got put through to him.  “Mr. Feinbaum,” Mel said.  “You need something?” she asked as she drove toward the mall.

	“How soon can you be here?” Harry Feinbaum asked.

	Be there?  “What’s the problem?” Mel asked.  “I can’t see how Sunshine can have put anything together yet for us to deal with.”

	“They haven’t,” Harry confirmed.  “This is something different.”

	“But I have other plans for today,” Mel protested.  She quickly thought about what she was wearing as well.  “And I’m not exactly dressed for the office right now.”

	“Sorry Mel,” Harry said.  “I don’t want to talk over the phone and I think you’re going to want to come in as soon as possible for this.  In fact, right now would be a very good time!  And I don’t really care what you’re wearing.  Your secretary told me you were taking some days off.”

	Mel sighed.  What was she going to do?

	“Where are you?” Harry suddenly asked.

	Mel looked around.  The mall was just ahead and she had just pulled into the lane to turn into it.  “I’m just driving into the mall parking lot.” She told him.

	“Then you’re only five minutes away.  Come here first.  I’ll be expecting you.”

	A moment later, Mel realized he had hung up on her.  She wanted to slap her steering wheel in frustration.  Of all the worst timing!  She had today all planned for nothing but fun and amusement… and now Harry Feinbaum was calling and needed her to work.  And as her father so often said, you don’t say no to old man Feinbaum! 

	As she pulled into the mall parking lot and turned around to go back out again, a new worry hit her.  What was she going to do with Sissy?  She was only five minutes from Feinbaum’s office now – and he was expecting her soon.  What was she going to do with Sissy? 

	As she dove she tried to think, but her thoughts were too confused.  What problem did Harry have for her now?  And why now – now that she was so close to being done with this bet?  Just a few more days and she would have much more time to deal with anything Harry Feinbaum threw her way.

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 3 of 8)

	She pulled into Feinbaum’s parking lot and took one of the guest spaces… and she sat staring out the front windshield of her car.  She wasn’t dressed for this!  What would Harry… and all the rest of them think of her when they saw the sexy way she had dressed today?  That wasn’t good!  And what about Sissy?  She supposed he was going to have to wait for her in the car.  No telling how long this might take though.  She looked over at him to tell him to wait in the car.  He was sitting there looking at her, baby bottle still in his mouth, looking totally confused.  He had no idea what was going on right now.  “I have to go inside for a little while,” she told him.  “I’m afraid I wasn’t planning on this.  You can…”

	The sudden look of surprise on Sissy face happened just as she herself realized someone was standing on the sidewalk in front of the car looking at them.  She turned and saw Dick Feinbaum starting to raise his hand to wave to her… and then he stopped and seemed to stare into the car with a puzzled expression on his face.  Damn!  And worse, he was now heading directly for her.  Feeling very embarrassed, she rolled down her window.

	“I know dad was wanting to speak to you today,” Dick said somewhat uncertainly. 

	He spoke, but Mel noticed that his eyes never left Sissy.  “Yeah.  Um…  I wasn’t expecting to have to do any… business today.” she replied.

	Dick nodded.  “I see,” he said, still looking at Sissy.  He finally turned his eyes back to Mel.  “Are you coming inside?” he asked.

	Hating life, Mel nodded.  “Yeah.  I’m here now.”  She turned back to Sissy.  “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”  She saw Sissy barely nod.  At least he had lowered his bottle to his lap so it wasn’t so visible.  The look on his face showed that he was somewhat terrified.  This time, she knew how he felt. 

	“You may as well have… um… him… come inside too.” Dick said.  “No use waiting out here.”

	This was not good and Mel knew it.  But she nodded toward Sissy and opened her own car door to get out.  Sissy was slower to react.  “Just bring your purse,” she told Sissy quietly.  “Leave your bottle here too,” she added.  Then she climbed out of the car and tugged her skirt down into place again.  Dick closed the door for her as Sissy was slowly opening his own door.

	“I can’t wait to hear about this,” Dick said softly as he headed back to the sidewalk ahead. 

	Mel wasn’t at all sure what she was going to tell him… or anybody.  How exactly was she going to explain it?  She was actually growing a bit angry that she was going to have to deal with explaining it… somehow.

	Chad wasn’t at all sure what was going on.  Mel had gotten a phone call and he knew from the one-sided conversation he had heard that it had something to do with work.  Then Mel had turned around at the mall and headed here.  He could see by the signs that it was another law firm… one that he had heard Mel talk about before.  And he knew without a doubt that Mel wasn’t happy about being here right now.  And so neither was he.  This was not something she had planned.  And by the way Mel was acting, he had a feeling that this was something that could be very bad for Mel.  So whatever this was, it wasn’t going to be fun!  His nervousness and fear growing, he got out of the car.

	Dick Feinbaum looked Sissy over very carefully as they waited for him to walk from the car up to the sidewalk, but he said nothing about him.  Instead he turned and started walking toward the door.  Mel fell in beside him and Sissy continued to follow nervously behind.  “I noticed you’re looking especially… sexy today,” Dick told Mel.  “Big day planned?”

	“Something like that,” Mel admitted as they headed toward the building.  “What’s going on?” she asked.

	“I better let Dad handle that!” Dick replied.

	There was something in his voice that made Mel think he wasn’t sounding too sure about something.  She had a pretty good idea of exactly why that was.  And oddly, she found that it perturbed her more than anything else.  For heaven’s sake!  She didn’t want to come here today!  She was supposed to have this day off!  She had other things planned!

	They entered the building and she followed him through the lobby toward the elevator, where they had to wait.  Why today of all days?  Why today?  Why today when she had planned to finally spend some time with Sissy and have some fun?  Why today when she had dressed so… provocatively?  And why today when she had Sissy in tow… dressed as outrageously as possible.  Why today?  The more she thought about it, the angrier she seemed to feel.  These men never seemed to hesitate to call on her whenever they liked – no matter what she was doing.  None of them seemed to care in the least about her personal concerns!

	This bet between Sissy and herself was the biggest thing in her life right now.  And lately, everything in the world seemed to be stacking up against her.  Why?  She was getting awfully tired of it!  And all the distractions seemed to be coming from men!  Feinbaum, Derek, and Ray!  She had business to attend to with Sissy, and she had let them all distract her from it… and from her goals!  No, from her dreams! 

	The elevator finally reached the bottom floor and the door opened… and something inside of Mel snapped – into place!  She stood up extra straight and turned towards Sissy.  “Where’s your pacifier?  Put it in your mouth where it belongs!”

	Dick Feinbaum had stepped into the elevator.  He turned quickly and watched, unbelievingly, as Mel ordered… her friend… to pull a pacifier out and stick it in his mouth.  And unbelievingly, her… friend… did it!  “Um… This may not be the proper…”

	He got no further as Mel turned on him with a rather angry look in her eyes.  “I didn’t ask to come here today,” she said sternly.  “I had other things planned!  Things that are more important to me than some damn contract!  If you don’t like it, then I’ll be more than happy to leave right now!”

	Totally taken aback by her sudden change in behavior, Dick stepped back a bit and held the elevator door.  “Maybe we better continue this upstairs.”

	Boldly, Mel stepped into the elevator.  Not so boldly, Sissy followed and the elevator doors closed behind them.

	Mel wasn’t finished though.  She turned to Sissy.  “Sissy, this is Dick Feinbaum.  Please introduce yourself to him properly.”

	Chad could actually feel the pee leaking out of him as he nervously curtseyed right there in the small elevator and plucked his pacifier out of his mouth.  “Hewwo Mithew Feinbaum.  My name ith Thithy.”  Then he stuck his pacifier back in his mouth and curtseyed again. 

	Dick Feinbaum didn’t know if he should laugh or be totally angry… of if he should feel offended by what Mel was suddenly doing – right here in their offices.  What he really felt now… was uncertainty.  He was saved from answering by the elevator doors opening.

	Mel didn’t even wait.  The moment the doors were open, she strode boldly out toward the pool of desks where many of the paralegals and secretaries worked.  Harry Feinbaum’s office was at the far end of the long hall.  Mel turned directly toward Sissy again.  “Sissy, please say hello to each of these nice people here… one at a time.”

	Dick Feinbaum was aghast.  “Um… maybe you shouldn’t…”

	“I’d much rather leave right now!” Mel cut him off sternly.  She turned to Sissy again to get him moving.  “Sissy…”

	“Um… Dad’s office is up this way,” Dick told her, trying to prevent what was about to happen. 

	“I know where it is.  I’ve been there before,” Mel replied casually.  “We’ll get there… eventually.  “Sissy!  Everybody’s waiting.”

	As Chad nervously started to curtsey, Dick mumbled.  “Um…  I better go warn my father!” 

	Mel merely waved her arm, dismissing him as she watched Sissy saying hello to an astonished woman at the first desk he came to. 

	Chad curtseyed, plucked the pacifier from his mouth, and lisped his sissy hello to everyone there… separately of course.  He felt so totally foolish.  Some of them laughed… especially the women.  But most of them stared at him in total wide-eyed disbelief.  What was up with Mel today?  Right downstairs at the elevator she had suddenly become totally dominant again… in a way he had never seen her before. 

	Dick Feinbaum hurried to his father’s office.  He didn’t care if anyone was in there with him or not.  He simply barged in.  Two minutes later, both Feinbaums left the office to see what was going on.  His private secretary wasn’t at her desk, she was further down the hall watching the incredibly odd-ball show that was happening among the paralegal desks.  Every doorway had people standing and looking down the hall as well. 

	Mel almost laughed… it would have been a rather wicked laugh if she had, but she held herself just short of letting it out.  This little outburst of hers might end her career as an attorney, but right now, she didn’t really care.  She had had enough, and right now she was enjoying being drunk with power!  Besides, if she wanted, she never really had to work a day in her life.

	She watched as Sissy said hello to the last person in the common area.  But before he could get much further, she said.  “Sissy, do you remember how to do ‘Mary Had A Little Lamb?’  Please show everyone how precious you can do it.”

	Chad was nearly beside himself.  What was going on with Mel?  This was not the place for this kind of activity!  He looked at her for a moment for confirmation… but his confirmation came from the look of total power and domination she seemed to be sending out in all directions… not just at him!  He turned back to everyone in the room, curtseyed again and plucked the pacifier from his mouth.  “Mawy had a widdew wamb…”

	Mel felt nothing but proud satisfaction at watching Sissy behave so absurdly as he entertained everyone.  Let them think what they might.  Right now, she didn’t care!  If anyone didn’t like it, then tough! 

	Harry Feinbaum watched the proceedings carefully, the expression on his face was rather pinched with concern.  Nothing escaped his practiced eyes.  As the flake in the oddball dress finished reciting Mary Had a Little Lamb, he turned and headed slowly back to his office, leaving his son Dick and everyone else to continue watching the show.  He heard several phones ringing as he walked.  Ringing that didn’t get answered. 

	He stopped next to his astonished personal secretary who was also in the hall watching the show.  “Send her straight in to me… if she ever gets that far,” he said to her.  His secretary, her mouth wide open, barely nodded.  Harry went back to his office.

	There were many doorways along the hallway, and Mel had Sissy stop in each one and greet everyone they met.  By the time they finally got up to the desk of Feinbaum’s personal secretary, Mel had lost count of the many times Sissy had been forced to amuse everyone… and one last time, she made Sissy greet the secretary… who was standing next to her desk looking totally astonished. 

	“Mr. Feinbaum said for you to go straight in,” she said to Mel as soon as Sissy had finished and the baby’s pacifier was back in his mouth.

	Mel smiled.  “Thank you,” she said.  Then she turned to Sissy again.  “Sissy, please wait here and keep everyone amused.  I shouldn’t be too long.”  With that, she headed straight for the closed door ahead of her.

	Chad was only surprised that she wasn’t going to bring him inside with her.  The woman standing by her desk, couldn’t seem to take her eyes off of him.  With her eyes still locked on him, he watched as she made her way around to the back of her desk where she started to sit… before standing again. 

	“Um… can I get you anything while you wait?” she asked.  It was the proper thing she asked any of the people who came to wait to see Harry Feinbaum.

	Curtsey.  Remove the pacifier.  “No thank you,” Sissy lisped again.  Pacifier… curtsey.

	Still totally unnerved, the secretary sat down at her desk, where she continued to stare unbelievingly at Sissy… and ignore the ringing phone next to her.

	Mel entered Harry Feinbaum’s office and closed the door behind her.  As soon as she did, most of the bravado she had felt earlier seemed to fall right out of her.  What had she done?  Ruined her career, that’s what!  Harry Feinbaum was watching her closely from his chair behind his desk.  She tried to summon up some of the courage she had just been drunk with a moment ago, but this time it felt more like playacting.  She approached toward the chairs that faced his desk, more aware than ever of the somewhat provocative way she was dressed in front of this important man.

	“That was… unusual,” Harry said, breaking the silence.

	Mel searched for all the courage she could muster.  “Sorry about that,” she said with more bravado than she really felt.  And suddenly she found herself saying the same thing she had said to Dick Feinbaum earlier… only with a lot more respect!  “I didn’t ask to come here today.  As you can see, I had other plans.”

	“Yes, I have no doubt you did,” Harry replied… sarcastically.  He looked up as his son slipped into the office and took a seat in the sitting area further away.  He was only there to watch. 

	“My other plans… were important to me too,” Mel continued.  “I know the importance of these contracts… and everything else you do here.  And I don’t mean that much disrespect… but what I am doing with Sissy out there, is very important too… to me!”  Suddenly she was feeling a bit more sure of herself again.  If she was going to end her career, she might as well go out with a bang.  “Believe it or not, what I’m doing with him is directly related to me achieving goals I’ve only dreamed of.  And those goals are now firmly in sight and almost within my grasp.  And I’m not going to let them slip away!”  She backed her voice down a bit.  “So if you still want my help with something… and I’m fairly sure you don’t anymore… then I’m going to need until sometime next week before I can give you the time whatever it is deserves.”

	Dick Feinbaum waited for it.  Surprisingly, he found himself waiting a long time as both his father and Mel seemed to enter a staring contest at each other… a contest that neither of them was backing down from.  And then, to his astonishment, his father laughed!

	Harry Feinbaum turned toward his son Dick.  “She’s gonna’ be perfect!”

	Dick was totally surprised.  Perfect?  What was his father talking about?

	Harry turned to Mel again.  “The reason I asked you here today was not because of another contract.  The reason you’re here is because we have a major spot on our staff to fill and every one of us thought you’d be the perfect candidate for it!” 

	Mel was suddenly shaken.  Harry Feinbaum was offering her a job?

	“Not only did you prove your worth by finding those impossible clauses in the Sunshine deal, but I watched you, you weren’t one bit afraid of Slatter when he came over to talk to you.  You stood right up to him and didn’t back down one bit.  And that’s the kind of person we need here… someone with guts!”  He waved momentarily toward the door.  “And that little show out there… well… somehow I have a feeling that you just showed the rest of the lunkheads that work here that you’re not going to be someone they can push around.  And that’s another thing we’re going to need, someone strong enough to handle this job and some of the damn obstacles that get thrown at us every day!”

	He chuckled.  “Although I can just imagine the kind of things they’re going to say about you… some of which you’re probably not going to like, but all of it most likely will only help you in the long run.”

	He leaned forward across his desk with a big smile on his face.  “So what do you say?  Deal?  You fill our vacancy – right now… or next week when you’re read.  Whatever you like.”

	Across the room, Dick Feinbaum’s face bore nothing but disbelief.  He was sure his father would have thrown her out after what she had just done.

	Mel’s face bore the same disbelief.  And now Harry Feinbaum wanted an answer.  She took a deep breath to compose herself before speaking… after the shock she had just gotten, she needed it!  “Mr. Feinbaum…  One of the first things my father taught me when I became an attorney was to never say no to Harry Feinbaum…”

	Harry grunted.  “I think I’ve always heard that a bit differently.  Don’t they usually say, never say no to ‘old man’ Feinbaum?”

	Mel smiled.  “Something like that.”

	“Good then!” Harry declared suddenly.  He looked back over toward his son who was still watching with disbelief.  “She’s gonna be perfect!  Just what we need around here.  Someone who can breathe some new life in this place!”

	“Mr. Feinbaum!” Mel interrupted.  She waited till she had his attention.  “You never say no to ‘old man’ Feinbaum… as you put it.  But I’m saying no.”

	Harry’s expression turned to disbelief.  “You’re saying no?”

	Mel nodded.  “The answer is no.  I’m a very dominant person, as you’ve probably noticed from the way I came in here.  I’m not the kind of person who likes to take orders from anyone.  I don’t particularly like anyone constantly telling me what to do.  I’m the type who likes to give the orders!  I like telling everyone else what to do.  And in the last few months, I’ve come to realize that fact more than ever… believe me! 

	“Don’t get me wrong, I would be very honored to work here, but I could never be truly happy.  I want to be the boss!  And where I am now, I am the boss, and I intend to stay the boss.  So for that reason, I’m saying no.  I’m sorry.”

	Harry stared at her for a long time… almost as long as the bit of a staring match the two had engaged in earlier.  Then he grunted a laugh and smiled as he shook his head.  “And that’s… exactly what your father told me a long time ago.”  His smile broadened.  “And as such, I think this firm can once again resume subcontracting to your firm like we used to with your father.  Can we make a deal on that?”

	Mel smiled.  “Nothing would make me happier.”
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	Chad had a problem.  Mel had been in the office much longer than he thought she would.  The crazy secretary had finally stopped staring at him… at least not quite so constantly… and she had even finally answered the phone.  But his problem was that a few minutes ago, he had felt a bit of pee leaking out from his diaper.  It was only a tiny bit, not enough to rush down his leg yet, but he could still feel it.  If Mel didn’t get out of there soon, he was going to have a big problem on his hands because then it would be rushing down his leg.  Why was it that some of his diapers could be so stubborn when it came to leaking… and now, of all times, this one wasn’t!

	The door finally opened, and Mel walked out… looking happier than she had when she walked in.  “Everything okay out here?” she asked offhandedly. 

	Chad curtseyed, much to the secretary’s amusement again, and removed the pacifier from his mouth.  “Not quite,” he replied softly as Mel was about to walk right past him.  He put the pacifier back in his mouth and curtseyed again.

	Mel stopped in her tracks.  “What’s the problem?” she asked with some concern.

	Curtsey… pacifier.  “I’m leaking,” Chad replied very softly.  Pacifier… curtsey.

	“What?” Mel replied.  He had spoken so softly she hadn’t heard him.

	Chad sighed, then curtseyed and removed his pacifier again.  “I’m leaking,” he said a little louder before plugging his mouth and curtseying again.

	“You’re leaking?” Mel asked.  She smiled.  “Pull your dress up.  Let me see.”

	In full view of the secretary behind the desk, Chad grabbed the front of all his skirts as best as he could.  The tiny purse he had to hold in his hand didn’t help matters, but he was still able to grab all his skirts and pull them up… completely exposing the soggy diaper he was wearing underneath.

	Mel took the time to stare at his soaked diaper for a few moments, knowing that it would be terribly humiliating for Sissy to expose it that way.  “Very good, Sissy,” she said.  “Keep those skirts pulled up just like that till we get back to the car.  I’m sure everyone will want to see how wet your diaper is.”  With that, she purposely strode back down the hall… back toward the elevator.  She didn’t have to look at Harry’s secretary to know she was probably having a fit.  She would now have even more to remember this little visit.

	Chad had no choice but to continue to hold his skirts up high as he now followed Mel back to the elevator again.  He felt horribly embarrassed, but at least they were now heading back out to the car and it would all soon be over.  He was glad to be able to turn his back to everyone as they reached the elevator and Mel pushed the button to call for it again.

	Once again Mel had to wait for the slow elevator.  She looked over at Sissy standing next to her, his face turned embarrassedly down toward the floor, his skirts still held high exposing the front of his overly soggy diaper.  “Turn around,” she told him.  “Show everyone behind us how wet your diaper is.”

	Chad wanted to die!  Slowly, he turned all the way around so that everyone in the desks behind him would be able to see.  But his eyes never left the floor. 

	Knowing how embarrassing it would be for him, she said, “Walk around, Sissy.  Go show everyone up close how wet you are right now.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it!  How could she possibly…  He heard the elevator ding as it arrived and the door opened.  He turned toward it instead.

	“It can wait, Sissy,” Mel said sternly.  “I’m sure all these nice people would like to see how wet that diaper you’re wearing is before we leave.”

	Chad not only felt himself peeing again in humiliation, he now felt that pee starting to run quickly down his leg!  Slowly and embarrassedly, he approached the woman at the first desk.  He didn’t stop, he just slowly walked past her towards the desk behind her.

	“Oh my God!” the woman exclaimed.  “He’s not only soaked, he’s leaking!”

	One by one, every person at the desks got a good view of Sissy’s soggy leaking diaper.  He had never felt so ashamed in his life as he walked slowly around through all the desks.  He was very grateful to finally get back to the elevator where Mel was now holding the door open.  He didn’t pause in the least as he entered the thing and stood facing the back wall. 

	“Turn around Sissy so they can all see you,” Mel ordered, still holding the door wide open.

	Feeling totally ashamed, Chad slowly turned back around to face everyone again. 

	With a big smile on her face, Mel gave a quick wave to everyone watching and let the elevator door close.  Chad just continued to hold his skirts up and stare at the elevator floor.  And all too soon, the door opened again and Mel stepped out.  Part of Chad wanted to stay right where he was… somewhat hidden. But that wouldn’t work very well.  He followed Mel back out into the lobby, where several people paused to stare at the two as they headed for the doors. 

	Chad was ever so glad when they reached Mel’s car again, even though she wouldn’t let him get in.  Right there in the parking lot, she removed his soggy diaper and replaced it with a fresh one.  As she did it, Chad didn’t want to look up to see if anyone was watching from the upper floor windows.  Enough people had seen him as it was.  At least he had a dry diaper on again.

	“An hour and forty-five,” Mel said as she finished taping his new diaper in place.  “You can lower your dress now and wrap up that old diaper.”  She left him standing there next to her car as she went around to the driver’s side and got in. 

	Chad quickly took care of his old diaper and got in the car as well.  He was so glad to get somewhat out of sight.  He wasn’t as glad when Mel held out his baby bottle for him to take and start drinking again. 

	Mel started the car and backed out of the parking place.  “Well,” she said as she put the car in gear to go forward, “that was interesting.”

	Ray was feeling a bit woozy and tired again, but this time it wasn’t because of alcohol.  The tiger had been out for blood last night – his blood!  They had made love for hours… if you could call that making love.  And not once did she let him cum!  Not once!  It was more like she was punishing him for what he had done with Mel.  And the more he thought about it, the more he was sure that’s exactly what had gone on.  But it had certainly been lots of fun.  Mostly.  And today he was certainly feeling the effects from it. 

	And just before they had finally parted last night, she had told him that she expected him to take her out for a very expensive dinner Saturday night and maybe some dancing as well.  She had also made a point to tell him not to call her before then, just pick her up Saturday night.  She had been awfully demanding… but at least she was still speaking to him.  So she was now the first and only date he had set up for the entire week!  And oddly, he had no inclination to ask anyone else out before that.  He put it down to being so worn out from last night.

	But thinking about Gloria made him think about Mel as well… the rich one!  He had certainly blown that one!  Damn it!  And naturally, thinking about Mel, made him remember Chad… or Sissy.  What kind of bet had they entered that would have that kind of consequences?  Geez it had to be really something for Chad to go through what he was.  Major consequences! 

	He figured that since Mel was a lawyer, Chad had to be afraid of some kind of legal backing behind her – as unlikely as that sounded.  And the one and only thing that he could think of that might account for Chad having to put up with being dressed as a woman… and be her damn maid… was money!  Big money!  Major money! 

	Chad had just gotten divorced.  Had Chad been desperate enough to take a risk on something in order to get a big wad of cash?  No matter how he looked at it, it was still the only thing he could think of.  It had to be the reason!  But… he just wasn’t sure!

	Chad was out for the rest of the week so he couldn’t easily ask him.  Robin didn’t seem to know either.  He would have asked Derek again, but yesterday Derek had spent all day working at the job site and he was supposed to be there all day again today.  In fact, Derek was scheduled to be there all week.  So asking Derek was out.  So who could he ask?  Chad was out.  Derek was out.  He wasn’t about to ask Gloria about it, that was for sure!  And of course he certainly wasn’t going to phone Mel to ask her either.  And Chad’s coworker Robin didn’t know either… or she had said she didn’t know much.  But “much” meant that she probably did know some things.  But what?

	He checked the clock, most of the company women would be down in the break room right now, including Robin.  No time like the present!  Getting up from his desk, he headed for the break room.

	Robin chatted animatedly with the other women.  She had been early again for break this morning, just as she had been for every break period all week.  And just like all the others, she would be among the last to go back to her desk.  She noticed Ray walking into the room and immediately remembered the odd conversation she had had with him earlier.  Since she hadn’t heard anything more, she had hoped the subject had been closed and she had tried to put it out of her mind.  But now… now it looked like he was heading straight for her.  She immediately began to worry.

	Ray saw Robin sitting in the middle of the large group of women, all of them chatting like crazy hens!  He was going to single Robin out to talk with her privately again, but he changed his mind.  Chad had been sitting and talking with all the women for the last few months.  Maybe talking to more than just Robin might yield him a few more answers.  Putting his broad “charming” smile on his face, he approached the bunch, immediately catching their attention and ending their various conversations.

	“Good morning ladies,” he said as if he was appreciating the “attributes” of each and every one of them – which he was.  “How are you all this morning?”

	“Hello Ray,” several of them replied.

	“I’m available tonight, if you’re asking,” one of the women added.  “And tomorrow night… and the next… and… whenever you want.”

	Ray smiled directly at her.  “Don’t worry, I’ll remember that.”

	Robin had no doubt that he would. But what did he want?  She was very worried about that.

	Rey turned his gaze around the table to smile at each of them.  “I’m hoping you can all help me with something that has me a bit puzzled,” he told them.

	Robin braced herself.  She had a pretty good idea what he was going to ask about.

	Ray was continuing, “I know now that Chad has been dressing like a woman for the last two months because he lost a bet.”

	“Say what?” one of the women exclaimed.

	Ray looked around him.  It was obvious from the looks on their faces that none of them knew that.  “You didn’t know?” he asked a bit uncertainly.

	“That’s the first I heard it!” one of them replied.

	“Where’d you get that from?” another woman asked.

	Ray was totally befuddled.  “I just… I just… I thought that from what I heard, plus what I’ve seen him doing… that… well…  You mean it’s not because of some bet?”

	“First I’ve heard of it!” one of the women told him rather pointedly.

	In desperation, Ray looked to Robin for confirmation. 

	Robin saw him looking at her, waiting for her to back him up somehow.  But she couldn’t do that… and more importantly, to save her own neck, she’d rather not do that.  She settled for the best she could do under the circumstances.  “Um…  I know Chad made a bet with someone, but as to him dressing like he does because he lost that bet, I never heard about that.

	“But…” Ray started to argue. 

	“I don’t know!” Robin insisted.  “Chad hasn’t told us anything!  He’s really been rather closed mouthed about all of it… since the beginning!”

	“He sure has!” another woman confirmed.  And Ray heard most of them agreeing. 

	“But you work with him!” Ray argued.  “You have to know something.”

	“Like what?” Robin asked.

	“Like how much money was he after in the first place?”

	“Money?”  Robin remembered that it was the one topic he had mentioned the last time he had talked to her about this.  And she still had the same answer.  “What money?”

	“Who told you all this?” someone asked Ray.

	“Derek,” Ray told her.  “He told me all about it.”

	“Then he most not have told you everything if you’re still asking questions.”

	“I was… a bit drunk at the time,” Ray admitted.

	“Then maybe you should ask Derek to fill you in on the rest of it… and then come back and fill us in too!  Because I don’t know anything about it!”  Her sentiments were echoed by many of the women at the table.

	Ray looked around.  Not only had they all been no help, none of them had known anything about the bet at all.  And he was sure Derek had told him it was all because of a bet!  He nodded toward the woman who had spoken last.  “I guess I’ll have to do just that!”  He looked at all the women again.  “Thank you ladies for your…” he would have said help, but they hadn’t helped at all.  “time,” he finally finished.

	Robin watched as he walked away… just as all the other women did.  And then the explosion hit.  And most of that explosion was aimed directly at her.  Question after question, demand after demand – most of which Robin either couldn’t answer… or more often, wouldn’t!  And when the women started to leave to go back to work, Robin was among the very first to leave as well.  Not only did she feel like she had to get out of there, she needed answers now as well. 

	Somehow in the mix of discussions after Ray had left, every one of those women back there was now firmly convinced that Chad… Sissy… was dressing like he did – because he had already lost some big bet!  And worse… they all somehow figured that since she worked with him, she had to know all about it – whether she admitted it or not. 

	What had Derek told Ray?  And more importantly, what the heck was she supposed to tell everyone else?

	Derek’s phone rang as he was helping to pull some wiring through the conduit to rout it where it needed to go.  He was actually supervising, but in a job like this, even a supervisor had to do a lot of the dirty work.  Since he was currently busy, he let the phone keep ringing until it finally went to voicemail.  Only when he had a spare second a few minutes later did he check to see who had called.  Ray!  What the heck did he want now?  He was too busy just then to talk with Ray.  Way too busy!  The fact that he flat out didn’t want to talk to Ray didn’t really matter.

	But two minutes later, his phone rang again.  He was irritated because he really didn’t need to talk with Ray… he was still somewhat angry with Ray.  But when he picked his phone up and saw Robin’s name on the caller id instead, he just knew that there was trouble of some kind.  This time he answered it.  “Hello?”

	“Derek!” Robin exclaimed.  “What the heck did you tell Ray about Sissy?”

	Derek didn’t miss the panic in Robin’s voice.  “A good question,” Derek replied.  “I’m pretty sure I told him absolutely everything, including a few things I’m sure I probably shouldn’t have.  Why?  Is he causing you trouble?”

	“Not the way you think,” Robin told him.  “Somehow he’s convinced that Sissy is dressing like he is because he ‘already’ lost the bet with Mel.  And he has everyone else convinced now of that too.  And they all want me to fill them in on what’s going on!  But I don’t know what you told them… and… there are some things I absolutely don’t dare tell them!”

	“Wait a minute!” Derek said.  “I didn’t tell Ray that Chad had already lost the bet.”

	“Did you tell him about the… incontinence thing?  The main thing their bet is all about?”

	“I’m sure I did,” Derek admitted.  “Why?  What’s he saying about that?”

	“He hasn’t even mentioned it.  It’s more like he doesn’t know about that at all!”

	“Strange,” Derek mused, “I’m sure I told him.  But he was pretty drunk when I said it, so maybe it didn’t register with him.”

	“So what do I tell everyone?” Robin asked.  “Ray’s got everything all confused, and everybody is mad at me now because they think I have all the answers… but I don’t know what to tell anyone!”

	“I don’t know,” Derek replied.  “Maybe you should try to contact Mel and ask her.  That’s my advice.  And in the meantime, don’t say anything to anyone.  Let Mel decide how we should handle this.”

	Chad got out of the car in the mall parking lot.  He slung his heavy diaper bag over his shoulder and put the baby bottle he was currently drinking back in his mouth as Mel had told him to, and followed her toward the main entrance to the mall.  But once they got to the mall entrance, Mel walked off toward the side a bit instead of going in.  “Set your diaper bag down there Sissy,” she told him.  She waited until he had done that.  “Now I’m going to be busy for a few minutes, so I want you to give a nice sissy greeting to everyone who walks past.  I’m sure everyone will be so happy to have you make their day for them.  And when you’re not curtseying for anyone, you can keep that bottle in your mouth.  I’m going to give you every chance I can today for you to earn a little reward time… but you’re still going to have to earn it!”  With that, she walked further away up the sidewalk as she pulled her phone out of her purse. 

	Chad stared after her.  He dreaded these trips to the mall.  Okay, yes, he loved them too – for a different reason.  And today Mel was going out of her way to humiliate him as much as possible.  Was that because the last few days had been so easy?  Or because their bet was almost over?  Not that it mattered, he was still terrified inside.  She had made him do this once before… stand here near an entrance while wearing one of his sissy dresses to “greet” everyone.  The funny thing was though, as completely humiliating as it was, it was still kind of fun.  Acting like a total sissy right in front of everyone… showing everyone how much of a crazy sissy he was.  In fact, it was the best way he could get through it.  The secret was in trying as hard as possible to actually enjoy it… despite how dumb and stupid and idiotic and silly and humiliated he felt.

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 5 of 8)

	Mel really just wanted to talk to Gloria right away.  She couldn’t wait to tell her what had just happened at Feinbaum’s offices a little while ago.  But the moment she was about to dial Gloria’s number, her phone rang instead. And the moment she saw Robin’s name on the caller id, she had a feeling that it could only be trouble.  “Hello?” she said into her phone.

	“Mel!” Robin exclaimed.  “I’m so glad I got you!”

	“What’s wrong?”

	“Ray was in the break room a little while ago and he was asking everyone if they knew anything about your bet with Sissy.  But he has everything all mixed up!  He somehow thinks that Sissy is dressing like he is because he already lost the bet with you!  And he also keeps mentioning something about money… and I don’t know anything about that!  And that’s not the first time he’s asked me about it all.  He came down to my desk yesterday too.  But this time he asked about it in front of everyone!  And now they’re all convinced that Ray’s story is what’s really going on and they all seem to think that I should know everything… and I thought I did, but I don’t!  So now I don’t know what to do or tell anyone!”

	Robin’s words were flying so fast that Mel almost missed some of it.  “Calm down,” Mel told her.  “I talked with Derek last night and he told me that he had told Ray everything.  But he wasn’t sure how much of it that Ray would remember since Ray was so drunk at the time.”

	“Yeah,” Robin replied, “I talked with Derek a few minutes ago too and he said the same thing.  Then he suggested I call you.”

	“Yeah, good thing,” Mel replied, trying to calm the woman down. 

	“Mel?”

	“Yeah?”

	“What was Ray talking about when he keeps asking about money?  I know there was nothing in that contract that you have about money.  Nothing at all.  Okay, you agreed to buy him some furniture, but I didn’t get the impression that Ray was talking about that.”

	That was the part of all this that irked Mel the most.  Ray was somehow fixated on her money… because he wanted it!  “There isn’t anything in the contract about money… and there is no money involved at all.  Ray somehow found out that I got a bit of an inheritance when my family died and now he’s after it.  That’s what it’s all about.”

	“Gold-digging?”

	“That’s it in a nutshell.  And quite frankly, he’s got me pretty mad!  I threw him out of my apartment over it last Sunday.”

	“You did?”

	“You better believe it!”

	Robin was starting to calm down a bit.  “So what about the fact that he thinks Sissy already lost the bet?”

	Mel thought about that for a moment.  “Let him think that… and let everyone else think it too.  Did he mention the incontinence part?”

	“He never mentioned it.  Like I told Derek, it’s like he never heard about it.”

	“All the better then.  For now, let’s go with Ray’s version of things.  It might be better in the long run… maybe easier on Sissy too.”

	Robin thought about that.  “Yeah.  Maybe it would.  But that’s still a big maybe.  What about the money thing?”

	Mel thought hard about that one.  “Let everyone think what they want about it.  You and I know the truth, Derek too.  Let them all think what they like.  We can always straighten everything out later… after this is all over.”

	“So what exactly am I supposed to tell everyone?  They all keep hounding me to tell them what’s going on!”

	“Don’t tell them anything!  Nothing!”

	“Not at all?  That’s going to be hard!”

	“Then tell them that Sissy will explain it all in person when he gets back.  We’ll leave it at that.  Can you do that?”

	“Maybe.  I can try.  You don’t know how hard some of these women can pry!”

	“Oh, believe me, I know very well!”

	Robin wasn’t at all sure about that.  Mel didn’t have to face all the women that she worked with.  “Okay, I’ll try,” Robin repeated.”

	“Good,” Mel replied.  “Oh, and if you can reach him, maybe you should let Derek know what’s going on too.  Just in case Ray tries to ask him all over again.”

	“Yeah, I’ll do that,” Robin agreed. 

	“Good,” Mel replied, now anxious to end the call.  She had other things on her mind instead.  “Now I’ve got to go.  I have more calls to make.”

	“Okay Mel,” Robin said.  “See you Saturday?”

	“Saturday!” Mel agreed.

	Mel hung up her phone.  Ray was still causing trouble, but if things worked out, then that trouble might not be so bad.  But now she still wanted to talk to Gloria… just as she had planned before had Robin called her – only now, she had more to discuss.  And once again, just as she was about to dial, her phone rang.  Except this time, she saw that it was Gloria calling her!  “Gloria?  I was just about to call you!”

	“Hi girlfriend,” Gloria laughed.  “This time I got you first!  I hope you can ditch Sissy long enough to meet me for lunch today, because I’ve got some juicy stuff to tell you about what I did to Ray yesterday.  You’re going to love it!”

	“What you did to Ray?” Mel asked.  “He’s one of the things I wanted to talk to you about too!  He’s causing trouble again!”

	“He is?” Gloria asked, her concern growing.  “What’s he done now?” 

	“I’d rather tell you in person,” Mel replied.  “And… I’ve got more news!  Big news!  Something that happened with Feinbaum this morning!”

	“So lunch is on?  You can ditch Sissy for a while?” Gloria asked.

	“Um… No!  I’m afraid Sissy is going to have to be there.”

	“That doesn’t sound like a very appetizing way to enjoy lunch!  I’d rather not try to be out in public with him at all… especially if you’ve got him in one of those silly dresses again.  I’d die of embarrassment!”

	Mel looked back toward Sissy.  He was curtseying and greeting a group of people entering the mall.  She giggled.  “Sorry Gloria, I can’t leave him.  And today I’ve got him in his really cute little blue outfit again.  And everyone seems to love it!  I’m sure he’ll be no problem.”

	“Wait a minute!  Where are you girl?”

	“The mall.  Outside actually, for now.”

	“The mall?  And you’ve got him dressed like that?”

	“Of course.  It’s perfect… for him!”

	Gloria was rolling her eyes.  “We really need to talk!  But like I said, I’m not sure I could manage lunch with him around dressed like that.”

	Mel thought for a minute and decided to push it.  “Why don’t we meet in the food court here for lunch?  And you’re right, we definitely need to talk!  You’ll just have to put up with him for a little while.  Trust me… you’ll love it!”

	Gloria wasn’t at all certain about that.  But she did really want to talk to Mel in person… the sooner the better!  Hesitantly she replied, “I don’t know.  Maybe,” she finally agreed.  “Maybe!”

	“Good!” Mel proclaimed as if Gloria had definitely said yes.  “I’ll see you here in a few hours.  Now it’s time for a little more fun with Sissy.”

	Gloria set her phone down.  So far she had managed to avoid having dinner with Mel while Sissy was there.  She had also managed to avoid lunch as well with him.  But this time it looked like her luck had run out.  She really wasn’t happy about having lunch with Sissy anywhere near her, but it looked like Mel wasn’t going to give her a choice this time.  How did she manage to get roped into these things?

	Mel put her phone away and walked back up the sidewalk toward Sissy – who was now greeting two women who were just approaching the mall.  She saw them stop to stare at him.  She couldn’t see the looks on their faces since their backs were to her, but she could just imagine how amused they were by the way they were pointing at various parts of Sissy’s dress to “appreciate” it.  She walked up next to them.  “Sissy, show them what you’re wearing underneath that dress.”  She ignored the quizzical looks the women were giving her.

	Chad wasn’t exactly happy about Mel’s latest request, but at the same time, it did stir his sexual interest because of the humiliation involved.  He once again grabbed the front of his skirts and raised them up high, totally exposing the diaper he was wearing underneath.  To his embarrassment – and delight, the two women broke out laughing.

	“Wait a minute!” one of them said.  “He’s wet!  His diaper is wet!”  The two women laughed harder than ever. 

	“You can lower your dress now Sissy,” Mel told him.  “Grab your bag and put your bottle back in your mouth.  It’s time to go inside.”

	Laughing, the two women headed on toward the entrance to the mall while Sissy lowered his skirts and picked up the heavy diaper bag.  He had known they would be going inside eventually.  There was never any doubt.  Especially not after the way Mel had behaved at that legal firm earlier.  And as usual, he both dreaded it and looked forward to the humiliation it would mean.  One thing was for sure, the last few days may have been easy as far as the humiliation he had to endure, but so far, Mel was doing everything she could today to make up for it!  He hoisted his heavy diaper bag up onto his shoulder, stuck his bottle back in his mouth… and that’s when Mel’s phone rang again.

	“Oh hell!” Mel exclaimed.  “I might as well be back at the office!”  She quickly fished the phone out of her bag.  “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel,” Derek’s voice came back. 

	“Derek?  Did Robin call you?”

	“Yeah, she did,” Derek confirmed.  “But I just wanted to touch base with you before I returned some of these phone calls I’ve been getting from Ray.”

	“Don’t tell him anything!” Mel replied quickly.  “Right now he thinks Sissy is doing what he is because he already lost some bet.  Let him keep thinking that.  And whatever you do, don’t mention anything about the incontinence angle.”

	“Yeah, I sort of got that from Robin,” Derek replied.  “But Mel, I told Ray everything there was to tell before.  All of it!  He’s got to remember some of those other details.”

	Mel thought about that.  “I don’t think he does.  And from what Robin is telling me, the one and only thing that’s driving this is his interest in my money. If we don’t mention anything else, he probably won’t have any reason to remember it.”

	“But you don’t have any money… not like he thinks.  Do you?”

	This was making Mel angry.  Her money was her private business.  Nobody else needed to know about it!  “Derek,” she replied, “let’s not go there.  Please!”

	Derek listened, but what he heard instead was confirmation that perhaps Ray had been right about Mel’s money.  “So what do I do?” he asked.

	“Don’t talk to him!  If you can manage it, don’t talk to him about the bet at all!”

	“I can try,” Derek replied.  “But I’m not sure I can.”

	“Just don’t do it!” Mel returned with more than a hint of anger in her voice. “You can outright refuse to talk about it if it comes to it!”  Geez!  Why were these men so hard headed? 

	“So how about later?” Derek asked, trying to change the subject.  “I have to be here at the construction site all day, but afterwards I’m thinking about a nice big steak.  And I know Sissy has to be there too, so don’t worry about it.  I’ll pick you up say… about seven.”

	Once again Mel noticed that he wasn’t asking anything at all about what she might like.  And after the way other things had gone today it simply made her mad.  “Forget it Derek!  I’m tired of nobody thinking about what I might like or be interested in.  And right now my only interest is in Sissy.  So do me a favor and just stay away for a while.  I’m going to be busy!”  With that, she abruptly ended the phone call.  “Should have done that sooner!” she muttered as she put her phone away and strode toward the mall doors.

	A wide eyed Chad followed.  This was the first that he had heard about Ray thinking that he had already lost the bet.  Where did Ray get that idea?  And Mel wanted him to keep thinking that?  He supposed it was actually a lot better than the truth.  Knowing that Mel was now out to overly humiliate him today, he followed her into the mall.

	Derek stared in disbelief at his phone.  What was up with Mel today?  That certainly wasn’t like her.  And what did she mean about nobody being interested in what she’s interested in?  He was interested in spending time with her… maybe a little sex too.  Wasn’t she just as interested in spending time with him?  Well, if she was in that kind of a mood, then maybe it wouldn’t hurt to stay away today… maybe tomorrow too for that matter.  He’d see what kind of mood she was in on Friday.  Women got over these little spats after a day or too.  By then he was sure she’d come back to her senses.  Maybe then they could go out for a good steak dinner!

	Since this bet had started, every trip to the mall had been a nightmare for Sissy.  Every trip out of the house for that matter.  But every time they came to the mall she found some new way to make matters that much worse for him.  The last time they were here, she had marched him around and bought that schoolgirl outfit for him, then made him wear the darn itchy thing all over the place!  But this time she was making him wear one of his stupid silly dresses instead.  It wasn’t the first time he had worn one to the mall, just the first time he would be wearing it all over the mall.  Or at least so he expected.  Things had a way of changing rapidly whenever Mel was concerned. 

	They hadn’t gone very far inside the entrance when Mel turned and headed directly for one of the stores.  In fact, it was the very first store they came to.  Chad had no idea why Mel would be interested in entering a pipe and tobacco store, but with his baby bottle in his mouth, he followed her inside.  Mel took her sweet time strolling around the store… looking at this, touching that, while Chad stayed slightly in the background.  There weren’t any people there except the one proprietor… who never once took his eyes off of him.  Chad figured Mel could have easily gotten away with stealing something if she wanted to since the guy was so fixated on watching him.  In a way, it was as if he was the perfect distraction. Surprisingly, Mel didn’t buy anything at all in the store or do anything else.  Eventually she wandered back out – where she headed directly into the very next store she came to.  And naturally, Chad followed. 

	All around the bottom level of the mall.  Every single store.  Every single department.  Occasionally Mel bought something that suited her fancy… clothes or a little knickknack.  And every time she bought something, she handed the bags containing her purchases to Sissy for him to carry.  But not once did she even mention buying anything for him.  Yet!  And all through it, since Mel was going so slowly, everyone else in the mall had more than ample opportunity to ogle at the way Chad was dressed… not to mention the ever present baby bottle in his mouth.  Often, whenever Mel noticed a group of people staring at him, she had Chad curtsey and say hello to everyone, which always brought smiles and a bit of laughter to everyone who saw it.

	Every time Chad finished one of his baby bottles, Mel made him get a fresh one out of his diaper bag and keep drinking it – in front of everyone.  He could feel his diaper getting wetter and wetter.  What would happen when it started leaking?  He was quickly coming to the conclusion that it wouldn’t be much longer!  Would she change him right here in the mall?  He could just picture that – being all stretched out on the floor somewhere, right where everyone could see him, and Mel removing his soaked diaper as if he was a real baby and replacing it with a dry one.  She wouldn’t do that?  Would she?  The scary truth was, that today, she just might!

	Chad was also more than aware of every security guard in the mall.  Sometimes they were in the stores, sometimes out in the common areas of the mall, but he noticed them often.  Why weren’t they saying anything?  They just watched critically for a while before moving on somewhere else.  He supposed that since he wasn’t doing anything really wrong – other than the way he was dressed, they had no choice but to leave him alone.  But what would they do when Mel started changing his diaper?  Maybe Mel would take him home first!  Somehow, he doubted that.

	Store after store, not skipping even one, they slowly worked their way around the bottom level of the mall. They were taking long enough that Chad was actually beginning to feel a bit more comfortable about the situation… if you could call still feeling horribly humiliated and having everyone constantly staring at him, comfortable.  Maybe he was just getting used to it. 

	They were in one of the major department stores when it happened.  He had drunk so much already that there wasn’t much of a warning at all.  It wasn’t just a tiny little spot this time, when his diaper started leaking, it broke down totally and quickly sent a small river of pee rushing down his leg straight at his pretty little anklet socks.  “Mistress!” he called quickly.  “I’m leaking!  Bad!”

	Mel turned quickly.  She had been expecting it soon.  She looked at his leg as he held it out and was surprised to see it running down like it was.  “Find something to wipe that with before it ruins your socks!” she said quickly.  “You couldn’t let me know sooner when you were leaking?”  Only then did she bother to check the time on her watch.

	“But it just started!” Chad replied as he set his diaper bag and all of her bags down on the floor.  He quickly opened the diaper bag and grabbed a fresh diaper to wipe his leg with.

	Mel looked all around her.  The people in the area who had either heard Sissy or had just been watching him were all looking at them now… closer than ever!  That part didn’t really bother her at all, but she still needed to be careful about where and how she chose to change him.  As far as she could see, there was no place she could easily take him into to take care of it.  Not even a changing room anywhere around.  But the clothing racks were placed fairly close together to get as many of them into the area as possible.  She smiled a bit.  It would be good enough.  “Come along Sissy.  This way,” she said, totally ignoring everyone who was watching.  She led Sissy further back between the clothes.  Finding a spot where she felt at least somewhat secluded, she had Sissy hold up his fluffy skirts as best he could to keep them out of the way. She could still see everyone watching carefully over top of the racks in-between, but none of them seemed to be moving any closer.  She didn’t really care if any of them did.  If they wanted to see what she was doing up close, then that was up to them.  So far, none of them were moving.  She unfastened his soggy leaking diaper and let it fall to the ground.

	Chad could actually feel his face growing red – despite the fact that the clothing racks hid most of him… somewhat.  He turned his head and he could easily see half a dozen people watching him.  Did they know what was happening?  Of course they did.  How could they not?  He had made sure of that himself when he had announced that he was leaking.  Shame faced, he looked down into the mass of skirts he was holding out of the way while he felt Mel placing the diaper he had just used to wipe his leg with up against his front side… then pull it through his legs tightly up against his backside as well.  Then he felt her tightly pulling on the tapes and pressing them into place, securing the diaper firmly onto him.  It felt good to have a fresh diaper on again, even though he liked them wet even more.  Wet was more humiliating!  And before Mel’s hand even left the last tape, he felt himself wetting the fresh diaper a tiny bit again. 

	Mel almost missed it as she pressed the last of the tapes into place, but her eyes noticed the very slight color change at the bottom of the diaper.  She immediately reached out to cup his crotch.  He had wet so little that she couldn’t really feel anything different, but she knew what had just happened – it happened often enough that it was only what she expected… and wanted.  She looked up straight into his eyes with a rather wicked smile on her face.  “Good baby!” she said softly.  Chad’s face turned a bit redder.

	Before Chad was allowed to pick up all the bags, Mel led him a short way back towards the people who had watched it all.  “Lift your skirt and show them your new diaper,” she ordered. 

	With the clothing racks somewhat in the way, Chad pulled the front of his skirt up again and walked around just a little so more of the people could see. 

	“Is that thing wet already?” one woman asked.  “Didn’t you just put it on him?”

	“What can I say?” Mel replied.  “As you can see, he deserves to wear them all the time.”

	The woman chuckled a bit before moving on and Chad was allowed to get a fresh baby bottle – as well as all of the bags he now had to carry.  And once again, Mel started moving slowly through the store.

	A little while later, Mel checked her watch again.  Almost lunchtime.  Gloria would be along in a little while.  She surprised Sissy a little when she suddenly changed direction and started moving faster.  With his arms loaded and his baby bottle still in his mouth, Chad had to hurry a bit to keep up with her. 

	The mall hadn’t been all that crowded when they had arrived, but now a lot more people seemed to be around.  And the food court was already fairly crowded.  Mel had wanted a table out in the middle somewhere where more people would notice Sissy, but those tables were all taken and she had to settle for one further out.  Chad was just grateful he could put all the bags down again.  Having to keep his bottle in his mouth made carrying everything fairly difficult – especially with the heavy diaper bag slung over his shoulder as well.  But now the main thing on his mind wasn’t so much the way he was dressed and the way everyone was staring at him… now he was starting to think, and worry, about all that baby food that Mel had put in his diaper bag earlier.

	Mel glanced at her watch again, Gloria would probably be along in a few minutes.  She had no doubt that since they were meeting here at the mall that Gloria would be a lot more rushed for time.  With that in mind, she immediately started glancing around at the food choices available.  Quickly making up her mind, she dug her wallet out of her purse and handed Sissy some money.  “Put this in your little purse, Sissy,” she told him.  When the money had been properly stowed away she told him what to get and sent him to stand in line to buy the lunches.  Since time was going to be a factor, she had him just buy two of everything.  With Sissy gone, she sat down to enjoy watching Sissy’s embarrassment while she waited.  She was glad to get off her feet.  The darn shoes she had chosen to wear today were starting to kill her!

	As Chad headed for the crowded lines of people to order the food, he thought about what Mel had ordered him to get.  Two of everything!  Why?  She couldn’t eat that much.  Was she going to relent and allow him to eat normally again while they were here?  If you could call eating lunch amid a large crowd of people while wearing the silliest dress in the world, normal.  It certainly sounded promising though.  Maybe it was because he was doing so well at getting his diaper to leak today.  That had to be it!  Reward!  He smiled at the thought as he joined the back of the short line of people waiting to order their lunch.

	Chad hated this… standing in line with lots of other people while he was dressed so… embarrassingly.  There was no way that anyone wouldn’t notice him.  He stuck out like a sore thumb.  So many people smiled at him… so many people stared at him… it felt like nobody could take their eyes off of him.  And he really couldn’t blame them.  He would do the same if he were in their position.  But having all those people watching him was deeply unnerving. 

	“Love your pretty dress,” a woman said to him as she reached out to feel the material of his puffy sleeve. 

	He curtseyed, “Thank you,” he said in his stupid, silly, sissy voice before curtseying again.  His actions and voice only brought more interest from everyone around. 

	“Where did you get it?” the same woman asked.

	Ugh!  Curtsey.  “It was a gift,” he replied, meaning that Mel had given it to him.  The woman didn’t need to know anything more than that.  Curtsey.  At least he didn’t have his baby bottle to worry about putting in and out of his mouth right now.  His pacifier either for that matter.

	“Well, it’s very pretty,” the woman said again.

	Chad could tell that by now she was doing everything possible to keep from outright laughing at him.  Curtsey.  Sissy thank you.  Curtsey.  Gratefully, the line moved quickly and he was able to order before long.  Of course, more people watched closely as he had to fight with his tiny purse to get the money out that Mel had given him… and then drop the change back into it afterwards.

	As he waited to get the food he had ordered, he heard someone else calling out a number over and over again, and nobody was coming up to claim their food.  The number was called for perhaps the fifth time before one of the men in the crowd finally woke up and realized the lunch he had ordered was ready.  He had been so intent on watching Sissy that he had completely forgotten that his lunch was due up.  Chad didn’t have that problem.  The minute they called his number he got his food and hurried back to the table with it. 

	As Mel separated the food out between herself and the chair next to her, Chad dug her change out of his tiny purse, which was no small effort.  As soon as Mel was finished, he handed her the change and started to sit in front of the other food. 

	“What are you doing?” Mel asked.

	Chad curtseyed and pointed toward the food in front of him.  “Isn’t that for me?  You had me get two of everything.”

	“Absolutely not!” Mel replied rather emphatically.  “You should know better!  I’m waiting for Gloria to join us.”  She glanced around looking to see if Gloria was there yet, but she didn’t see her.  “Since she’s not here yet, you can sit over here,” she said, indicating the chair on the other side of her.  “We may as well get started on giving you your lunch while we’ve got the time.”

	Chad felt like someone had just ripped the rug out from under him.  He was more aware than ever of the wetness in the crotch of his diaper as he sadly made his way to the other chair and sat down.  A minute later, his embarrassment increased as Mel tied a bib around his neck.  But it wasn’t until Mel started spoon feeding him the baby food straight out of the jars that he felt the worst.  He couldn’t even look around to see if anybody was watching.  He didn’t have the nerve to look around.  Not that he needed to, he had no doubt that everybody in the place was watching him getting fed like a baby.  Totally, horribly, miserably, wonderfully, deliciously, humiliating!

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 6 of 8)

	“Oh… God!” Gloria said as she walked up beside Mel and watched as Mel shoved a tiny spoonful of baby food into Sissy’s mouth.  “Do you have to do that here?”  Lunch is going to be bad enough with him around, but now I feel like we’re practically on stage with the whole world watching!

	Chad pretty much agreed with her.

	Mel smiled.  “We were just finishing up,” she said brightly.  She dug the last of the baby food out of the jar she was holding and shoved the orange mush into Sissy’s mouth.  “There,” she said as she put the jar with the spoon stuck in it down.  “All done.”

	Gloria shook her head and sat down.  “I shouldn’t have come!” she muttered.

	“Oh come on,” Mel teased.  “This is fun!”

	Gloria looked at her like she was from Mars.  “Fun for who?  Yeah, I know you love it!  I really know that, but… it’s embarrassing for me to be out somewhere around him.  Can’t you do something with him so at least he won’t be so close while we’re eating?  Maybe then I can at least get my lunch to stay down.”

	“You complain too much,” Mel replied as she got up from her seat and untied Sissy’s bib.  “Sissy, go entertain all the other tables.  Give Gloria and I a chance to talk for a little while.”

	Chad wasn’t happy about that order at all.  But besides having little choice in the matter, he figured that most of the people there had seen him already anyway.  What more could it hurt to let them see him a little closer… or a lot closer.  At least he hoped it wouldn’t hurt.  He got up and curtseyed before turning and walking a few steps toward the next table where there were two women watching him intently.  He saw the looks of total surprise in their eyes as he approached.  Was he making them feel a little uncomfortable by his presence so close to them?  He kind of hoped so.  Why not let them feel a bit of the embarrassment that he felt… loved.  He curtseyed to the women and said in his sissy voice.  “Hewwo.  Do you wike my dweth?” Curtsey.

	“I think he asked if we like his dress,” one of them said to the other. 

	“I know what he said!” the second woman replied.  “He wasn’t that hard to understand!  Just… surprising, that’s all.”  She turned back toward Sissy.  “Do you do this often… go out in public like that?”

	“… slapped him as hard as I could, right on the face!  Then I told him exactly what I thought of him and walked out!”

	Mel stared at her friend in shock.  “You did?”

	“Well, after what you told me, I thought he deserved it.  But that’s not the best part!”

	Mel did a double take.  “There’s more?”

	“Oh yeah!  I phoned him a little while later and told him that he better be at my office later that night, just before I closed up.”

	That part confused Mel.  “What for?”

	Gloria smiled wickedly.  “Let’s just say I took a tiny lesson from you.  When he showed up, I made love to him for hours!  But… in all that time, I never let him cum even once!  He went home a very, very frustrated man.”

	Mel blinked a few times at her friend as she tried to fully understand what Gloria had just told her.  “Why did you do that?” she finally asked.

	Gloria smiled.  “Damn it!  He’s the best looking man I’ve probably ever been out with.  And you know very well I don’t hardly meet any men I can actually date.  And this one is, shall we say… not that bad in bed.”

	Mel nodded.  “I think we can safely agree on that part.”

	“Well, guys like that don’t come around my block very often, so as much of a jerk as he may be, you don’t give up on them that easily!”

	Mel thought she understood now.  Gloria simply wasn’t ready to let go of him.  “So you think you can do something with him?”

	“I’m certainly willing to try.”

	Mel leaned a bit closer to her friend.  “Well try this as well.  I had several calls about him this morning.  He’s been asking around everywhere about out bet!  But… he thinks that Chad is doing all this because he already lost the bet.  And… he seems to be particularly interested in my money… still!”

	Now it was Gloria’s turn to be surprised.  “The crumb!  He’s got a one track mind, that’s for sure!”

	“I told the others to let Ray keep thinking that Chad already lost the bet.  And nobody but you knows that I’ve got money… and you know I want to keep it that way.”

	“Yeah.  Sorry I flubbed that one,” Gloria admitted sheepishly.  “See!  That’s what a good looking guy and too much wine can do to me!”

	Mel smiled.  “It’s okay.  Just try to keep it quiet from now on.  Okay?”

	Gloria nodded. “You got it girl!  Mum’s the word!”

	“Thanks.”

	Gloria sighed.  “I guess now I’ve got to figure out how to punish him for still asking about your bet… and your money.”

	Mel was puzzled.  “Why bother?  Why not just leave him alone for a while?”

	“Are you kidding?  Do you know how much fun I had with him?  Now I get to do it all over again!”

	Mel shook her head, then chuckled.  “Poor guy.”  Obviously, despite the fact that Ray was a two-timing, money hungry bum, Gloria was more than a bit smitten with him.  She briefly looked around to see where Sissy was.  She could just see him curtseying for another table halfway across the food court.  She turned back to Gloria.  “So let me fill you in on what happened this morning…”

	Chad felt like a clown.  In fact, maybe he was a clown – makeup, funny costume.  Yeah, totally a clown.  And what did clowns do?  They went around and made people laugh.  And that’s just what he was doing.  The clown idea really changed his attitude about what he was doing.  As much as he was both hating and enjoying his situation before, do to the total humiliation he was feeling, he relaxed just a bit and really started enjoying himself.  As a clown, he allowed himself to be… outrageous!  He allowed himself to have fun.  And the more he seemed to have fun… not to mention smile and look like he was really enjoying himself, the more the people around him seemed to enjoy it as well.  Several tables now had actually applauded for him – to which he had politely curtseyed another thank you.  Fun!  In so many ways.  Even though it was still totally humiliating.  Maybe when the bet was over he should come out here and do it again.  Maybe not!

	He worked his way further around the room and stopped at another table, this one with a mixture of men and women.  As he did so, he looked back across the food court toward where Mel and Gloria were, only now he could only see Mel there.  He figured that Gloria probably had to get back to work.  But Mel wasn’t motioning for him to return, she seemed to be sitting back enjoying her drink and watching him make a fool of himself in front of everyone. 

	He curtseyed for everyone and was saying his usual sissy hello, when he suddenly felt the first faint sign that his diaper was leaking again.  Time to move on and get quickly back to Mel!  He curtseyed one more time for the table and hurried back in Mel’s direction.  He had to stop several times to “perform” for the people who seemed to be particularly interested in him, but he gradually made his way back.

	“Had fun?” Mel asked as he walked up.

	Curtsey.  “Actually, yes.  Lots,” Chad replied. “I’m leaking again.”

	“Already?” Mel exclaimed.  She was a bit surprised but she quickly glanced at her watch to check the time.  This might have been the fastest he had managed to get one of those diapers leaking yet.  Of course all the exercise he had gotten curtseying all over the food court might have helped matters.  She looked around.  Now she needed to figure out how to change him – without them getting arrested for indecent exposure!  And the only option she could think of was the ladies room.  “Grab our stuff, Sissy,” she said.  “Let’s go get you changed.

	Without a moment’s hesitation, Mel pushed her way inside the fairly crowed inner-sanctum of the ladies room and actually held the door for a moment so Sissy could enter with all their bags as well.  She pushed her way past a number of women – all of whom were more surprised to see Sissy in there than they were by Mel’s slightly rude behavior. 

	All the way back to the last stall in the room… the largest stall since it was for handicapped people.  The stall, like all the others, was occupied, so she and Sissy stood outside and waited for it to become available… along with several other women who were there ahead of them.  Chad now had an altogether new reason to be very embarrassed as not one woman there ever stopped staring at him.  He didn’t have the nerve to look any of them in the eye to see if any of them were angry because he was in there with them – where he didn’t belong.  Mostly he just stared at the floor and wished he was somewhere else.

	When the occupant of the stall finally came out, Mel turned to the other women who were waiting for it.  “Do you mind?  I think it’s better if I get him through with this and out of here as soon as possible.”

	Not one of the women actually said anything, but they all had agreeing looks on their faces.  Mel didn’t really care, she pushed straight into the stall anyway, dragging Sissy in with her.  The door was closed and all the bags Chad was carrying went down to the floor again – as did his soggy diaper a few moments later.

	Mel handed Sissy a fresh diaper and told him to use it to cover himself for a few minutes until she had a chance to put it on him – which confused Chad.  Why wait?  He found out to his dismay a moment later as Mel had him bend over while she stuck another suppository up his butt.  Not fun!  Why couldn’t she simply forget about them now?

	Mel pulled her finger out of him.  Once again she was sure he didn’t know she had faked putting the suppository in him.  It was the one thing about his incontinence that she was fairly sure was working, so she wasn’t about to stop with it now. 

	A short while later, Chad was once again lugging everything around from store to store while he kept his baby bottles in his mouth… only now the one he was currently drinking miraculously contained Coke instead of Mel’s lousy tea!  Would wonders never cease!

	“You bastard!”

	Ray nearly dropped his phone.  “Gloria?”  He quickly wondered what he had done wrong now. 

	“You bastard!” Gloria repeated for emphasis.  “You couldn’t leave well enough alone could you!”

	“What are you talking about?”

	“Their bet, you idiot!  And Mel’s money!  You have to keep asking questions about it!”

	“I…  I didn’t know I wasn’t supposed to,” Ray stuttered.

	“Just for that, I expect you at my house tonight at nine thirty sharp!  You don’t get to wait until Saturday now!  And bring some wine.  We’ll… discuss things then!”  Suppressing a laugh, Gloria quickly ended her call.  That should keep him guessing!  And tonight… well… tonight she would start being a little more clear about what she wanted… including Mel’s little bet with Chad, not to mention her money.

	Store after store.  Drink the bottles – replace the bottles with fresh ones.  Always out in front of as many people as possible.  Curtsey and say a nice sissy hello to some of them.  Try to feel like a clown performing again – and fail every time.  He figured that something about Mel’s presence was probably screwing that up.  And always, always, feel like a total fool. 

	They were in the middle of the mall on the top level.  Mel walked out of one of the smaller shops with Sissy somewhere behind her… she really didn’t keep that close a check on him.  She knew he stayed as close to her as he could – all the time.  Once in a while though, people did stop him which delayed him, but overall, he wasn’t going to be far from her side. 

	As she came out of the shop, her eye caught sight of someone she recognized.  He was walking steadily past the stores across the way.  She would have called out to him, but he just kept walking, as if intent on being somewhere.  Oh well, another time perhaps.  She continued on to the next store. 

	A while later they reached the end of the mall concourse.  There was another major department store there that they had wandered around the lower level of earlier.  But it wasn’t the store that caught her attention, it was the same slightly elderly man she had seen walking through the mall before.  The same elderly gentleman she had seen and talked with several times on past mall visits.  He was now seated on the bench in the concourse out in front of the store.  He was just sitting there watching the people go by – much like she usually saw him on previous visits with Sissy.  And no surprise, he was looking with great delight at Sissy. 

	She didn’t know his name, but in her mind, she had him listed as Sissy’s number one fan.  Once again, she walked over to talk with him.   He smiled up at her, but she saw his eyes continually darting back to watch Sissy instead.  She sat down next to him.  “Did you make it out to the Riverwalk last weekend?” she asked.

	“I tried,” he replied.  “I actually drove out there.  But there were so many people and no places to park…  I’m afraid I just gave up and drove home. Too many people.  At my age, I can only take so much.”

	“Yeah, it was pretty crowded,” Mel replied, understanding fully.  She had told him the last time she had seen him that Sissy would be performing out there, but the crowds had been more than even she expected.  She didn’t blame him for giving up and going home.

	“Can I ask a little favor?” the man asked… almost sheepishly.

	Mel was a bit surprised, but replied, “Sure!  What?”

	“Can I talk with him for a few minutes?”

	“Talk with Sissy?”

	“Please.  If… you will allow it that is.”

	“Of course!” Mel replied.  “No problem!”

	“Um…”  The man seemed hesitant about something. 

	“What?” Mel asked.

	“Um…  Would you mind if I spoke to him… privately?”  Then as if he had said something really wrong he added.  “That is, if you really don’t mind.  It’s not anything important.  Just…”

	“It’s okay,” Mel reassured him.  “Talk all you want.”  With a smile, she got up from the bench.  “Sissy, this nice gentleman wants a word with you.”  She walked off.  She was slightly put off that she wouldn’t hear the conversation, but something in her understood anyway. 

	Chad nervously stared at the elderly gentleman and curtseyed for him.  “Hewwo,” he said before curtseying again.  He didn’t even realize it when he stuck his bottle nervously back in his mouth afterwards. 

	The man smiled.  “Why don’t you sit down next to me for a few minutes.”

	Chad wasn’t too sure about it, but he curtseyed and sat.  He set all his bags down on the floor in front of him, relieved to get rid of their awkward weight for a few minutes.  His bottle however remained nervously in his mouth.

	“Do you enjoy this?” the man asked.  “Going around in public dressed like such a total sissy?”

	It was a rather bothersome question… especially under the circumstances that it had been asked.  Chad’s only choice of reply was to say the same thing that he told everyone else who had asked it… a dozen times in the food court alone.  “Of course,” he said. 

	The man nodded.  “But do you really?”

	Chad turned to look at him with some surprise.  “What do you mean?”

	The man smiled.  “Never mind.  I’m sure you know… and I’m sure I know the answer to that question as well.”

	That surprised Chad.  He knew as well?  The guy could have no idea!  But the man was suddenly taking his finger and poking him right in the chest – right under his glued on breasts.

	“Did you know,” he said, “that I’m just… like… you!”

	Huh?  “What?” Chad asked, having no idea what the guy was talking about.

	The man laughed.  “That’s why I wanted to talk privately.  You see,” he leaned closer and dropped his voice, “I’m what you call a sissy too.”

	Chad was totally shocked.  The guy had to be kidding.  He certainly didn’t look like a sissy… or act like one either!  “What do you mean?” he asked.

	The man sat back.  “I’ve been what you would now call a sissy… all my life.”  He shook his head.  “I’m afraid I can’t practice it much anymore.  I’m simply getting too old and the family causes me too many problems.  It’s hard to find time to do much more than wear a simply nightgown to bed once in a while – if I’m lucky.  But I can tell you this, those feelings and desires never seem to go away.  Never!  If you’ve got them… and I’m sure you do, then you’re stuck with them… forever!  No matter how hard you try, there’s just no fighting them.”

	The things he just said let Chad know that he really might be speaking with someone who was at least somewhat like him… or at least, he was someone who understood him.  “You really are?” he asked, still finding it hard to believe.  He had never met another sissy before.

	The man nodded.  “Really!  Of course, about all I can do now is to sit and think about it... wish I was young enough to fully enjoy it again.  And dream of course.  My biggest outlet now is my stories, I like to write stories and post them on the web.”  He looked at Chad with a bit of a hopeful look in his eyes.  “Perhaps you’ve read some of them.  I write under the name of Karen Singer.”  He continued to look hopefully at Chad.

	“Um… I’m sorry,” Chad admitted.  “I haven’t seen any… that I know of.”

	“Oh.”  The man was a bit disappointed.  “Well, that’s alright.  They’re not something that everyone would find interesting.”

	“But I’ll look for them… I promise,” Chad added quickly.

	But the man shook his head.  “Don’t worry about it.  It’s not important.”  He stood up and faced Sissy.  “Time for my walk again.  I do several laps around the mall every day.  Best way I know to get some exercise… and it still lets me look at everyone else.  People watching is one of my favorite things!”  With somewhat of a sly smirk, he nodded and walked off, leaving Sissy to stare after him.

	“What was that all about?” Mel asked a moment later.

	Chad didn’t even bother to stand up and curtsey, he was still staring at the man’s back as he walked away.  “He said he’s another sissy… like me.  Says he writes stories under the name of Karen Singer.  But I’ve never heard of him.”

	“Me either,” Mel admitted.  “But then I don’t look for the kind of stories you would.”

	As they resumed their slow walk around the mall, a thought reached its way into Mel’s head.  Sissy had just met… another sissy.  Even though the man certainly didn’t look like it.  There were others around like Chad.  Maybe many others.  They might be few and far between, but there were others!  Was that a possible outlet for the friends that Chad seemed to want so desperately?  It was certainly possible, but Mel seriously doubted that it would be a viable solution.  She instinctively knew that what Chad was thinking about when he had wanted friends, was something else entirely.

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 7 of 8)

	By the time they finally reached the last store in the mall, Mel’s feet were killing her.  She was seriously wondering what she had been thinking when she decided to dress the way she did – for Sissy’s benefit!  She just hoped he appreciated it… at least on some level.  She had planned on keeping Sissy out in the public spotlight all day long, and possibly well into the evening as well, but right now, her feet hurt from the extra high heels she was wearing and she was getting tired.  The shoes certainly weren’t made for a lot of walking!

	She stopped just outside the door to the last store in the mall and looked back at Sissy.  His arms were overly loaded with packages of things she had bought for herself.  Enough so that he was having trouble holding it all and still managing to drink from his bottle as well.  “What say we just go home,” she said to him.

	Chad noticed that Mel sounded a bit weary.  He was weary himself, more so than he let on.  Trying to lug everything around all day had been tiring.  Not to mention having to “perform” for a few thousand people as well.  And just being out in public took a lot out of him.  He curtseyed – naturally.  “Anything you like Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	Mel didn’t know whether to smile or roll her eyes.  Ignoring the final shop that she would have walked into and probably walked right back out of again, she turned and headed out the door for the parking lot instead.  And Chad mentally cheered.  He was ever so glad to dump all the bags in the back seat and sit down for a while, even though he still had to keep his baby bottle in his mouth.  He was hardly drinking from it anyway.  He hadn’t been for much of the day.  Just little sips here and there.  The bottles still seem to get empty fairly fast though.  He simply didn’t know why.

	They made one last stop on the way home, and that was at the dry cleaners to pick up Sissy’s pink dress.  Mel followed Sissy inside where she got to witness him curtseying about half a dozen times for all the different employees who kept coming out from the back room to see him.  She was very surprised when the man behind the counter told Sissy he was only charging him ten dollars for the job.  The store was just happy for his business and he should come back anytime.  The more the better!  Mel almost laughed. 

	As usual, there was no warning whatsoever.  One minute Chad was carrying bags up the steps toward Mel’s apartment, the next, every muscle in his body was in shock as the stupid suppository that Mel had put into him earlier decided to do its business – right there on the steps.  Ugh!  It wasn’t until the ordeal was finally over that he was able to finish bringing up the packages from the car.  Fortunately, Mel told him he could go home and shower to get cleaned up.  Unfortunately, he had to make two more trips with the packages before he could do that. 

	The shower he took felt extra good and he lingered in it for a few extra seconds before hurrying to get himself dried off and diapered again.  He quickly phoned Mel to tell her that his new diaper was in place to start his next time period, and Mel told him to come back wearing his maid’s uniform again.  He was glad.  It meant that they would probably be spending the rest of the day at home.  Probably. 

	Mel was stretched out on her couch when Sissy finally came back.  She was still dressed as she was earlier, except that her shoes were now in the middle of the living room floor.  “Sissy!” she called as soon as Chad had closed the door behind him and stashed his purse under her table by the door.  “Get over here!”

	Chad hurried over to his mistress and curtseyed.

	“Sit over there and rub my feet for me!”

	Chad curtseyed… happily.  He sat at the far end of the couch as Mel lifted her legs, then plopped them back down in his lap.  He took her beautiful delicate feet in his hands and began rubbing them… massaging them.  He said nothing, but he watched her face intently.

	Mel’s eyes closed and her head rolled back and forth as she felt his magic hands squeezing and massaging her feet.  It… felt… so… good!  She didn’t bother to open her eyes again… she couldn’t.  She allowed herself to sink into the total luxury of the moment.  He was so good.  Such wonderful hands!  His touch was always so good.  Even in the bath.  Even in bed.  The magic touch!  She had to win this bet.  She had to!  How could she give up something as wonderful as this?  And even as those thoughts ran though her mind, there was still that tiny nagging worry… was what she wanted to do with him right?  The thought was there, but the sensations from Sissy’s wonderful hands pretty much drowned everything else out.

	She allowed herself to wallow in the luxury for a long time before she finally opened her eyes and looked at him.  He was looking right at her, watching her.  He was dressed as her maid.  He ‘was’ her maid.  Her servant.  The uniform he wore somehow suited him – perfectly!  She couldn’t help it, she absolutely loved seeing him in it.  And for her, the best part of seeing him dressed that way, was knowing that underneath the dress, and the makeup, and everything else, he was a man.  A man she was molding to be exactly what she wanted.  A man that she was denying any chance to be… manly at all.

	“Did you enjoy yourself today?” she asked.  “I mean… honestly.  Did you enjoy being paraded all around the mall like you were – in front of so many people?”

	Chad was startled by the question.  He wanted to say no… he had been totally horrified by the ordeal.  The proper answer though, since she was his mistress would have had to have been ‘yes.’  But she had asked for his honest opinion.  Did he dare give it?  But what exactly was his honest opinion?  He had to think about that for a moment.

	Mel saw him pausing to consider the question.  “Oh come on!” she said.  “I saw the way you were in the food court.  I’ve seen you when you’re so totally embarrassed by what I make you do that you’re visibly squirming with embarrassment – and I know you love every minute of it!  But today in the food court… you seemed… different.”

	Despite himself, Chad smiled.  “Yeah,” he said, remembering how he had felt like a clown… there to entertain everyone… to add some laughter and enjoyment into all their lives.  He had actually felt good about it!  “That was sort of… fun.”

	Mel grunted.  “Sort of?”

	“A lot of fun,” Chad finally admitted with an embarrassed smile.  Did he dare tell her what he was really thinking?  Unbidden, the words tumbled out of his mouth.  “Somewhere in the middle of it, I started to feel like a circus clown.  Like I was there to entertain everyone, to make them laugh, to make them happy.  And I… liked it.”  His face turned a bit more serious.  “I didn’t feel quite so… humiliated by everything then.”

	Mel stared back at him for a few moments.  “You ‘were’ there to entertain them… and to make them happy I guess.  But I wanted you to feel totally embarrassed and humiliated by what I asked you to do.”  Sadly she added.  “I guess I failed.”

	Chad vehemently shook his head.  “No!  You didn’t fail.  Trust me!  You didn’t fail at all!  I was almost overwhelmed by the humiliation – all day!  It’s just that… I guess… in that situation, with so many people around me… and they were all so close to me… and since I really had to kind of… perform for them, that… I guess I suddenly felt different about it.”

	Mel thought about what he had just said.  And it made perfect sense to her.  His mind had gone past the humiliation.  Maybe it was like a survival mechanism.  Or maybe, it was just part of his oddball nature.  Either way, it didn’t matter.  He would always be hers to command – if she won the bet!  She lifted her legs, pulling them out of his hands.  “Go make me some dinner,” she told him.  “Something really nice tonight.  I’m getting hungry!”

	Chad enjoyed making her meal – even though he himself would be eating nothing but baby food.  Cooking not only gave him something fun and interesting to do, but he thoroughly enjoyed the art of it.  It was something he hadn’t had much opportunity to do in a while now.  And if he won this bet, it would be something he probably would rarely do again.  He didn’t see himself going to all the trouble for just himself.  Cooking properly was something that you did for the enjoyment of others, not just yourself. 

	Since he hadn’t done it in a while, and wouldn’t have much of a chance to do it in the future, he decided to go all out.  The diet cookbook was never even considered.  He let himself get inventive.

	Mel had turned the TV on, but she wasn’t watching it.  Instead, she found herself more interested in the smells coming out of the kitchen.  What was he doing in there?  She glanced at the clock, he was certainly taking more time than usual with her dinner.  It did smell awfully good though… whatever it was that he was cooking. 

	Her TV show forgotten, she didn’t even realize that she had gotten to her feet until she was actually walked into the kitchen to see what was going on.  He was there, bending over a plate on the counter as he artfully dribbled some kind of sauce over top of the food on the plate.  “That smells… wonderful!” she exclaimed.

	Chad was a bit startled to see her there.  He quickly curtseyed.  “It’s almost ready,” he told her quickly.  “I would have called you in a minute.”  Then he curtseyed again.

	Mel waved her hand, letting him know that his concern was of no consequence.  Instead she headed to the table and sat down.  There was an empty wine glass there and a bottle of wine that had already been opened but not poured.  She poured her own wine. 

	Chad stood perfectly still as he watched her sit down and pour her drink.  He was going to do that for her.  He was supposed to take care of that.  But she had been early!  He supposed that she didn’t care that he didn’t pour her wine for her.  He quickly went back to finishing the preparations for her dinner.  He added a large spoonful of bright steamed vegetables to the empty spot on the plate.  There!  Perfect!  It looked as good as he could make it.  But would she appreciate it?  He could only hope.  Picking up the plate, he carried it over to the table and set it in front of her with as much of a formal presentation as he knew how to make.  Then he stood back, hoping she would enjoy it like he hoped she would. 

	Mel stared at the plate in front of her.  It looked better than many of the dishes she had been served in the fanciest, most expensive restaurants.  And Sissy had created it.  It certainly smelled as good as it looked.  Better in fact!  She was about to reach for her fork, when she remembered herself.  “And where do you belong while I’m eating?” she asked.

	Chad groaned silently.  He had put a lot of effort into that dinner.  He just wanted to see if she would enjoy… any of it.  But reluctantly, he headed toward his perch in the corner of the living room.  He stopped only long enough to take a large swig from his baby bottle before he went.  But he wasn’t drinking because he needed to, he only did it to delay the inevitable.  He glanced back at Mel before walking out of the kitchen.  She was still sitting there with her hands in her lap, watching him, waiting for him to be where he belonged… stuck… stuck up on his perch.  Put away.  Out of the way – like an unneeded appliance.  Where he belonged.  He was a sissy, and the one thing his perch seemed to remind him of over and over again, was that as a sissy, he didn’t belong in the middle of everything that others did.  He was only there to serve them… take care of their needs… and entertain them.  He was a thing for their amusement and nothing else.  And it was all he deserved.  And he knew, very deep down, that being treated like that, was exactly what he craved as well.

	The dinner was… great!  Sissy had really outdone himself this time.  The guy could easily be a really good chef if he wanted, but he had trained in computers instead.  She supposed that the computer work challenged that brain of his more than cooking would, and she knew now that his brain needed something to challenge it.  She also figured now that much of his self-respect came from what that brain in his head was capable of doing.  And once again she wondered how someone like him, someone with so much intelligence, could possible crave the kind of life he seemed to really want… and actually enjoy.  As unlikely as it sounded, she was faced with the reality of it right in front of her.  Intelligence and sissy yearnings were not mutually exclusive… no matter how unlikely it sounded. 

	As Gloria would probably point out, it all most likely came down to sex!  Sex!  Sex!  Sex!  To a psychiatrist it probably was the root of everything.  Sissy just had this… unusual sexual bend in his nature.  Okay, it was more than a bit unusual, but he had it never the less.  And more surprisingly, she wasn’t the least bit put off by it.  No, he certainly wasn’t the kind of guy she wanted to take to bed with her!  But at the same time, she had been in bed with him… sort of.  And he was… incredible!  He had this instinct for what would please her the most.  She figured that it must come from his sissy nature… from the part of him that seemed to identify more with the female side of life instead of his normal made side.  As is sissy, maybe he could access that part of himself more than most men… men like Derek… or Ray. 

	No, she was not put off in the least by Sissy’s sexual abnormality.  In fact, over the last two months she had found more and more ways to appreciate that abnormality.  Sissy was a strange person for sure!  But at the same time… he was a wonderful person.  A person she didn’t want to lose in her future… like she would if she lost the bet.  But despite all that… was it right for her to keep him?  Was it right for her to force him to do whatever she wanted?  Was it right for her to deny him his manhood?  And was it right for her to deny him the opportunity to use that brain of his to the fullest capacity?

	Was it right for her to take away… his self-respect?

	Eyes closed, his calves and ankles aching slightly, his body leaning into the corner, he concentrated on how wet his diaper was.  Since he had been up on his perch, he had yet to actually feel himself wetting.  He knew he usually didn’t feel it anymore, most of the time now he only felt it when he was more humiliated than usual.  And yet, his diapers always seemed to get wetter and wetter.  Not surprising given the amount of liquids he drank every day. 

	Every nerve in his body suddenly went on alert as he heard Mel walking up behind him.  He didn’t dare move a muscle… not that he had moved at all since he had gotten into his corner.  He waited for her to say something.  And waited…

	“You could be a chef,” Mel said softly.  “You could run the fanciest restaurant in the city… if you wanted to.  But you didn’t go that direction with your life.  Instead, you’re standing here, stuck up on your little perch in the corner of my living room… dressed as my maid. 

	“And the other day… in my office, it was you who pointed out how to find those contract anomalies.  It was you who knew how to map them to show exactly what they would lead to.  And yet, you spent the day today, traipsing all over the mall, dressed in the prettiest, frilliest little girl party dress imaginable.

	“You’re capable of doing so much… and yet, here you stand, wearing a diaper that’s probably already close to leaking – only because you crave the humiliation that having no control will bring you. 

	“You can do so much… and yet… you’re willing to throw it all away… only because deep inside… down to your very core… you realize that you’re nothing but a sissy.  It amazes me – constantly.”

	Chad listened to her every word.  How could he not?  But why was she telling him things he already knew?  Why?  Did she have to rub his failures in his face?  Because that was how he saw the sissy side of him.  It was his failure side.  Totally!

	Mel took another sip from the wine glass in her hand.  “So what am I going to do with you?” she asked.  “We’ve been at this little game now for two months, and I’ve learned things about myself I never knew.  Important things!  And I have no doubt that you must have learned some rather important things about yourself as well.”

	Chad could only agree with that.  He’d had an awful lot of time to do nothing but think about matters – especially when he was stuck here on his perch.

	“So we come down to the end of it all,” Mel continued.  “Tomorrow will be the last day that you will remain under my control… unless you lose this bet… which I’m still fairly sure you will.  At least… I’m hoping you will.”  She took another sip of the wine.  “But what about you?  Do you still think you’re going to win?  Do you still crave the life you thought you did when this all started?”

	Chad would have answered her, but in his current place on his perch, he didn’t think she was looking for a verbal answer from him.  Not just then anyway.

	“I have to tell you,” Mel said.  “The few simple things we discussed… two months ago… before we signed that contract… all of them seem so… vague to me now.  I’ve had a lot of time to think about things.  A lot of time to learn things about myself.  And a lot of time to learn things about you.  Do I still want you to serve me for a full year if I win?”  She leaned in closer to his head and whispered.  “Yes!  More than ever!”

	Her words and her wine scented breath sent a chill down his spine.  But was it a chill of delight?  Or terror?

	“But I find myself now with… other questions too.  Questions that I have to sort out for myself.  And I won’t ask you now, but it seems I keep wondering about things.  What do you think now?  Are you still willing to throw even more of your life away as the bet stipulates when you lose?  Will you hate me just that much more?  I want to ask, but I won’t ask.  I have my reasons.”

	She walked away from him, leaving him stuck there on his perch.  The reason she didn’t want to ask the questions now, was because she was too afraid of what he might tell her.  Too afraid!  And she left him on his perch… where he couldn’t say anything, because she didn’t want to give him the opportunity just now to answer.  She was… too afraid.

	“I’m leaking!”

	Mel looked up from her laptop and automatically checked the clock.  It was the longest he had gone yet today before he started leaking, yet it still earned him another minute of reward time.  Time that she fully intended to ignore tonight.  “Get yourself out of that corner and get changed.  Your next time limit has already started.  “And hurry up!  I’ll get your dinner ready.”  Five minutes later, she was securing him in his highchair and tying a bib around his neck. 

	Chad wondered if he dare say anything.  She didn’t seem to want him to talk to her about the things she had mentioned earlier when he had still been in the corner.  But…  “Mistress,” he began.

	“If you’re going to say anything about what I said earlier… then don’t!” Mel replied quickly.  Her voice softened.  “But if it’s anything else…”  She saw him look down at the tray in front of him and sadly shake his head.  Good!  She still wasn’t ready for what he might say.  It was better to do something that would keep her busy instead… keep them both busy.  A few minutes later, she herself fed him like the overgrown baby that he was instead of letting him play with the ridiculous tiny spoon and his food.  Why was she so afraid of what he might say?

	When dinner was over, she let him loose to clean up the kitchen.  “Let me know when you’re done,” she instructed.  She went back to the living room where she picked up her laptop again and tried to do some work.  Why was she so afraid?

	 


Chapter 61(Wednesday – week 9 Part 8 of 8)

	Chad wiped the counters off one more time.  They positively gleamed!  It was all he could do.  He was done.  He went out to the living room and stood in front of Mel, and curtseyed.  “I’ve finished,” he told her.  Then he curtseyed one more time.

	No matter how often she saw it, Mel still loved seeing him curtsey like that – a man – curtseying like a… a sissy.  And the double courtesy that he had picked up from Robin was an extra delight.  But would those delightful curtseys soon be gone?  Forever? 

	She had plans for him tonight.  Plans that had been building within her all day long.  From the time she took charge of things in Feinbaum’s office to the time she had left the mall, the heady rush of excitement she got from making him do the most outrageous things had quietly but steadily been building within her, fueling her sexual need.  The foot massage he had given her earlier hadn’t helped matters either.  That need had diminished a bit in the last few hours as the plain tasks of daily life had paraded around her, but they hadn’t fully gone away.  Did she dare act on those needs now… now while the night was still so young? 

	It took her only a moment to remember that she was still in charge.  She could have… or do anything she wanted.  He was hers to command – totally.  For now. 

	“Go put some protection on the bed,” she told him.  “And make sure you put plenty!  I don’t want to take a chance on you peeing on my bed – even accidentally!”

	Chad curtseyed and hurried off to her bedroom.  Protect her bed!  That could only mean one thing – she was going to grant him some of his reward time now.  He found it a bit odd that she would give it to him so early in the evening, but he wasn’t about to turn it down.  As if he had a choice. 

	After all the humiliation he had been through today, he was more than ready.  Every bit of that humiliation had fueled his sexual need.  But was that need fueled enough for him to actually achieve orgasm tonight… just by himself?  Without Mel’s help?  He really hoped so, even though he had no illusions that it would ever actually happen. 

	Of course, he also had no idea how much reward time he had coming to him.  Would it be enough?  All day long, especially at the mall, she had never told him about it.  He was sure he had gained some time, but how much?  Well, he would just have to enjoy whatever he could.  He was certainly ready… and looking forward to it!  He made extra sure to put more than enough protection over a wider area of her bed than he usually did before going back to the living room to curtsey and tell her that he was ready. 

	Mel set her laptop aside and got up.  “Okay Sissy, let’s go.” 

	Chad went back to the bedroom again where Mel had him strip down to just his wet diaper.  He climbed up onto her bed and laid down on his back, waiting for her to unfasten his diaper like she usually did.  But she walked off instead, heading for her dresser.  When she came back, he was surprised to see that she had one of her scarves in her hand that she used to blindfold him with.  The sight of the scarf annoyed him at first, but a moment later, his brain remembered what that had to mean – she wanted him to please her again.  Maybe she wasn’t going to grant him some of his reward time yet. 

	“Sit up,” Mel told him.  She waited till he was in a position where she could tie the scarf around his head easier.  As usual, she tied it as tight as she dared, hoping that it wouldn’t fall off during the ensuing activities.  She didn’t know what she would do if that happened.  Not that it would really be any problem… she just… for some unknown reason… didn’t want him to see her naked body.  But him ‘feeling’ her naked body?  That was a different question!

	Chad sat in the middle of the bed listening to the faint sounds in the room around him.  He could hear her moving around doing something… what?  Was she removing her clothes now?  His head followed the sound of her approaching the bed again.  He waited to feel the mattress move, but instead he heard the drawer of her nightstand opening.  He heard… faint sounds, then the drawer closed again. 

	He couldn’t see her but he could feel her… sort of.  His overactive imagination reached out and tried to feel her aura as she stood so close… so close, but not close enough to actually touch.  He knew she was there though, right there in front of him.  He knew it, yet she wasn’t coming any closer.  She was just standing there, waiting, or teasing him.  It didn’t matter.  He could smell the soft aromas coming from her body – she had to be naked now.  She had to be!  He could easily imagine the feel of her soft skin against his.  His whole body seemed to yearn for the touch of it.  His hands were ready to caress that smooth soft skin – all over her – from the tip of her head down to the bottom of her toes.  Her delightful pretty toes. 

	And a very wrong thought crossed his mind.  A thought that he knew was forbidden, but he couldn’t help thinking about it never the less.  Fortunately, it only existed in his imagination.  He imagined him leaning over top of her… feeling her beautiful naked breasts against his chest… leaning down… and planting a passionate kiss right on her wonderful, delectable lips.  Such a kiss.  Such ecstasy!  But as much as he hungered for it, he could never have it.  Some things weren’t allowed for the likes of him, things like actually seeing her naked body with his eyes.  Things like… the passionate kiss on her lips.  Some things weren’t allowed… because he was a sissy.  Nothing but a sissy. 

	She moved, and he felt the bed shake ever so slightly.  And her words, ever so soft and sensual reached his waiting ears.

	“Move over Sissy.  Give me some room.”

	He moved, carefully backing away to allow her to fully get up on the bed with him.  He felt the bed continuing to shake a little, then it stopped.  Then… everything stopped.  He waited.

	Mel stretched out luxuriously naked on her bed, writhing just a bit at the sensual pleasure of it.  Sissy was still sitting, waiting expectantly to be told what to do.  And she was more than ready.  But…  Instead…  “Sissy, no touching.  Tell me instead… what would you like to do to my naked body?”

	Huh?  Tell her?  He’d rather show her!  He didn’t need his eyes to see her, his mind fully remembered every wonderful bump and curve of her amazing body that his hands had fully explored.  It was that sensual naked picture of her that his imagination now held foremost in his mind.  She had denied him the sight of her, and now she was denying him his touch as well.  But that wouldn’t stop him from remembering her… from dreaming about her.  “I would start with the hair on the very top of your head,” he replied.  “I would run my fingers through it over and over again, pulling on it ever so gently, untangling it, loving it.”

	Inch by inch, his imagination worked its way down her body, describing in minute detail exactly what he’d like to do to her, how he’d like to make love to her.  And even though he wasn’t sure if it would be allowed or not, he described the tiny kisses he would plant all over her.  Every part of her. 

	Mel was going nuts… and he had never even touched her.  But his words certainly did.  She could just feel every single little thing he would do with her… do to her.  She was more than sexually wet, she was practically orgasming from just listening to him.  He was describing now how he would start again at her forehead and plant little tiny kisses, ever so soft and light, all over her skin.  Working his way down, down…  and she saw him pause… and sit back a bit, as if alarmed.  And his words stopped totally. 

	“What is it?” she asked.  “What’s wrong?”

	“I would do something I shouldn’t,” he said very softly. 

	“What?” she asked.

	“You won’t get mad at me if I just say it?” he asked uncertainly.

	“Of course not,” she replied.  “What is it that you would do?”  She was prepared for something rather horrible… especially in light of how she so often treated him.

	Chad took a moment to gather his courage to actually say it.  “I would kiss you… I would kiss you on the lips.  I would kiss you with all the passion I have… all the passion I could possibly make you feel.  All the…”  Passion seemed to be the wrong word suddenly.  Dare he say it?  Damn!  “… love I’m capable of feeling.”  He paused to see if she would say anything to let him know how angry she might be.  She said nothing, so he dared continue.  In for a penny, in for a pound!  “I would kiss you, till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”

	He waited again, sorry he had spoken the words.  Would she yell at him?  No, more likely, she would laugh instead.  He was a sissy.  A damn sissy!

	Mel watched his face. Even the scarf covering so much of it couldn’t hide what she saw.  And more than anything now, now that he had said the words, she saw nothing but disappointment and rejection in that face.  But his words alone had been the kind of thing that every woman years to hear.  They were the essence of beauty… the essence of romance… the essence of… love.  And her writhing body was responding like never before. 

	“Don’t just sit there,” she finally said.  “Kiss me, damn you!”

	Her words shocked him.  But giving no other thought to it, he very slowly leaned his body over, not knowing where her mouth was exactly.  But guided by where he thought it was, he pursed his lips as his body sank closer… closer… closer.  His lips touched… her lips.  And her head rose slightly to press against his.  And just as he had described, he kissed her passionately, wrapping his arms around her now, holding her close to him.  And it was no time at all till he felt her have the first orgasm of the evening.  Their kiss lasted a long time before she finally broke it, her orgasm having ended an eternity earlier. 

	“Now,” she said softly.  “Everything you described you would do to me earlier… do it!  Do it now!” 

	And he did.

	There comes a point in prolonged lovemaking where, despite how good it feels, sanity finally creeps back in.  Did she want more?  Oh yes!  Much more!  But there were other things now that she needed to do… before she was no longer capable of doing them. Still, it was only with great effort that she said, “Enough!” 

	Chad felt her hand pushing against his forehead where his wet face was buried between her legs.  He pulled back.  He was tired, but he knew without a doubt that he had done a good job for her.  Would she appreciate the effort… the hard work he had put into it?  Would she?  Still blind, he moved out from between her legs. He knew he shouldn’t, but he allowed his worn out body to flop down on the bed next to her.  He should get up, he knew it.  He didn’t belong there.  But he stayed.  And miraculously, he felt her soft hand cup his face, and even better, he felt her lean over and plant a small kiss on his cheek just below the material of his blindfold.  And then… she was gone.  Off the bed.  And he laid there, panting slightly, trying to recover from his efforts. 

	She was gone a long time, to the bathroom he supposed, but he was still lying in exactly the same position when he heard her come back again.  Yet she didn’t say anything.  Nor did she climb on the bed.  Was she getting dressed?  He didn’t know.  He heard her by the side of the bed again.  He heard her nightstand drawer open again. 

	“Scoot over this way baby,” she said softly.  “I can’t reach you where you are.”

	Following  her command, he moved over closer to the side of the bed and laid on his back.  A moment later, he felt her unfastening his soggy and possibly leaking diaper.  He laid perfectly still as the cool air washed over every part of him that had been underneath that hot diaper.  Every part of him that is, except the part that was still covered – encased in the plastic of his chastity device.  Nothing ever touched that.  Especially not him.

	He felt her quickly pull the diaper back over him a little.  Was he peeing again?  He couldn’t feel it if he was.  Nor did he care.  He was a bit worn out just then.

	“Roll over and get to your hands and knees,” she said when she had pulled the diaper away again. 

	He did, and he felt her pulling the diaper completely away from him.  He didn’t know where she put it, and didn’t really care.  Now the cool air was caressing his backside as well. 

	“Turn this way,” she instructed from the side of the bed and waited till he was facing her, still on his hands and knees.  “It’s your turn,” she told him.  “Time for the reward you earned today.”

	He was glad.  He wanted it.  He needed it.  He just wished he wasn’t so worn out already! 

	“But since you’ve been so good, I’m going to help you a little this time.”

	His heart soared!  She was going to help!  How much, he didn’t know but anything would be better than him doing it all for himself.

	“Reach out your hand,” she said.  “What do you feel?”

	Totally blind, he reached out with his right hand… and reached… and reached… and found… nothing.  He heard her giggle.

	“Keep looking,” she teased. 

	He waved his hand a bit more, and connected with something hard!  Something that gave a bit when he hit it.  His hand closed on top of it, then over and around it.  She was giggling again.  It only took him a moment to realize that he was feeling the lifelike dildo that she must have strapped onto her body.  He shivered involuntarily – especially at the thought that that thing might be soon invading his backside. 

	“Are you happy?” she asked.  “Show me how happy you are.  Show me how much you want that thing.  Kiss it.  If I were a man, show me how you would make me all hard and ready to push this thing into you.”

	Every word she spoke, was only meant to humiliate him.  And every word seemed to hit him right in his sissy core.  He kissed the tip of it.  He licked the length of it.  He hated doing it more than anything.  Yet he still wanted it more than anything as well.  His double edged sword.  Or hers.

	And when she was satisfied, she repositioned him on the bed and grabbed a bit of lube from the nightstand.  A moment later, she was mounted behind him, placing the tip of her phallic toy right up against his tiny asshole.  And she could see that he was doing everything possible to make it easy for her to push it in.  He wanted it, of that she had no doubt at all.  But then, since she had now denied him any access at all to his old male method of having sex, this was now the only avenue available to him.  She figured that he should want it pretty badly. 

	Ever so slowly, she pushed with her hips, pushing it slowly into him, feeling the pressure at the same time as the opposite end of it, buried inside of her, reacted to those same pressures.  All the way in… then most of the way back out.  In, then out.  In, then out.  Forming a rhythm that seemed to gradually go faster and faster, more so because of his efforts and need than from hers.

	But he got just so far… and couldn’t seem to get any further.  And she wanted him to go further… this time.  And she remembered the one thing he seemed to always need.  The secret ingredient.  With a bit of effort, she leaned over him so he could hear her better.  “This is what you like now, isn’t it.  This is the way your body craves to have sex now isn’t it.  You no longer even think about having sex like a man anymore, do you?  You no longer even think of that tiny little silly growth on your front side when it comes to sex anymore, do you?”  She could tell that her words were reaching him now as his motions and effort increased in strength. 

	“This is what you want when it comes to sex now.  You really crave some big strong man to bury his massive cock right up inside your sissy little ass now, don’t you?  You no longer crave sex like a man anymore, you crave to be penetrated like a woman… but really… more like the silly little sissy that you are!”

	Her words were reaching right down into him.  Right down into all of his latent sissy humiliation fantasies.  Bringing them forth, mixing them with the amazing feelings he was getting from her strap-on fucking him in his backside.  And despite himself, he couldn’t help it, he could feel his sexual excitement growing to new levels!

	“You’re not a man anymore, are you?  In no way at all can I see how you can ever call yourself a man again!  I’ve removed every bit of maleness from you!  You’re going to be doomed to a lifetime now of high heels and skirts… and getting fucked in the rear instead of you fucking some poor woman with that laughably tiny thing you used to call a cock.  You can’t even think of using that poor excuse for a sex organ for anything more useful than to pee out of now… uncontrollably at that!  A lifetime of skirts, and dresses, and high heels, and getting fucked like a woman, and servitude… to me!  And you crave every single bit of it, don’t you?”

	The yell was totally involuntarily as her words and fucking finally sent him not just over the edge, but far over the edge.  His whole body seemed to lock up and respond in the most wondrous ways… from the tip of his toes to the top of his head – more like a woman would feel an orgasm, not a man.  And when it was finally over, he felt Mel slowing within him, or was he the one who was slowing instead.  He had done it.  He had gotten there again.  Amazingly.  And it had felt… unbelievable!  Not exactly like a man, but… maybe better.  It had lasted longer than he had felt it like a man, and it had seemed to affect every part of his entire body – not at all like a man.  It was simply… amazing!

	Panting from the effort now, he slowed to a stop.  His body still felt the sexual need.  It hadn’t really gone away at all.  But was it diminished at all?  He wasn’t sure.  He felt Mel pulling her strap-on toy out of him.  He stayed on his hands and knees though because he wasn’t interested in moving to any other position.  He could easily collapse on her bed, but right now, he might not get back up again.

	He felt her moving off the bed now, leaving him alone up there.  A moment later, he felt her hand caressing his head for a moment. 

	She didn’t have to ask if he enjoyed that, it was pretty obvious.  She knew the diapers under him, the ones protecting her bed, were damp with his leaking pee, some more than others.  There were no big puddles though.  Just a few drops at a time had flown out of him to land wherever they wanted.  No control at all… as far as she could see.  But would he be able to regain all that control when he was again allowed to try?  She had no idea.  But she hoped he wouldn’t.  Even though… what she was doing with him might not be the right thing to do at all.

	While he was still on his hands and knees, she kept her phallic toy still strapped around her with one end of it still buried inside of her – it actually felt pretty good as the front of it bobbed around and came into contact with different things.  She grabbed a wipe and cleaned his backside, almost laughing as the sudden cold made him arch his back.  “Lay down Sissy.  Let’s get some diapers on you now.”

	Using the diapers from her bed that were the most wet, she put four layers on him, taking the time to slice the outer cover of each one thoroughly before putting on the next layer.  A few minutes later, she was done.  “Move over a little,” she told him. 

	She almost laid down with the strap-on still attached, but at the last minute she decided to remove it.  “I’ll be back in a minute,” she told him.  “Stay there.”

	Still blindfolded, Chad heard her walking away, leaving.  For the bathroom again?  He wasn’t sure.  But he didn’t move.  He just laid there relaxing, enjoying the afterglow of what had just happened. 

	And then she was back.  He felt her climbing up onto the bed with him, laying right next to him. 

	“Turn in to me a little,” she told him.  “So I can see you.”

	Chad rolled over on his side.  She wanted to see him?  But he couldn’t see her.  He supposed it was more than fair… given what he was.

	Mel moved close to him, cuddling close.  She grabbed his arm and put it over her, and he held her.  And she watched his face – what she could see of it.  And she laid there like that for a very long time – not moving, not speaking, just staying and enjoying. 

	It was a long time before she found the courage to speak.  A long time before she could ask something she had been afraid to ask.  But tomorrow would be the last day.  After tomorrow, it might be all over.  She had to ask, and she had to ask it now.  So she did.  “Tell me,” she said.  “Tell me honestly.  Please.  This weekend, if I win the bet… and you lose… will you still honor our deal and serve me?  And more importantly, when this is over, either way it comes out… will you hate me?”

	It was what she had asked him before.  The questions he remembered she wouldn’t let him answer earlier.  But now it seemed she wanted to hear what he had to say, and she seemed to want his honest opinion.  “Will I honor our bet?” he said.  “Of course.  Absolutely.  Totally.  Completely.  You don’t have to worry about that.”

	Mel breathed somewhat a sigh of relief.  “And how about the other thing?” she asked.  “Do you hate me?  Do you, or will you despise me?”

	He was longer answering only because he was surprised at how afraid she was of his answer.  “I don’t hate you.  How could I?  I can’t imagine hating you.  Ever!”

	“Even after all the wild things I’ve made you do?  Even after I paraded you everywhere today and made you show off in the most embarrassing and ridiculous ways?  You still don’t hate me?”

	His answer was slow again, but not as slow as before.  “Never!  I still can’t imagine hating you.  You have no idea how wonderful I think you are.  You have been my Mistress for two months now.  Two of the most exciting, wonderful months of my life – despite how utterly frightened I’ve been since day one!  Because of you, I’ve not only lived a dream, I’ve lived far beyond my wildest fantasies ever!  Hate you?  How could I hate someone who has let me live a dream?”  He had said that badly he knew, but it was the best answer he was able to come up with on short notice like this.

	Mel heard all his words, but what her mind heard instead was the things he didn’t say.  It sounded like he still thought he was going to win their bet.  It sounded like he was planning on everything being over with after the bet was over.  What she heard was that he planned on walking away and leaving her if he won.  Forever.  Her body shivered.  She dared not ask anymore questions. 

	She laid there with him silently for a few more moments before getting to her feet and grabbing a robe to wrap tightly around her.  He was going to walk away when it was over – if he won.  Just like all the men in her life, he was going to leave.  She reached over onto the bed and grabbed his blindfold and pried the thing off of him.  “Get your things now Sissy,” she said as kindly as she could.  “Go home.  And don’t forget to drink your bottles before you go to bed.  I’ll see you in the morning.” 

	She walked out of the bedroom and into her kitchen where she poured herself a stale cup of coffee.  As she carried it into the living room, he was just coming out of the bedroom.  She sat in one of her chairs and watched as he grabbed his things and curtseyed before saying goodbye and walking out the door. 

	“I would kiss you, till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”  It was what he had said to her earlier in bed, and yet later, after he had been allowed his orgasm, he had said nothing at all about wanting to stay with her.  She had gotten the distinct impression that he would walk away from her in an instant… if he could.  Just like every other man who had ever been in her life.  And just like always, it hurt.

	“Good night Sissy,” she said quietly one more time.  “Good night.”  And a tear fell off her cheek and landed unseen in her coffee cup.

	“Yyeeouch!” screamed Ray.  He had thought he was going to do it, he had been sure he was going to finally get to cum this time.  And right when it was about to happen, he had felt her hand wrap itself around the very base of his cock and she had squeezed for all she was worth.  And she was still squeezing!  “Yeouch!  That hurts!”

	Gloria giggled.  “I know!”  Quickly, she pulled him out of her and still holding tightly onto him, moved to a new position behind him.  With her hand still squeezing the base of his cock, she leaned over and began nibbling on his earlobe.  His back arched, he was quite sensitive there.  Of course, by now, he was quite sensitive everywhere.  “Are you going to give me anymore trouble asking about things that are none of your business?”

	“That hurts!” complained Ray.  “Let go… or at least ease up some!”

	“Nope!  Not till you promise to be a good boy from now on.”

	Geez!  The tiger was certainly out for blood again tonight!  Worse than before!  He suddenly felt her squeezing him harder.  Much harder.  After not getting to cum last time and then going through the same thing again tonight, his balls were killing him as it was.  And now she was pushing that pain and making it that much worse.  “Yes, whatever!  Just ease up!”

	Gloria eased her grip, but only a little.  “With her thumb and forefinger still circling the base of his cock, her remaining fingers reached out and cupped his balls, squeezing ever so slightly.  She felt him tense up.  “Do you promise to be good?” she asked again.

	“Yes, yes,” Ray agreed quickly, afraid of the pain she had already proven she could inflict. 

	Her fingers let go of his balls, but her hand kept tight hold of his cock.  She moved around in front of him, straddling his sitting body with her legs.  She leaned back on the bed, pulling him on top of her by the grip she maintained on his cock.  As he lowered himself down, her grip guided his large penis right inside of her again.  It had been there most of the last few hours and putting it in felt more like sliding the thing home.  She felt him stiffen again at the feel of being inside of her again.  But she still maintained her grip… preventing him from achieving the release he so desperately wanted… even as his body automatically began the wonderful pumping motion again. 

	“Do you promise?” she asked one more time.

	“Yes, I promise,” Ray replied, praying that she would finally let him cum.  The feel inside of her was exquisite! 

	“No more questions about the bet with Mel and Chad?”

	“No…  more…” Ray managed to pant as his body began to pump harder and try once again to reach what she continuously denied him.

	“No more questions about Mel’s money?” Gloria asked, her own body now raging close to another orgasm.

	Panting loudly now, Ray managed to get out… “No… more…”

	“Promise?” Gloria panted in return.

	“P…  Promise!” Ray grunted.

	Gloria felt her orgasm rising again.  Damn, this guy was without a doubt the best lover she had ever had!  Right at that point… she let go of his cock completely, letting him slam the whole length of it into her.  She screamed!

	He screamed as the violence of his pent-up orgasm released itself fully into her.  Damn!  What a woman!  What a tiger!  Damn!

	“Promise?” Gloria asked one more time as, totally spent, Ray collapsed on top of her. 

	“Promise!” Ray managed to grunt out.  He was totally wasted.

	“Good!  Because if you don’t, I’m going to make things much worse on you next time.

	Ray wasn’t sure if he would ever mention the subjects again, or… if he would now go out of his way more than ever to ask about them.  Damn, the woman was good!

	 


Chapter 62 (Thursday – week 9 Part 1 of 5)

	Her soft hands caressed his face.  Her beautiful flawless skin was smooth and soft against every part of his body that it touched.  And in his dream, she was completely naked.  She cuddled against him and he could feel her wonderful body pressing against his glued-on breast forms… almost as if his breasts were real breasts!  Her soft smooth legs entwined with his own smooth and hairless legs, rubbing slightly… sensually.  And her elegantly sexy hips pressed again and again against… the tremendous bulk of all the wet diapers he was wearing. 

	And best of all, she was naked and he wasn’t blindfolded.  He could see every perfect thing about her.  And it was as good, or better, than the image that his mind had created from just touching her. 

	She kissed him, and their tongues caressed, mimicking the sensual caresses between their two bodies.  It was magic!  He felt her hips pushing again against the bulk of his diapers, and he felt again the longing to have something shoved up his backside… something long and hard… something sexy!  Oh to feel that… while caressing her amazing body.  Because even in his dream, he dared not dream about that other, now useless, sexual appendage he used to use.  The one that he dared no longer allow to get hard.

	He let his hands roam at will over her smooth flawless skin, feeling the texture, worshiping its beauty.  And in return, he felt her hands roaming over every bit of exposed flesh that he owned as well, reciprocating the love he felt for her.  Returning the gift of sensual touch.  Showing him… that she cared for him as much as he cared for her.  It was enough to almost make him cry inside, although in his dream, she never knew. 

	It was simply a dream of love.  Tender, devoted, fully returned… love.  And his mind dwelled on every tiny aspect of it for a long, long time… as he dreamed, and dreamed, and dreamed.

	She dreamed of Larry.  She hadn’t dreamed or thought about him in years.  But she dreamed of him now.  He was the man she had first made love with, back while they were still in college.  He was the one she had given her virginity to.  But what she dreamed the most about him, was the way he had left her… cold, suddenly – only days after he had popped her cherry.  And in her dream, his leaving still hurt.

	One by one, her dreams filtered through the few men in her life.  Some better than others.  Some she made love with, others she hadn’t.  And one by one, she felt the pain of those relationships ending, some because she hadn’t really liked the man that much, more because her demanding personality had driven them away.

	And then there was Brad.  Her dream lingered a long time on him.  She had loved him dearly.  He had asked her to marry him.  She had said yes.  But from that moment on things had changed.  Her dreams started remembering the arguing, the fighting, the hurting, all because he claimed that she was, as he had put it, too bossy!  In her dream, she cried once again as in a fit of rage he had called off the wedding, proclaiming he never wanted to see her again.  And even in her dream, she realized that he hadn’t.  Ever!

	And after Brad, she dreamed of Ray.  In her dream, she didn’t make love to him, but instead she replayed that day when he had suddenly appeared at her door and she had discovered that he was only after her money.  He didn’t love her either!  And she had gotten so angry she had physically thrown him out of her apartment.  And as she closed the door behind him, she had turned, and there was Derek… and Sissy.  Both of them.

	Derek was everything a woman like her could want – tall, handsome, very well built, confident… the list seemed to go on and on.  And further in the background was Sissy, small, submissive, and possessing enough oddball needs to send any woman packing!  Two distinct contrasts.  One was perfect for her, the other… laughable.  And yet, even in her dream, she realized that she was drawn to both.

	Derek came to her and took her hand, and led her directly into her bedroom… and into her bed.  In her dream, she only knew that they made love, but there were no distinct details – other than how good his amazing body felt next to hers.  And suddenly, in her dream, they were done with the sex part, and Derek immediately got up from the bed and left her – just as soon as his own sexual needs were finished.  And she felt totally unfulfilled.  As if he too was abandoning her.  Gone!  Without the least bit of attention to her needs!  And she felt abandoned again… and especially hurt.

	And in her despair, Sissy came to her and comforted her.  He caressed her in that loving way of his that only he was capable of.  And she felt grateful to him… and loved by him.  In gratitude, she allowed him to make love to her as well… and she allowed him to do it like a man, not constrained as the sissy he was.  In her dream, there were no breast forms, no diapers.  Only his scrawny naked body… with its strangely miniscule penis.  She grabbed that tiny appendage and caressed it with her hands, trying to make it do what it was supposed to do – grow!  And finally, it did harden, yet for some unknown reason it refused to grow bigger than it was.  How was she supposed to make love with something like that to work with?

	But now Sissy was changing, he became more demanding… not like himself at all!  He rolled over on top of her and tried again and again to push that tiny little thing into her.  She did everything she could to accommodate him.  She pushed her hips desperately up toward him as he pushed down, but despite that, all she could feel was the tip of it barely entering her.  Not enough even for proper stimulation.  It was so frustrating!

	Despite that, the moment she felt his tiny “thing” just barely into her, he began rocking and thrusting forcefully for a few seconds, and then she felt him cumming… orgasming… while she could barely feel anything!  And only moments later, he was done.  Finished.  And she was left unsatisfied.  And now that he was done, she knew that he would return the effort and use one of those marvelous methods of his to show her his appreciation and to show her how much he loved her.  But instead, he rolled off of her and got to his feet.  And exactly as Derek had done earlier, he walked out.  Abandoning her.  Leaving her alone.  Not caring about her in the least. 

	Even Sissy, despite his flaws, was still nothing more than a stupid regular man.  And just like every other man who ever came into her life, he really only cared about himself and nothing more.  Even Sissy… walked out on her.  And it hurt!  It hurt bad!

	In her dream, she cried, feeling nothing but self-pity for herself.  Self-pity that refused to go away.  Self-pity that she deserved to feel… because she was unloved.  Self-pity that…  In her dream, something minor was suddenly distracting her, as if calling to her.  But she was too preoccupied with wallowing in her own pool of grief to figure out what it was.  She was alone, abandoned by every man in her life… even Sissy.  Especially Sissy.  They all walked out on her.  And… and there was that something distracting her again, making her take notice, forcing her to come up out of the deep well of emotions she was swimming in.  What was it? 

	She tried going back again.  Even Sissy walked out on her.  Even Sissy…  What was that?  Her brain suddenly processed the aroma of freshly brewed coffee that tickled her nose.  Coffee?  The smell was enough to distracted her much more, to cause her to forget what she had been dreaming about, even though the feelings of abandonment and self-pity still remained locked firmly in her mind.  She opened her eyes as those powerful lingering emotions still filled her.  Ugh!  What a way to wake up – although the smell of the fresh coffee was certainly nice.

	She sat up in her bed, trying to piece together what she had been dreaming about that made her feel so despondent.  But the smell of the fresh coffee soon became more important.  She needed that coffee, and she needed it soon! 

	“Sissy!” she called, hoping that he would hear her.  It was a few moments, but only a few before she heard his footsteps hurrying toward her.  And a split second later, he was there, in her bedroom, perfectly dressed as her maid… her own wonderful servant… and he held that first cup of freshly brewed coffee for her in his own darling hands.  Wonderful!

	She thrilled as he curtseyed and said good morning to her, before curtseying again and handing over the steaming cup of potent liquid for her to take.  Her eyes never left him as she raised the cup to her lips and took that first sip.  Hot, wet, wonderful!  “Thank you Sissy,” she said with the appreciation she truly felt.  She saw him smile at her, and curtsey again, and reply, and curtsey again.  And… she giggled.  His little curtseys where just too darling!  She couldn’t help it, she simply loved seeing him do that!

	“Go make me some breakfast,” she ordered.  “Same as yesterday.  And I’ll have it right here again.”

	Chad curtseyed again.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, lisping in his stupid, silly, sissy voice.  “Right away.”  Then he curtseyed one more time and hurried out.

	Mel watched him go, and something about watching him leave her again brought back the emotional feelings of abandonment again.  He too would leave her… if he could.  And her brain remembered those words he had spoken to her last night.  The words he had said when she thought they were both being not only passionate, but totally honest with each other.  “I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”  And he had done exactly that! 

	But it had been later, when she had finally been brave enough to ask how he really felt about her that now had her confused.  Because it was what he hadn’t said that told her more than what he had said.  He hadn’t said that he wanted to stay with her no matter what happened.  He hadn’t said that…  He hadn’t said that he loved her!  He had never once used the word “love.”  The one word that meant everything!  He was just like all the rest.  Give them what they’re after and they’re out the door.  Walking away.  Leaving you flat.

	He was just like all the rest… or was he?  Everything he had told her last night had been wonderful.  And she thought she had believed it.  Was she reading too much into it?  Another thought suddenly pounded at her brain.  Why should she care?  He wasn’t what she needed in a man.  He wasn’t anyone she could ever marry.  It was laughable!  She’d be the laughing stock of… the whole world.  She couldn’t show up at a fancy party with him on her arm.  What would he be wearing, a stupid silly sissy dress?  Or perhaps a dress that might make her jealous?  No!  Why was she even bothering to worry about such things?  Why should she care if he loved her or not?  Why should she really care if he would ever leave her or not?  It made no sense at all.  Get a grip Mel!  Get a grip!

	Yes, he would be the perfect servant!  Perfect!  He was someone she could order around to her hearts content.  He was someone she could take out all her frustrations on… and he would love her all the more for doing it.  And… he was smart enough to easily run her entire estate for her… if she ever got around to buying one.  He would be capable of handling all of it… by himself! 

	But for heaven’s sake!  He wasn’t marrying material!  Get a grip Mel!  Get a grip!

	Besides, was it right for her to impose that kind of life on him?  Someone who had that kind of brain?  Was it right?

	It took a few more sips from her coffee before she was capable of forcing herself to think about other matters.  She hadn’t forgotten.  It was something that was so strongly on her mind that she didn’t need to concentrate on it… until now.  Today was Sissy’s last day before he would be free to regain all his control… or try to.  Today was her last day to insure his complete incontinence.  Today was her last possible day to do anything at all to win the bet between them.  And the one thing that bothered her the most, was that she didn’t have a single clue as to what more she could do with him to ensure that incontinence. 

	It was the one single thing that their bet was really all about.  The one single oddball thing.  As strange as it sounded, they had actually made the bet over it.  She claimed that she could make him totally incontinent in only two-month's time.  And he claimed that she couldn’t.  It was something that had been conceived in a moment of drunken fun.  But for some unknown reason, the idea had struck a note between the two of them.  And it had struck hard enough that in the sober light of day, they had not only agreed on going through with the bet, but she had drawn up a rather formal contract that they both had signed – and Andrea had notarized for them.  The most oddball bet she had ever heard of.  Yet they had done it. 

	And now that bet was drawing to a close.  Today was the last day of the normal bet period – the phase where she had absolute total control over him.  The phase where he was bound to do anything and everything she wanted – no matter what!  And the things she had forced him to do were… somewhat surprising, especially to herself.  And the most surprising thing of all was that she had discovered how much she liked it.  She had discovered how much fun she got out of making him do the most outrageous things.  She discovered how much enjoyment she got out of keeping him firmly under her thumb.  Very firmly! 

	And tomorrow?  Tomorrow all his servitude would be over with… unless he lost the bet as she hoped.  And if he did lose?  Then she would have him at her beck and call for another full year.  And after that?  Well, she was hoping that things would somehow work out and take care of themselves. 

	But if he won and she lost?  She knew without a doubt that her dream of buying a proper house would go back to being just a dream again.  She simply couldn’t conceive of having a whole big house again… with only herself to live in it.  Besides, she wasn’t all that found of housework.  And Sissy seemed to be awfully good at it… not to mention his talent in the kitchen!

	Somehow along the way, she had tied her dreams for the future around Sissy.  And having those dreams depended on only one thing – winning the bet… as weird as it sounded.  How had it happened?  She didn’t know… nor did she care.  Some things just had to be accepted.

	Chad loaded her tray with her breakfast and grabbed another cup and filled it with coffee for her.  Then he carefully carried it back to her bedroom.  She was still there, still in bed, still holding the first cup he had brought her.  As he approached, she set the now empty cup on her nightstand and he curtseyed slightly before setting the tray on her lap.  “I remembered to bring you another cup of coffee this morning,” he mentioned before stepping back and curtseying – properly this time. 

	She smiled.  “Thank you Sissy.  I appreciate that.  Just like I appreciate everything you do for me.”

	Chad beamed at the compliment.  He didn’t know why, but it seemed like for about the last week, she had been more complimentary towards him.  She had made him feel like he existed and not like he was something she didn’t care about at all.  And it made him feel good.  Of course, he wasn’t so sure about the time he always spent up on his perch in the corner.  But still, the compliment was more than welcomed.

	Mel was about to start eating, but she saw him standing there, watching her.  “Don’t you have something else to do?” she asked. 

	Chad was a bit crestfallen that she should send him away, but he quickly realized that he shouldn’t feel like that at all.  Nobody would want their maid standing there watching them eat breakfast in bed.  Nobody!  He was her maid!  He was… her sissy.  For now anyway.  He curtseyed and headed back out toward the kitchen. 

	“Get your own breakfast started!” Mel called after him.  “I’ll feed you when I’m done here.”

	Make his own breakfast!  A breakfast of baby cereal… eaten like a baby… while sitting in his highchair.  The very thought of how humiliating it was sent a sexual thrill through his body – even though he wasn’t looking forward to eating yet another bowl of that lousy tasting cereal.  But today was the last day.  Today was the last time he would ever have to eat the baby cereal again… unless he wanted to.  He was looking forward to it coming to an end… and he wasn’t.  

	 


Chapter 62 (Thursday – week 9 Part 2 of 5)

	It was fifteen minutes later when Mel came out of her bedroom, an empty coffee cup in her hand.  “How much longer do you have?” she asked as she headed straight for the coffee pot, knowing that he would know what she was asking about.

	Chad curtseyed.  “I already changed my diaper once this morning… with two minutes of reward time,” he replied… for which, he got a rather skeptical look from Mel.  “And now I’ve still got… he glanced at the clock, forty-three minutes where I can still gain more reward time.”  Curtsey.

	“So you’ve got about an hour before that thing absolutely has to be leaking,” she stated more than asked.

	Curtsey.  “Yes Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	“Good.  Get up in your highchair now and let’s get you fixed up.”

	A minute later, he was up in his highchair with the tray effectively trapping him in place.  Since his arms were free, he knew he could get out of the thing if he had to, but he knew just as well that he wouldn’t.  He waited as Mel tied a large baby bib around his neck and finally brought the baby cereal he had cooked himself over to his tray, along with two more baby bottles.  Today would be the last day he would have to eat his breakfast like this.  The last day he would have to eat anything like this.  Mel had kept him on a baby food only diet for the last week.  Well, mostly anyway.  There had been a few times when he had been allowed normal food, but it had only happened a very few times.  But by tomorrow… it would all be over.  Normal, regular, adult food from now on!  He was very much looking forward to it… and he knew that just as much, he was going to miss the humiliation of what he had to do now. 

	Mel leaned back against the counter with her coffee as she so often did while he ate his breakfast.  He really was a sight sitting there… in an overgrown highchair, dressed as her maid, wearing a baby bib, and eating baby food like a toddler.  It was the picture of… stupid!  And yet she loved every bit of it.  Okay, his maid’s dress clashed more than a bit with the baby theme, but with the big bib in place she didn’t notice the dress so much.  Either way, he still looked a sight.  And she knew she was going to miss it… unless she won.

	“So we’re down to the end now,” she said as he carefully shoveled another miniscule bit of the baby cereal into his mouth with that tiny baby spoon held in his left fist.  “This is your last day.  I guess, tomorrow we’ll see what we will see.”

	Chad stopped eating.  He nodded thoughtfully before lisping in his silly voice, “Yeah, tomorrow we’ll see.”

	“Do you still think you can win?” Mel asked.

	Chad thought about that for a moment before deciding, “Yeah.  I still do.  I’m sorry, Mistress, but it just can’t be done!”

	Mel smiled.  “And I think it can!” she replied, although in her mind she really wasn’t as sure as she sounded. 

	“I guess… we’ll see,” he replied.

	Mel nodded.  “Yeah.  Tomorrow.”

	“Tomorrow,” Chad agreed.  “I’m pretty sure that by tomorrow afternoon sometime, it should all be over with.”

	“Except that all the ladies are insisting on judging it for themselves on Saturday.  We’re going to have to go through that.”

	“I know.  But by then, it should all be a moot point.”

	“You sound so sure of yourself,” she noted, growing more concerned in the back of her mind.  Did he know something she didn’t?  Had he been secretly been able to work on his control in some way that she didn’t know about?

	His reply was a moment later coming than it should have been.  “I… am,” he replied.

	But Mel’s trained ear had caught the tiny bit of uncertainty in his voice.  And it was that tiny bit of uncertainty that gave her a little bit of hope.  She pounced on it.  “But you’re not sure!”

	Sheepishly, Chad was forced to admit.  “I…  Maybe,” he finally conceded.

	Something inside of Mel gave a big sigh of relief.

	Since it was his last day, Mel decided to have him “help” her with her morning bath again… one of the big pleasures she had discovered about him, and one that she hadn’t made nearly as much use of as she should have.  Once again she had him remove his maid’s dress so it wouldn’t get wet.  Then she blindfolded him again with the same scarf she had used on him last night in bed.  The scarf still smelled a bit from her sexual exercise last night, but she didn’t mind that aspect of it at all.  She briefly wondered what he thought of it, but she didn’t bother to ask. 

	Once again, she let him use his talented hands to roam and “wash” her body… all over.  But oddly, as much as she tried to enjoy it, she couldn’t.  And it wasn’t anything at all that he was doing wrong.  He was doing everything right, but she simply couldn’t ‘get into it.’  She tried to force herself to relax as his marvelous hands worked over her breasts.  But her mind was too preoccupied instead with worrying about him winning the bet and what she could possibly do to prevent that.  The result was that she was getting no pleasure at all out of her bath. 

	Finally, frustrated with herself, she knocked his hands away.  “That’s enough Sissy!” she said with more sternness than she had intended.  She stood up and grabbed her towel herself instead of letting him get it for her. She saw his hands groping to find it.  “Don’t bother Sissy, I’ve got it already,” she told him. 

	Chad wondered what he had done wrong.  Was she mad at him about something?  He had no clue.  All he knew was that things seemed to be going just fine… and all of a sudden now, they weren’t!

	“Move!” Mel ordered, again more sternly than she intended.

	Still on his knees and blind, Chad scrambled backwards.  He heard Mel getting out of the tub and felt a few drops of water land on him.  He dared ask.  “Did I do something wrong Mistress?”

	Mel heard the worry in his voice.  And it wasn’t really him that was the problem… well, ultimately it was him, but for this, he wasn’t really to blame at all.  She was simply too worried that he might somehow win their bet.  “No Sissy.  There’s no problem.”  She quickly dried herself off then wrapped herself in her robe.  More forcefully than she probably should have, she ripped the blindfold from his head.  “Get yourself another bottle,” she ordered.  “Don’t let me catch you today without one in your mouth!”  Knowing she was behaving badly, she walked out to get dressed. 

	But was she behaving badly?  He was a sissy!  She was supposed to be the dominant one who always ordered him around and was perpetually cruel to him.  Was there any such thing as behaving badly… for her?  And yet, she knew her attitude hadn’t been right.  Yes, she was trying to drop little hints once in a while to let him know that she did appreciate what he did for her, but she wasn’t supposed to be all nicey-nice all the time!  Especially not to him! 

	So why was she worried about it?

	Chad rubbed his head where the scarf had been tied around him.  He picked the smelly thing up from the floor as he stood up and carried it over to the laundry hamper and dropped it in.  Instead of heading straight out to get his baby bottle, he took the time to get redressed first.  Without realizing it, he no longer felt all that interested in going to get his bottle right away and start drinking again. 

	He didn’t know what had happened with Mel.  Things had been going so well today.  Then all of a sudden she seemed to change – right in the middle of her bath no less!  Had he done something wrong?  He must have!  Yet she said he didn’t!  There was just no figuring it out.

	He wandered out to the kitchen and found his latest bottle and put it to his mouth.  He sucked on it automatically as he glanced around the kitchen and thought about where he should start to clean everything up – not that there was much to do.  He did remember that Mel’s breakfast dishes were still in her room. 

	His bottle emptied and he removed it from his mouth.  He started to walk toward the refrigerator to get another one, when he stopped himself.  Why was he so worried about gaining any “reward” time today?  Why bother?  Today was his last day of servitude – the last day he had to worry about anything.  And it was also the last day all his “correct” sexual equipment would be locked up.  Tomorrow he would be free!  Tomorrow everything on him would be free – including that locked up sexual equipment.  Tomorrow, he would be free to play with himself to his heart’s content!  So what if he didn’t gain any reward time today?  Tomorrow he could have all the sexual release he wanted – all day long if he wanted! 

	He just had to make sure he didn’t get punished today.  And some diapers could be miserably stubborn.  Just thinking about Mel’s stick hitting his tender backside over and over again sent a brief chill through his spine.  No, he didn’t need to worry about gaining any reward time today… but he did need to worry about getting punished.  He didn’t want that at all!  Once again, remembering how stubborn some of his diapers could be, he continued on toward the refrigerator where he grabbed another baby bottle of her lousy tea and automatically stuck it in his mouth. 

	But reward time – why bother?

	With only her light robe still wrapped around her, Mel stared into her closet.  What should she wear today?  She wanted to just get dressed in a comfortable top and a pair of shorts, but unfortunately they had things to do today… places to be… chores that would, unfortunately, have to be done.  And while none of it required her to dress up, she still didn’t want to go out of the house not looking presentable.  Sissy of course, was a different matter. 

	But they wouldn’t be leaving until this afternoon and she had the whole morning ahead of her.  The whole morning to… do what… work with Sissy to make sure he became incontinent?  It was a little late for that now.  Besides, what more could she do with him than what she was doing already? 

	Knowing that she wouldn’t be going out just yet, she grabbed a comfortable top from her closet and opted for a pair of shorts from her dresser.  She would change later… if she wanted to.  Once dressed, she quickly pulled her hair back and headed out to see what Sissy was doing.  She found him still in the kitchen cleaning up.  But the one thing she wanted to see, she didn’t.  She didn’t see his baby bottle in his mouth.  Yes, he was working at the sink with both hands and the bottle in question was resting on the counter nearby.  And yes, it looked like he had a valid reason for not drinking just then, but for some reason she was more afraid today to not see that bottle in his mouth.  “Are you drinking enough?” she asked, a touch of worry in her voice.

	Chad pulled his hands out of the water and took a step back before curtseying.  “Yes Mistress.  Plenty.”  Curtsey. 

	“I hope so,” Mel replied.  She hesitated a split second before her next words left her mouth.  “I want to see you gain all the reward time you can again.”

	All the reward time?  But today, Chad could have cared less about any reward time he might gain.  But what could he say?  He curtseyed.  “Thank you, Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	Mel only nodded and looked between his bottle on the counter and the few dishes that still remained to be done.  “Go ahead and finish up Sissy,” she said.  Then more forcefully, “And finish that bottle too!”

	Chad quickly curtseyed and replied, “Yes Mistress.”  Then before she could get away he asked, “Can I get the breakfast dishes from your room now?”  Curtsey.

	Mel merely waved her hand as she turned away.  “Of course.”

	Chad quickly turned the water off at the sink and hurried off toward her bedroom… all without touching his baby bottle.

	“You better not be late getting that diaper to leak!” Mel called after him as she realized his bottle was still sitting on the counter untouched.

	Chad wasn’t exactly ignoring her, he just chose not to bother stopping to curtsey and reply that he understood.  A minute later, he was carrying her breakfast tray out of her bedroom and back toward the kitchen.  He saw Mel watching him intently as she picked her laptop up off of her desk.  Once the tray was out of his hands, he did pause to pick up his bottle to take a swig.  Mel did have a point, he had a feeling he didn’t want to find out how badly she could punish him if his diaper didn’t leak on time.  And the mood she suddenly seemed to be in today worried him. 

	Mel tried to look over some of her work, but she was having a hard time concentrating.  Exasperated, she gave up – temporarily.  She set her laptop aside and got up from her couch where she had stretched out a bit.  They had things to do this afternoon, and one of those things required her to phone ahead to set up.  She grabbed her phone and headed to the bedroom.  Her eyes automatically checked on Sissy.  He was currently in the laundry area with a fairly fresh bottle in his mouth… while his other hand was sorting through clothes before putting them into the washing machine.

	Her bedroom looked a bit different than when she was in there to get dressed.  Sissy had been though a few minutes earlier and her bed was beautifully made – neat as a pin.  Everything looked picked up and dusted.  Perfect!  She could have closed the door to make sure he wouldn’t hear her conversation, but it was a subject that really didn’t matter that much.  She was fairly sure he wouldn’t be able to hear her anyway.  She dialed the number, spoke to one person, had to wait a fairly long time to speak to someone else, then finally relayed what she wanted.  She had to go through it again so that the person fully understood what she wanted, then she was turned back over to the first person she had talked with to relay more information.  All in all, what should have taken about two minutes, took nearly ten!  But in the end, there were no problems.  Good!  One thing down.  Lots more to go.

	She headed back out to the living room.  Sissy was still holding his bottle to his mouth with one hand while he now poured detergent into the washer with his other hand.  “Do you have enough bottles to get through the day?” she asked.

	Chad turned at the question.  He had to consider it a bit before answering.  After a moment, he curtseyed.  “I think so,” he replied.  “It should be close enough.”  Curtsey… bottle back in the mouth.

	Mel shook her head.  “Close is not good enough!”  She headed straight for the kitchen.  She needed something to do and making more tea for him would fill that bill nicely.

	It wasn’t until she was pouring the hot green tea from her big pot into a pitcher that Sissy finally came hurrying into the kitchen to tell her he was leaking.  She immediately glanced at the clock and noticed that he had missed getting any reward time by four full minutes.  “You’re not drinking enough!” she declared with a hint of anger in her voice.  “I want you to get all the reward time you can today!”

	But Chad knew that what she really wanted was to make sure he kept wetting so much that he would have no chance of controlling himself.  He curtseyed, “Yes Mistress.  Thank you Mistress.”  Curtsey.

	“Excuse me Robin.”

	Startled, Robin turned quickly at the unexpected interruption.  Geez!  She had been working so hard on a few updates that needed to be done that she hadn’t heard anyone approaching!  “Ray!” she exclaimed.  “You scared me a bit.” 

	Ray immediately brought out his “charming” smile.  “Sorry.  I just…”

	But Robin was too worried about him asking more about Chad and his bet.  She quickly raised her hand to stop him from saying anything else.  “If you’re here to ask about Chad and his bet again, then don’t bother.  I can’t tell you anything!”

	The smile on Ray’s face was far more genuine this time.  “I am… sort of.  Actually, I have a favor to ask.”

	“But I can’t tell you anything!” Robin insisted.

	“I didn’t ask anything yet,” Ray replied, still with that broad smile of his.

	Robin backed off.  “What is it?” she asked… warily.

	“Do you by chance know Mel’s friend Gloria?”

	“Gloria?”  Robin was very surprised at that question.  “Sure.  We’ve talked a few times.”

	“Can you pass on something to her for me?”

	“Why can’t you just call her yourself?”

	“I have my reasons.”

	Robin wasn’t sure, but she thought she saw a touch of something… mischievous... in his face.  Tentatively, she said, “I guess it depends on what it is.”

	“Just call her and tell her that I was here asking about Chad and his bet with Mel again.  That’s all.”

	Robin was totally confused.  “So are you asking now?”

	Ray considered that.  “No, not really… unless you want to tell me anything.”

	“No!  I don’t know anything!” Robin insisted, a little too quickly.

	Ray realized that Robin probably did know more than she was telling… or willing to tell, but he just let it drop.  “So can you pass on that information for me?  I can give you her number if you need it.”

	But none of it was making any sense yet to Robin.  “No, I’ve got her phone number.  I can call her, but I don’t understand.  You want me to tell her you’re asking about the bet… but you’re not asking?  Ray, that makes no sense!”

	Ray’s “charming” smile was immediately back again.  “It does to me.  And I think it will to Gloria too.”

	“So are you going to explain it to me?”

	Ray acted like he was considering it, when actually he was doing nothing of the sort.  “Ummm…  No.”  With a flash of an even broader smile, he walked away.

	Robin was left staring at the empty entrance to her cubicle while she tried to make sense of it.  But she couldn’t!  So she immediately picked up her phone and called Gloria’s number… and left a message for Gloria to call her back as soon as possible.

	 


Chapter 62 (Thursday – week 9 Part 3 of 5)

	“You’re not drinking again!” Mel yelled from the couch where she was once again failing to concentrate on any of the “work” she had wanted to do.  She had just glanced up at him as he worked on the laundry and noticed the bottle wasn’t in his mouth.

	Chad wasn’t exactly surprised, but he was a bit perturbed.  He curtseyed.  “But I need both hands to pull the clothes out of the washer.”  Curtsey.

	“I don’t care!” Mel shot back.  “Keep drinking!”

	Chad curtseyed and put the bottle back in his mouth.  Geez Mel was in a mood today.  She wasn’t letting up on him one little bit!  He hadn’t been exactly worried about running out of bottles earlier, and now there was no chance at all that he could possibly run out – compliments of Mel.  Not that running out would be a problem anyway.  He could always fill some with water.  But Mel preferred him to drink her lousy green tea – tea that he knew would keep him peeing like crazy!  Which he pretty much was doing anyway, even though he rarely ever felt himself doing it anymore. 

	His diapers continually kept getting wetter and wetter without him having the fun of feeling himself wetting them.  Having no chance to even try to hold back because he had to remain so focused on getting his diapers to leak on time, his body now dribbled the pee almost continually.  Yes, he was wetting himself – constantly.  But it was just in such small amounts that he could no longer could feel himself doing it. 

	And one thing was for sure, Mel wasn’t slacking off one little bit today!

	“Hi Robin.  It’s Gloria.  You called?”

	“Oh yes!  Hi Gloria.”

	“Are you still going to be able to judge Mel and Chad’s little bet on Saturday?” Gloria asked immediately.

	“Um…  Yes, of course,” Robin replied.  She should have realized that Gloria would immediately think that judging the bet was the reason she had called in the first place.

	“Oh.  Then what’s up?”

	“Um…  The strangest thing happened here a little while ago, and I can’t make heads or tails of it.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Ray was here again!”

	“Ray!” Gloria’s voice suddenly held a bit of an edge.  “Was he asking about Mel’s money or their bet again?”

	“Well, that’s just it!  He asked me to call you for him… and tell you that he was here asking about it… but he didn’t ask about it!  He just wanted me to tell you he was asking about it.  And it makes no sense at all!”

	The phone in Robin’s hand was silent for a few moments.  Robin was about to ask if Gloria was still there when she heard sound erupting from the ear piece.  Surprised, she pulled the phone away from her ear to stare at the thing… as she continued to listen to the sound of Gloria’s laughter.

	Nine minutes!  He had nine minutes of reward time now… and he wasn’t even trying.  Not only that, he had missed gaining any from one of his diapers earlier that morning.  And today he couldn’t care less about gaining the “reward” time.  The problem was Mel.  She had been hounding him all morning to keep drinking.  More… more… more!  She never let up.  It was almost as if she was panicked over it somehow.  So what choice did he have, he had to keep drinking.  And consequently… peeing.

	“Pull your legs up,” Mel said as she waited with the open jar of suppositories. 

	Ugh!  This was the part he hated the most.  The damn suppositories!  Why did she have to keep shoving them up him?  Why?  At least today would be the last day.  Today would be the end of it all. 

	As he pulled his legs up, widely exposing his backside so she could shove her finger… along with the miserable little pill… up inside of him, he wondered if she would put another one up there again tonight.  She had been doing it for so long now that there was probably enough of those things still left in him that he wouldn’t be able to control himself for a week!  At least she didn’t have anything like that to use on his peeing.  Oh!  Yes she did!  All the damn bottles she made him drink.  Way too many!  Way, way too many!  But what choice did he have? 

	But tomorrow…  Tomorrow it would all be over with and he would be free to regain all his control.  His peeing he was pretty sure he could get back quickly.  Probably in just a few hours.  But with all that glycerin still up inside of him, that part might take a bit longer.  Fortunately, that was only part of the equation.  She had to make him totally incontinent.  So his peeing was going to be the biggest factor.  And fortunately, it was also the one thing he was sure he could manage to regain – fast!

	“Okay, put your legs down,” Mel told him. 

	He lowered his legs and enjoyed the sensation of having someone else diaper him – just like a helpless baby.  He didn’t often take the time to appreciate the act.  Only now when it was all about to be over with did it sink in how nice a thing it was.  The stuff of fantasies.  But then, he was living a dream right now.  But it was a dream that was about to end.

	He felt her pulling the diaper tight and taping it firmly in place. 

	“All done Sissy,” she said.  “Now get back up on your perch while I finish my lunch.”

	Chad could have done without that part.  Yet, being banished to his perch in the corner still held some sexual excitement for him as well.  It too was a part of the fantasy dream that was now ending.  And it too would be something he would miss when it was all over.

	Robin poked her head around the entrance to Ray’s office.  “Excuse me Ray,” she said rather musically.  It was all she could do to keep a straight face, let alone the stern expression that Gloria had asked her to use.

	“What is it, Robin?” Ray asked rather expectantly.

	Robin did her best to sound stern, but she was still having too much trouble not cracking up.  “I have a message to pass on from Gloria.  She said to tell you, don’t forget Saturday night, and she still expects a very expensive dinner and you better not forget that she wants to go dancing too.”

	Ray smiled.  “You can tell her for me that I won’t forget.”

	“And she said you better look really good Saturday because she’s buying a new dress just for the occasion!”  Robin couldn’t contain her laugher any longer and broke out in giggles.

	“Tell her that…”

	“You can tell her yourself!” Robin interrupted, still giggling.  “I’m out of it now!”  She left him then to go back to her desk.  But all she could think about was what she was going to tell all the girls in the break room!

	Mel stood back against the counter as she so often did and watched him eating his baby-food lunch.  So funny.  So… strange!

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”  Unbidden, the words came once again to her mind.  And inwardly, she shuddered.  Such wonderful words.  Such a wonderful sentiment.  And… he had done just that.  He had backed up his words with his actions.  Amazingly.  And yet… yet… when it was all over… he still hadn’t said that he loved her.  He still hadn’t used the word… “love.”  And most of all, he still hadn’t said that he wanted to stay with her… to do her bidding… no matter how the bet came out. 

	And yet… and yet… he had said those beautiful words, and he had backed them up with what he had done!  Was she reading too much into it?  Was she making a mistake?  She didn’t know.

	She watched as he put down his spoon and picked up the second of the two baby bottles she had placed on his tray.  He had managed to finish his lunch without spilling any again and with only a small spot of something orange – whatever it was – on his cheek.  How had it gotten that far from his mouth?  She remembered the days, not too long ago, when he had spilled more with that ridiculous little spoon than he managed to get into his mouth.  But practice and time had prevailed and he now usually managed to get most of what he was supposed to eat – actually into his mouth.  Fortunately, the sight alone of him having to eat that way… like an infant… was enough for her.  He was… hilarious! 

	She sipped her coffee slowly, while he sucked furiously from his bottle.  Her eyes, and his eyes, met.  They watched each other constantly.  Neither of them looked away.  As if… as if they were locked into some greater battle together and neither of them was willing to look away first.  Competitors!  And Mel knew that that in itself was one of the difficult parts about this bet.  The fact that, despite what everyone would think, neither of them wanted to lose.  On the surface, someone might think that because he was so submissive, Chad would just give in and decide to lose – purposely.  But the truth was that he wasn’t the type to give in at all that way.  As submissive as he was, he was still stubborn and he liked to win!  There would be no help for her from that angle at all.  Unfortunately.

	And she figured a lot of his determination stemmed from the fact that he wanted some things in his life that he wasn’t willing to live without – at least it seemed he didn’t want to live without them for very long.  They were things that he didn’t know she knew about him.  Things she dared not let him know that she knew because of the way she had found out.  Three important puzzles that she had still not figured out how to solve – self-respect, friends, and a life.  Her mind briefly puzzled over each of them again, but she got no closer to the answer at all.  Every one of them seemed to conflict with his sissy personality.  How could he want those things so badly… and yet want to be a sissy too?  It didn’t make sense.  But somehow, it did to him.  Self-respect, friends, and a life – versus – being a sissy. 

	And last night he had whispered those beautiful words… “I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”  And now she herself was confused.  Not to mention that she still wasn’t sure that what she intended to do with him – demote him to a life of servitude and humiliation, was right.

	Too many puzzles.  Too many things she couldn’t figure out.  And no time left to find the answers.  People always said women were hard to figure out.  Women weren’t hard at all.  Try figuring out a sissy!

	The sound of his bottle emptying broke the connection between them, restoring everything back to normal… or as normal as things were for them.  She set her coffee cup down and grabbed a paper towel.  She wet it slightly before taking it to him and wiping the orange mess off his face.  “How did you ever get your food so far from your mouth?” she chided.

	Chad said nothing.  He knew she was only teasing.  Having to eat the way he did, there was no telling where some of the food might wind up.  With his face and hands clean, she finally removed his bib and freed him from the chair.  As he slid down, the pressure forced his one wet diaper up harder between his legs.  He was forced to take notice of how wet it was… already.  He took further stock of his diaper as he stood on his feet.  One thing that this bet had taught him, was to be able to feel just how wet his diaper was while wearing it.  Too much practice!  Way too much! 

	Mel grabbed another bottle from her refrigerator and handed it to him.  “Clean up the kitchen now Sissy while I get changed.  We’ve got a lot of errands to run this afternoon.  And you better do it all with that bottle in your mouth!”

	Errands?  What errands could they possibly need to run today?  And how was he supposed to wash dishes while using one hand to hold his bottle in his mouth?  Dumb!  He smiled as he curtseyed.  “Yes Mistress.”  Curtsey.  The bottle went into his mouth… and came right back out again as soon as she left the kitchen and was out of sight. 

	What errands?

	Chad had just finishing the dishes when Mel came back into the kitchen wearing jeans and a pair of sneakers.  He could tell though that she had added a bit of makeup and her hair now hung loose instead of being bound behind her head.  She looked… really good, not to mention sexy, despite the fact that she was obviously dressing a bit down for wherever they were going. 

	Mel first checked how much tea was left in the bottle he was drinking.  “Why isn’t that bottle done yet?” she asked.

	Her question caught him off guard.  Curtsey.  “I haven’t had time,” he replied honestly, somewhat surprised at her question.  Curtsey.  The fact that he hadn’t bothered constantly drinking from it while he had done the dishes didn’t even enter his mind.

	“Well, hurry up!” Mel ordered rather impatiently.

	Instead of answering, Chad began drinking again while she practically glared at him.  What was up with her today?  It took him less than two minutes to finish the bottle.  After which, Mel went directly to the refrigerator and pulled out another one and actually waited until she saw him put it to his mouth and start drinking again.  Then she went back to the refrigerator and grabbed more bottles, handing one to Sissy while she held another four in her own hands. 

	“Let’s go Sissy,” she said.  “We have things to do today.”

	Chad followed her out to the living room where she took the extra bottle from him and personally stuck it, along with the ones from her hands, into his diaper bag.  Chad was only glad that she wasn’t packing any baby food in there today… so at least they would be home by dinner time.  Hopefully.

	Without saying anything else, Mel led them out the door.  Chad followed carrying his purse and his diaper bag… while still acting like he was drinking from his baby bottle.  She led them, not down to her car, but straight to his apartment where she waited next to the door until he unlocked it.  As she had done the day before she headed straight for his bedroom while he was still setting his things down on the floor.  He quickly began to worry about what she planned for him to wear. 

	By the time he got to the bedroom – baby bottle again in his mouth, she was already staring at the clothes in his closet… but not all the clothes.  The only place she was staring at was the area where he kept all his silly sissy dresses. 

	“Now… what will it be today?” she mused out loud.  Actually, she knew exactly which dress she was going to put him in today, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t have a little fun playing with him first.  She quickly pounced on his pink sissy dress with all the ruffles – the one they had taken to the cleaner’s yesterday.  She pulled it out and held it up as she announced, “This…”  then she went right back to his closet with her other hand and grabbed his more babyish pink and white dress and held that out as well.  “Or this!”  Then she turned toward him, holding both sissy dresses out, as if she expected him to give her an answer.  She thought she saw his face turn a little “green,” but it was hard to tell with the baby bottle blocking much of it. 

	Chad gasped despite the bottle in his mouth.  Both dresses were an absolute nightmare!  Yesterday had been bad enough when he had worn his blue sissy dress all over the mall, and now it looked like today she was going to subject him to another day of total humiliation.  She was still staring at him as if she expected an answer.  Was he supposed to choose?  As much as he hated it, his arm shakily rose and he pointed at the sissy dress with all the annoying ruffles.  He chose that one only because the other dress would leave his diapers totally on display – all the time!  And that thought alone made it much, much worse!

	Mel smiled as she held the more babyish dress, the dress he hadn’t chosen, out in front of her.  “Good choice,” she said happily.  Then she proceeded to put the ruffled dress, the dress that Chad had chosen, back in the closet again.  “I’m so glad you picked this one,” she said happily as she brought the dress over toward him.

	Chad went weak in the knees as he realized that she actually seemed to be planning on taking him out somewhere in that dress.  His eyes pleaded with her.  His mouth gaped open a bit.  And his teeth bit down a little too much on the bottle nipple in his mouth, causing some of the tea to squirt out when he wasn’t prepared for it – resulting in it dripping out past his lips to run down his chin.

	Mel laughed.  “Oh how perfect!  You’re already getting into the baby spirit,” she exclaimed.  “I can see that you can’t wait!”

	Can’t wait?  Chad wanted to run!  But there was no place to run to.  He quickly pulled the bottle out of his mouth and wiped the slobber from his chin with his arm.  This was not going to be an easy day!  And just thinking about what horrors it could possibly bring sent a wave a sexual excitement though him, enough that he could almost feel something sliding in and out of his backside.

	Mel pulled the zipper down on his maid’s dress for him, exposing his totally soaked diaper underneath.  She watched that diaper carefully as he continued to “slowly” get undressed.  The thing sure looked like it could start leaking at any moment.  She glanced at the time.  It was a little early yet, but it was starting to get into the time range when he could possibly start leaking soon.  But she said nothing about it.  A few seconds later, she was pulling the babyish pink creation over his head and pulling it down into place. 

	Chad was so worried about going out in that dress, that as soon as it was fastened, he felt himself peeing a little bit from his nervousness.  A very pleasant sensation, but as usual, all too brief.  A few minutes later, he was also wearing a pair of frilly socks and his pink high-heeled shoes to go with the dress.  He felt… silly.  He felt… nervous.  He felt… scared.  He felt… totally sexually alive!  So many nervous emotions, all coursing through him at the same time.

	“Don’t forget your pacifier… baby,” Mel teased as she walked out toward the door. 

	Chad followed her out of the bedroom… somewhat reluctantly, his nervousness growing with every step he took.  Knowing he would have to, he transferred his wallet and keys from his nice purse – his big purse – to his tiny silly sissy purse that was meant for a child.  He plucked the pacifier out that was already in there from yesterday to show her.

	“Leave it in your purse for now,” Mel said.  “I want to see you drinking from your bottle instead.”  She waited as he stuck the bottle to his mouth with one hand, then threw his diaper bag over his shoulder with his other hand, and then grabbed his tiny silly purse with that same hand.  With a broad smile, she opened the door.

	As he took his first nervous step towards the outside, Chad felt himself peeing yet again.  His stomach was doing flip-flops as he stepped out into the broad daylight.  He was so nervous about being seen in that dress that…  Uh oh!  “Mistress!” he called quickly, stopping right where he was.  He saw Mel turn back toward him from the top of the stairs where she had just started descending.  “I’m leaking!”

	Mel had known he was very close.  She had just figured that she would be changing him at their first stop.  Although how she was going to actually manage that, she didn’t have a clue.  She supposed that it was better that he was leaking now instead of later.  Besides, he might have started leaking in her car just as easily, and that wouldn’t have been exactly good.  She nodded towards him.  “Let’s go back inside and you can change there.”

	Chad was grateful.  Not only for the chance to change his diaper, but also for the short reprieve before he had to go out wearing the horribly embarrassing dress he had on.

	“And you’ve just gained yourself another four minutes of reward time,” Mel declared happily.

	Great!  The one day he didn’t really care about getting any reward time was turning out to be the one day it was piling up faster than ever!  Instead of Mel helping him change, she just stood nearby and watched as he changed his own diaper.  At least the dress he was wearing didn’t get in the way too much.  It couldn’t!  It was too short!  Five minutes later, baby bottle back in his mouth and his embarrassing diaper fully on display – below an even more embarrassing dress – he was putting his diaper bag in the back seat of Mel’s car and climbing into the front seat.  He wanted to ask where they were going, but he figured he’d find out soon enough.  Too soon!

	 


Chapter 62 (Thursday – week 9 Part 4 of 5)

	The phone call Mel had made earlier that day was to the nail salon.  She had changed their appointment from Friday evening to today.  Actually, they told her to just come in anytime since they would be coming in the early afternoon when the salon wasn’t so busy. 

	When they arrived, Chad was a little surprised to find out where they were.  Why was she having his nails done again today?  Was she trying to humiliate him even more for the final few hours remaining?  Was she going to have them spell out “Sissy” on his nails once again for his last day?  That’s what it seemed like.  Dressed as he was, he now realized that Mel was going to make his last day as memorable as possible.  So what new horror did she have planned for his nails this time? 

	He was mildly surprised however when Mel didn’t get out of the car right away.  He turned and saw her looking at him.

	“I’ll wait till you finish that bottle before we go in,” she told him.  “Then you can just keep your pacifier in your mouth till we get out of there.”

	Chad wasn’t sure what would have been worse, drinking from his bottle or having his pacifier in his mouth the whole time.  He finally decided the pacifier would be worse.  It would be in his mouth the entire time he was in there, whereas with the bottle, he would have to put it down while they worked on his hands. 

	As he finished the last half of the bottle in his mouth, he reflected on how humiliating it was going to be for him to get out of the car dressed as he was.  For the last two months, it seemed like every single day had brought increasing levels of humiliation.  And now, this was quickly starting to look like it could be the worst day yet!  He had endured an incredible amount in the last two months.  Could he endure getting out of the car dressed as he was as well? Yes, he had done it before in what he had on, but that didn’t make it any easier at all.  Yet he knew he would do it again… just as he had done everything else Mel had made him do. 

	His bottle finally emptied, but his hand was slow to put it down.  Both hands were even slower as he opened his silly little purse and fished out his pacifier.  The silly thing went into his mouth easy enough, but looking up toward Mel to signify that he was ready was much harder.  This was going to be… embarrassing!  Getting out of the car in this dress – with his diaper fully on display… having to keep the pacifier in his mouth the whole time – was going to be major embarrassing!  And somewhere in the back of his mind, he wondered where they would be going after this… a thought he purposely tried not to think about.

	Chad was much slower getting out of the car than Mel was, only because he had to pause a moment to find the courage.  He left his diaper bag behind on the back seat.  He wouldn’t be needing it now anyway. 

	High heeled step after high heeled step, he followed Mel toward the door to the nail salon – and then inside with her.  The place wasn’t as busy as it usually was.  There was nobody in the waiting area, but as Chad looked around, he saw his usual nail tech working in the back on someone else’s hands.  Mel’s usual technician greeted them and Mel spoke to her for a moment before turning back to him.  “Looks like you’re going to have to wait here for a few minutes,” she told him.  “But your tech shouldn’t be too much longer.”

	Chad curtseyed, but didn’t say anything.  He took a seat in the waiting area as Mel followed her nail tech toward the back.  Sitting alone, he felt horribly and embarrassingly exposed since the waiting area was right in front of the large plate glass windows!  He felt like he was stuck in the window – on display.  He held his tiny purse in his lap, hoping that would be big enough to hide his already noticeably wet diaper.  It helped, but not by much.  His head didn’t turn much, but his eyes darted nervously back and forth, mostly looking out the large window that kept him on display to whoever might walk past.  He was so uncomfortable the whole time he sat there that he barely realized he was sucking nervously on his pacifier.

	He was so intent on worrying about who might see him through the large window, that he didn’t notice when the woman his nail tech had been working on came back to the front to pay her bill.  He didn’t notice her that is, until she let out a startled… “Oh my!”

	He turned his head quickly to see who had said it.  His face turned a bit redder as he saw the woman staring at him as if she was trying vainly to make sense of him… of which, he knew she probably couldn’t.

	“Goodness!” the woman exclaimed with a giggle.  “Don’t you look… precious.”  Then she giggled again. 

	Past the woman, Chad could see his usual nail tech looking on, trying to stifle her own laughter.  Slowly, Chad got to his feet.  Then he curtseyed and removed the pacifier from his mouth.  “Thank you,” he replied in his silly sissy voice before replacing his pacifier and curtseying again.”

	The woman broke out in a guffaw of laughter as she stared closer at the way he was dressed.  “I think someone has a wet diaper that needs changing!” she noted with some amusement.

	His face growing redder, Chad curtseyed again and removed his pacifier.  “It’s not too bad yet,” he replied before replacing his pacifier and curtseying again. 

	The woman only laughed harder.  Fortunately, she turned then and paid her bill.  Chad remained standing, knowing he would be going back in a moment to have his nails worked on.  The woman paid her bill and turned to go, but not before stopping to reach out and touch his dress, pulling on the hem of it just a bit so she could see it better.  “Absolutely precious!” she declared again before heading toward the door. 

	Even though her back was to him as she walked out, Chad curtseyed one more time, although he didn’t bother removing his pacifier or saying anything.

	“Ready?” his nail tech asked from behind the counter.

	Chad was more than ready.  At least heading toward the back he wouldn’t be quite so on-display as he was now.  He did note that not only was his nail tech giggling as he followed her back to one of the large chairs, but so was every other woman in the place – including Mel!  He was glad to finally sit down so his diaper wouldn’t be quite so visible.  However, after he sat down and his nail tech started to remove his shoes and socks for him, he realized that she would be looking almost straight at his wet diaper the entire time she was working on his feet.  As far as he could see, there was no way she couldn’t look at it – not to mention how wet it was slowly getting.  And he did see her glancing up at it – frequently as she started working on his toenails.  He said nothing though.  What could he say?  Besides, it was easier to remain silent with the pacifier in his mouth.

	He was long accustomed to having the nail polish removed from his toes first.  It was only routine.  What he wasn’t prepared for was after she removed the pale pink color, she immediately put his shoes and socks back on his feet and buckled the shoes in place – without putting any polish on his toes again.  He was so surprised that he asked without removing his pacifier, “No polish?”

	“Not today,” his tech replied.  “Mel tell me earlier, no polish today.  Just take off.”

	No polish!  And today was his last day!  Mel was letting him off easy after all!  If you could call being out in public dressed as ridiculously as he was – easy.

	His fingernails were next.  The color went quickly, but after that, the remaining length was cut back –  very short.  Chad figured that she cut them shorter than he usually did before the bet had started.  He thought that she was done then, but a minute later, she had him soaking his nails in a bowl of something that would loosen the glue from the acrylic nails that still topped his fingers.

	“Just let them soak,” his nail tech said.  “I be back later to check on you.”

	The wait was long and boring.  The only thing Chad really had to concentrate on was how wet his diaper was getting again – even though he knew it had a very long way to go before it would leak.  But when you don’t have much else to think about, little things like that can be big things.  The tech finally came back and began prying the acrylic nails off of his fingers.  It took a long time, but eventually, his real nails were exposed.  The tech took the time to clean and condition them and then she even buffed them a bit.  But she didn’t add any kind of polish or color to them at all.

	When she was done, Chad stared at his hands.  With no polish, they didn’t look very feminine anymore.  He thought that the short length of his nails made them look even worse.  Man hands!  Not lady hands.  He was surprised at how much he missed having his hands look “pretty.”  He knew it was going to take him a while to get used to them being “manly” again.  He was surprised at how much less feminine he suddenly felt.  No more pretty hands.  Mel had taken that away from him… and he already missed it.

	Mel was sitting alone in the waiting area when Chad came back to the front.  He looked – ridiculous.  Totally ridiculous!  In that darling little too-short dress, with his wet diaper on display, the sweet little ruffled socks on his feet with those pink high heeled shoes, the tiny little girl purse in his hand, and of course the pacifier in his mouth, there was simply no other way to describe him.  Ridiculous!  And she loved every little bit of it!

	He curtseyed for her, but he said nothing else to her as he turned to pay his bill before curtseying for the nail tech and thanking her… and curtseying again.  She watched it all silently.  She would have thought that he would look more elated to have the embarrassing nail polish removed from his fingers.  But oddly, he looked almost… disappointed.  Was he?  She led the way back out to the car where she immediately had him get another baby bottle to start working on. 

	“Are you glad to have your old nails back?” she asked as she drove out of the parking lot.

	His answer seemed to take a long time.  In fact, she was about to ask the question again when he finally answered.  “I’m not sure.”

	She looked at him quickly, then back at the road.  “You’re not sure?”

	“I think I miss my hands looking… pretty.”

	It wasn’t exactly the answer she was expecting, but it did bring a smile to her face.

	Now that they were back in the car and heading down the road, Chad began to worry all over again about where they were going next.  Yesterday she had kept him out in public at the mall for most of the day.  Where were they going now?  He knew she certainly wasn’t heading home.  Home was in the opposite direction!

	It was a fairly long drive to a part of the city that Chad wasn’t very familiar with.  He wasn’t aware of any malls or shopping centers where they were, but then he didn’t know the area that well.  Mel seemed to know where she was going though – naturally.  He was even more surprised when, instead of pulling into the parking lot of a store, she stopped at the gate of a large self-storage facility.  He watched as she punched a code into the box near the entrance and the gate in front of them opened and Mel drove through.

	Mel drove slowly back through the complex of garage doors, finally stopping in front of one of the larger doors.  Baby bottle still in his mouth, Chad saw her turn her head towards him, but she didn’t look particularly excited about anything.  If anything, the expression on her face looked more like something was bothering her instead.  His bottle emptied and the small noise brought a smile back to her face.  “Grab your pacifier,” she said, “and let’s go.”

	In the back of his mind, Chad suspected that this must be where she had taken all his male stuff… everything from his male life that she had totally denied him.  It only made sense that she would have to return it now… now that the bet was almost over.  There was nobody but Mel in sight, yet he still felt worried and embarrassed getting out of the car.  He watched as Mel walked over to one of the large doors and stuck a key into the padlock that held it secure.  The lock was opened and Mel grabbed the door handle and started lifting.  “Give me a hand,” she asked as the large door got only a few inches up.  Chad walked over and grabbed the handle with her and together they pulled the door completely open.  Inside, Chad saw a room stuffed to the gills with boxes and crates and furniture – most of it covered in blankets. 

	“I have three of these units,” Mel told him, referring to the storage room.  “This one was just… less full.”

	Chad looked around.  It certainly looked awfully full to him.  He wasn’t sure he wanted to see what her other rooms looked like.

	Mel walked back to the car where she opened up the trunk to her car as well as both back doors.  Then she came back to look over the boxes.  “This is all the furniture from my parent’s home… my old home,” she told him.  “The house I grew up in.  It’s everything I didn’t want to part with.”

	Chad tried to look closer at some of the furniture past the boxes, but he couldn’t see all that much since most of the furniture was covered.  Mel, on the other hand, ran her hand almost lovingly down the side of one of the large pieces near the entrance.  Chad couldn’t tell though what was under the heavy wrapping. 

	Mel suddenly backed away.  “Okay Sissy, let’s get your stuff into the car.”  She pointed at boxes and one by one, Chad loaded them into the car.  Most of the boxes he “sort-of” recognized as having been in his apartment when he moved in.  But a few of them were definitely new to him.  Most of the boxes were fairly heavy.  Some were large, some smaller.  But all of them were sealed shut with tape so he had no way of knowing what was in any of them. 

	By the time they finished, the trunk of her car was full and so was the back seat.  As he closed the rear doors to the car, Chad saw Mel back in the storage room again, looking at and touching more of the furniture that she hadn’t been able to reach while the boxes had been in the way.  When she turned back to the car, he couldn’t tell what she was thinking by the look on her face, but she wasn’t smiling. 

	She didn’t say a single word as she pulled down the big garage door and locked it again.  And then the only thing she said before getting back into the car was, “Get another bottle.”  And it was said rather flatly, without much kindness or enthusiasm.  She was silent again as she drove out of the storage facility, and silent for a while afterwards.  During the drive, Chad had no idea where they were going since she didn’t seem to be going home… or anywhere else that he knew.

	She was silent enough that he was a bit startled when she suddenly spoke.  “This is the area I used to live in.”  Before he had time to really look around and take stock of the area, she turned down another street.  “This was where I grew up,” she said.

	This time, Chad had more of a chance to look around.  The homes were all large – very large to him.  But as nice as the houses all looked, he got the impression that it was all… old.  Many of the trees were enormous, their large branches reaching out to shade the entire street.  But as old as the area appeared, one word still reached into his mind to describe it – wealth!  Not fantastic wealth, but wealth never-the-less.

	The car slowed.  Mel’s eyes weren’t even watching the road now.  Instead she was looking at one of the houses – one that wasn’t much different than any of the other houses around it.  “That’s where I lived,” she said, bringing the car almost to a stop. 

	Chad wanted to say something, but there was something about Mel’s mood that made him remain silent.  He wasn’t sure what he would have said anyway.  He stared at the house, totally unmindful of the baby bottle still in his mouth.  Like all the rest of the houses on the street, it was an old brick house – this one with four white columns at the entryway.  The driveway seemed to extend around to the back of the house.  The grounds appeared to be professionally landscaped and maintained.  It looked… nice… like the home of someone who was fairly well off.  At least that’s the impression that Chad got from it. 

	With a start, Mel turned her head away and stepped hard on the gas.  She needed to get away from here.  She needed to get back where she belonged… back where it was safe… back where – there weren’t so many memories and emotions to deal with.  She had simply needed to see it again.  Not for Chad, but for herself. 

	Chad sucked harder on his bottle as the neighborhood seemed to whiz by – faster than he knew was legal.  She had shown him the house she had grown up in.  Why?  And all that furniture… three storage rooms full of it – according to her.  Why?  She was being silent again and he wasn’t sure of her mood.  He stayed silent as well, leaving her alone with her thoughts.

	To Mel, the house had looked… cold.  Once it had been her life – her warm and welcoming place of sanctuary and love.  But now someone else owned it, and to her it now seemed barren and cold.  No longer welcoming.  No longer holding – love.  She shouldn’t have come.  She had simply wanted to see it… to remember it.  All the furniture in the storage room had brought back so many memories of home… and family… and love.  But the house no longer did.  It was all gone now.  All gone.

	She purposely didn’t say anything as she drove back toward her apartment.  She was only glad that Sissy didn’t say anything either.  It had been a mistake to go there, and she really didn’t need to have Sissy see it either. 

	The sound of his bottle sucking air brought her somewhat back to life.  She quickly looked over at him.  His bottle was empty again – as it probably should be.  She would have told him to grab another bottle right away, but all his other bottles were in the back seat inside his diaper bag.  Oh well, it wouldn’t be too much longer till they were home anyway.  “Put your pacifier back in your mouth till we can get you another bottle,” she instructed.  A quick glance back at him a moment later showed that he had done just that. 

	So funny.  Just the thought of him having to ride around, in public, with that stupid thing in his mouth – because she told him to do it, brought a bit of a sexual tingle back to her body, and a smile back to her lips.  And the way he was dressed now – in public – in that outrageously silly excuse for a dress!  Just thinking about it added fresh excitement for her as well, enough that by the time their apartment complex came into sight, her spirits were once again lifted and she was again feeling like her old self – good – and ornery!

	The only good thing about having to carry each and every box up to his apartment, was that his apartment was the closer to the stairway than Mel’s apartment.  But having to make trip after trip, dressed as he was, carrying only one box at a time, was rather nerve-wracking.  People drove by, either coming in or going out of the complex, and they all slowed down to watch him.  But then, most of them had seen him in some silly state before, so this probably wasn’t all that much different. 

	And half-way through carrying up the boxes, not only did he start leaking, but the darn suppository she had put up inside of him earlier went to work and he managed to mess his diaper as well.

	And Mel merely laughed!  

	 


Chapter 62 (Thursday – week 9 Part 5 of 5)

	Boring!  That’s the best description Chad had for being once again stuck up on his perch in the corner.  Boring!  The afternoon had pretty much flown by and after carrying his male stuff up from her car and stacking the boxes back in his apartment, he had been allowed to shower and then change back into his maid’s uniform.  And then Mel had requested that he make one more nice meal for her.  So he had.  And now he was once again stuck up on his perch – perched like a bird – in his corner.  Out of the way while she ate. 

	But now his mind had more time to remember all the boxes he had carried back into his apartment.  As empty as his apartment still was, it was now much fuller than before – only because of the boxes that he had carried up but hadn’t been allowed to open yet.  What was in them?  He tried to remember.  His mind played with remembering all his male pants, and shirts, and shoes, and socks, and underwear of course.  Were they all still wrapped up in Mel’s plastic wrap as they had been before they were removed from his closet?  And what about his old male wallet, which box was that in?

	He was looking forward to exploring all those boxes that now occupied a bit more of the empty floor space in his apartment.  It would be like Christmas! 

	His attention was suddenly grabbed by the sound of Mel walking out of the kitchen, coming up behind him.  His attention remained riveted on her as she came up close.

	“Dinner was good again,” she said. 

	Chad immediately felt a touch of pride.  It was only lately that she had been passing him these little complements.

	“But I barely tasted it,” she finished.

	Chad’s joy suddenly turned to worry.  What had he done wrong?

	“Not because you did anything wrong,” she said, “but because I was too preoccupied with thinking.”

	Chad immediately wondered what she could have been thinking about.  And obviously the dinner he had prepared wasn’t good enough to hold her attention.

	“Thinking about you!” she finished. 

	Me?  Chad’s interest focused even harder. 

	Mel paced back and forth behind him for a few moments.  “Okay!” she finally said rather emphatically.  “I admit it!  I’m worried about you possibly winning.  Okay?  As much as I still think I’m going to win… or maybe hope I’m going to win… I’m still worried about what’s going to happen if I lose… and you win instead.”  Her voice quieted a bit.  “I can’t stop thinking about it… and worrying about it.”

	Worrying?  Chad turned his head to ask…

	“Don’t you move!” she lashed.  “Get that face buried back in that corner!”

	Chad immediately stuck his face back into the corner – harder than before!  Obviously, this was one of those times when she didn’t want an answer.

	It was a while before Mel found her voice again, and the time in-between held only a deathly, desperate silence.  “Let’s face it,” she finally said, “I’m going to miss you – if you win!  I’m going to miss all the crazy, stupid, oddball, idiotic, and downright weird things about you.  Not to mention your cooking and cleaning.  And… I’m afraid I’m going to miss pushing you around… forcing you to do the most stupid and outrageous things I can think of… all for my own amusement.  Who would ever think that I would come to love doing something like that?  Strange… I guess.”

	Silently, and unmoving, Chad listened to her every word carefully.  She was going to miss him?  She was going to miss dominating him?  But the overall theme that he was hearing was that she seemed to be admitting that there was a really good chance she would lose.  And that alone should have made him feel good.  But there was something about the way she was saying it that made him feel sad instead… for her… or for him?

	Mel went from pacing to wandering around the room as her thoughts roamed over all the little things that were taxing her brain.  Again, it was a while before any words tumbled out of her mouth.  “I don’t know why,” she finally said.  “I have no idea how it ever happened.  But somehow I started linking you to all my dreams for the future.  And I know… that’s crazy!  It’s stupid!  And there’s no real reason for it.  But… somehow, I did.”

	Chad had no idea what she was talking about.

	“Somehow, I started picturing you as my personal little servant.  And somehow, that image was enough to push me toward finally moving on with my life.  And yet, for some dumb reason I can’t explain, without you as that servant, I want nothing more than to stay right here – stay right here in the same old rut I’ve been in for years now.”

	Mel realized she had said too much.  And what she was saying to him probably made no sense at all.  But she simply felt the need to talk about it with someone… or in this case, to someone… and Gloria wasn’t around.  So maybe, she was just trying to make sense of it all to herself.  She paused in her thinking.  As long as she was spilling her guts where he could hear…

	“I want you to answer something for me.  Don’t turn your head when you speak, just keep it buried in that corner!  I don’t want to see your face, I just want to hear your words… and… I need an honest answer… please.” 

	She paused again to collect her thoughts.  “You’re not anything like I would expect someone like you would be.  For one thing… you’re not gay.  At least, I don’t think you are.  I guess we never really explored that, did we.  But you’re also kind… and sweet… and caring – more so than I ever would have imagined.  And… you’re smart!  That alone has me stumped.  How can someone who wants the things you seem to want, be so damn smart?  Don’t answer that!” she added quickly.  “That’s not my question.”

	Chad hadn’t even thought about answering that one.  He hadn’t even realized it was a question until she had told him not to answer.  But what was the purpose of all the complimentary things she was saying about him now?

	“It doesn’t add up,” she finally said a bit more quietly.  “It doesn’t add up.”  She took a big breath to calm herself.  “So what I guess I’m really asking now is…”  And how was she going to put this into words?  “I guess…  I guess I need to know if…  Damn it!  Tell me, is it right?  Is it morally right for me to turn you into a silly, stupid, simpering servant… hold you totally under my thumb that way for a very long time…  make you do the most stupid, outrageous things imaginable…  Is it right for me to do that to you?  Is it morally right?”

	She stared at his back, waiting for an answer.  But he remained silent.  She walked up behind him and put her hand lightly on his shoulder.  “Can you answer that honestly?  Can you tell me how you feel about it?  Is it right?  Is it morally right for me to do that to you if you lose?”

	Chad started to turn his head toward her, but he remembered she didn’t want him to do that so he snapped it right back into place in the corner and closed his eyes.  How was he going to answer that?  Morally right?  That was a tough question.  But he had a feeling, she wasn’t asking the right question.  “I think…” he finally said, “that ‘morally’ doesn’t fit.  It doesn’t apply.  You want to know if you should do it.  You want to know if you should be that dominant… and expect me to be that submissive as well.  And I guess, the answer is…”  And he paused as he tried to consider the best way to reply.

	Mel’s hand, still resting on his shoulder tightened, as if she was afraid to hear what he would have to say.

	It was Chad’s turn to take a deep breath before continuing.  “I’m submissive.  Very submissive I guess.  I’ve spent every day of my life trying to hide what I really am inside.  I’ve spent my whole life trying to act like everybody else… like everyone expects me to act.  And when you do it your whole life, I guess you get pretty good at it.  But the truth is, I guess I’m not like everybody else.  I have these… yearnings… these dreams… of something else.  Things that everyone else thinks are morally wrong.  But to me… to me…”  It was hard to admit.  “To me, these things are not wrong.  These are the things I dream about.  These are the things I yearn for.  These are the things… I want.  For these last two months, I’ve been doing what very few people get to do.  I’ve been living my dream.  You want to know if it’s morally wrong?  For everyone else it would be – without a doubt.  But we’re talking about me… you and me… and to me, it’s what I dream about.”

	Mel listened carefully to his words.  It took a few moments longer for all of it to sink into her… for her to make sure she fully understood.  Or at least, think she understood.  “She squeezed his shoulder one more time.  “So I don’t have to worry about being… cruel to you?”

	He started to turn his head in surprise, but he quickly turned it back again.  “Cruel?  I guess there are different definitions of that.  But basically, I’d say no, you don’t have to worry about that.  I… I guess I like all that part too.  It’s like… it’s all part of the package.  I guess… it all kind of goes with the territory.”

	He couldn’t see it, but she nodded.  She understood.  She thought.  “Thanks,” she said quietly.  She felt a bit more relieved – at least over everything she had put him through for the last two months.  But now… how about the future?  “So… if I win… and you lose… you won’t mind so much doing anything I order you to do?  Continuing on with this way of life… or worse?”

	He started to shake his head before stopping himself again.  “No, of course not.  It’s all part of the dream.”

	His dream.  But she remembered that he had other dreams as well that she knew about – and he didn’t know she knew.  He had dreams of being a normal person as well.  He had dreams of… self-respect.  Dreams of having friends.  And dreams of having a regular life!  And she didn’t know how to solve any of those mysteries for him to make him want to stay with her – no matter what. 

	And that left her facing her one biggest fear.  It was still very possible that she could lose this bet.  And consequently – lose him.  And right now, she didn’t want to think about that anymore.  “Get down off of that thing now,” she said quietly.  “I’ll get you your dinner.”

	It was the most intense evening either of them could imagine.  Not for what they did.  Not for what they said.  But for what they didn’t say… or do.  Chad ate his dinner and cleaned the kitchen, while Mel made sure he kept drinking from his bottles.  Chad did what laundry he could and straightened the house, while Mel made sure he kept drinking from his bottles.  All evening long, the only thing Mel seemed to be concerned with was keeping Chad drinking and getting his diapers to leak as soon as possible.  And every time they did start to leak, she gleefully added a few more minutes to the reward time total that he really cared nothing about anymore. 

	And all evening long, while there wasn’t something Chad could ever put his finger on, the tension in the air seemed to be so thick he could cut it with a knife!  And this time, the night went on… and on… and on.  Much longer than they usually went in the evenings.  Sixteen minutes of reward time became eighteen… then twenty… then twenty three.  An eternity of bliss.  An eternity that, for the first time, he still couldn’t care less about. 

	It was shortly after eleven when his reward time hit the twenty three minute mark.  And it was only then that Mel stared at him for what seemed like forever – right after he had announced that he was leaking again.  She glanced at the clock before looking back at him with a small smile on her face and announcing the additional three minutes.  Chad saw something in her face change again then, as if a massive weight of inevitability had just descended on her. 

	“It’s time,” she said quietly… and resignedly.  She nodded toward the bedroom.  “Go protect the bed.”

	Chad was slow to curtsey as he watched her face.  But he turned to carry out her wishes.  A short while later, he was removing his maid’s dress – for the last time, as Mel watched carefully.  Finally naked except for his chastity device and his bra covering his glued-on breast forms, he climbed up on the bed, expecting her to tie him up.  But she didn’t.  Instead, she opened her drawer and pulled out her colorful collection of dildos and placed them all out on her nightstand where he could reach them.  “You’ve got twenty three minutes,” she told him quietly.  “I know you’ll enjoy that.”

	Chad still didn’t care that much about the reward time he had.  But now something puzzled him… because it didn’t seem right.  “Mistress,” he started questioningly.  “How about you?  This is the last night, you don’t want me to pleasure you first?”

	A small smile crept to Mel’s lips.  Even now he was still thinking about her before he thought about himself.  “Not tonight Sissy.”  She shook her head.  “As wonderful as it sounds, I’m just… not in the mood.”

	Chad understood, or at least he thought he did.  It was the way she had been acting all day.  It was what the underlying tension had been about all evening as well.  Because in just a little while, it would all be over.

	“I don’t need this tonight either,” he replied. 

	Mel grunted a small laugh.  “But I want you to do it.  I want to remember seeing you do this one more outrageous thing.  And I want to remember seeing you doing it to yourself.”

	Chad stared back at her for a few more moments before accepting what she wanted.  One more tiny piece of humiliation.  He nodded.  “Has my time started yet?” he asked, knowing that it probably had.

	“Not until I say it’s started,” Mel replied.

	She was going to stretch this out.  He could see that now.  For a little while only, he still didn’t have much choice.  Fortunately, this was something that was very pleasurable for him… now.  This was something his body now craved.  He looked over the choice of “weapons” she had left him and selected one.  He lubed it up carefully and then took a moment to stick more lube inside his asshole.  Laying on his back, he pulled his legs up toward his chest and carefully lined up the dildo with his hole, and slowly pushed. 

	“Time starts now!” Mel suddenly said.

	Chad heard, but his focus was far more on the wonderful feelings of the intruder now slowly entering his sensitive rear end.  In… and out.  In… and out.  Wonderful feelings.  Fantastic feelings.  In… and out.  Faster and faster.  Harder and harder.  He was totally unaware of the building wetness that now covered his stomach from his almost continuously leaking penis… wetness that soon started dripping down his side onto the diapers protecting her bed.  In… and out.  He was soon lost in the ecstasy of the feelings as he worked and worked to bring his body to that place he knew he’d never be able to reach – without Mel helping him.

	Her eyes never left him.  He looked so… ridiculous.  Here was a man… sort of.  But not a man anymore.  She had made him… something else.  Something… less.  He no longer thought about his silly little man thing, his penis, as a sexual tool.  Instead, he was totally hooked on being fucked instead… even if it was in a place that was never meant for that kind of activity.  It was still the closest thing he could get to female style sex.  No longer allowed to be a man.  More female than male now.  And he was going crazy trying to achieve an orgasm from it.  Would he do it?  Would he make it on his own?  He had done it before, but only with her help – only with her whispering derogatory twisted thoughts into his brain while he was being fucked.  And since she was only being a bystander tonight, she was betting he wouldn’t make it.  But he still had a long time to keep trying.

	Chad once again got to that high level of desperation, and once again he knew he wasn’t going to get any further.  He kept at it though because it felt so good.  But eventually, the frustration simply got too much for him and he slowed down… almost to a stop.

	“Keep going!” Mel commanded.  “You’ve still got ten more minutes!”

	Chad shook his head, “It’s not…”

	“I said keep going!”

	She wasn’t allowing him to quit tonight – despite the fact that he couldn’t get there.  He took a moment to pull the tool out of him and select a new one.  Then he changed position so that he was on his hands and knees before he stuck the new one up inside of him.  If felt different, but as before, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to achieve the orgasm he now craved.  Not without Mel’s help.

	Slowly and almost methodically, Chad shoved and pulled on the toy up inside of him.  He enjoyed it greatly, but after a while, it all just became one muted feeling.  But Mel didn’t let him stop until he had used all of his twenty three minutes.  And by then, he was grateful to be able to pull the thing out of his ass and leave it out!

	He was a mess.  His entire chest was wet with pee.  His legs and arms were splattered with it.  And he could tell that the diapers under him were wet as well.  But he had been there for over twenty minutes, leaking fairly constantly, what else could he expect?  He was grateful though when Mel told him to lay on his back and she would clean him up. 

	Mel pulled a diaper through his legs then up and over him before she went to the bathroom to get a washcloth and towel to clean him with.  He was still peeing helplessly and somewhat profusely.  Almost lovingly, she washed most of his body – the splattered pee had gotten that far!  After drying him off, she pulled out the jar of suppositories again and opened it where he could see it.

	Chad rolled his eyes in frustration.  “Must you?” he asked.  “Why now?”

	Mel smiled wickedly.  “It’s not midnight yet.  You still belong to me.”  She had him pull his legs up, and once again she faked sticking one of the nasty little pills up inside of him.  When she was done, she pulled the diaper over him again and put the jar of suppositories away. 

	But before taping the diaper securely onto him, she grabbed one of her keys.  Piece by piece, she removed the chastity device from his tiny male appendage.  Her hands got sprayed with pee as she did it, but that was only to be expected… and in a way… hoped for. 

	One by one, Chad felt the pieces of the chastity device being removed.  This was the first time she had done it without tying him up.  And he realized, this would be the first time she would be diapering him again – without putting the device back on him.  Piece by piece, until he felt her pulling the main piece off of him, and he felt the cool air touching that part of him that never got touched.  He felt her grabbing him with her fingers and manipulating his penis a bit, bending it up and back, and around.  Her fingers felt strange there.  But feeling anything touching him there now would feel strange.  He also felt more wetness dripping off of him.  Wetness that she quickly wiped up, before she finally pulled the diaper more firmly over him… and taped it in place. 

	Grabbing her scissors, she cut slits all over the cover of that disposable diaper.  Then she did the same with several more before she put them on him – adding layer after layer of protection.  Only the last diaper was left whole.  Four layers of diapers.  He would need all that to get through the night without leaking – she hoped.

	But once the diapers were in place, she still had one more thing to do.  She removed his bra, then started to carefully remove the glued-on breast forms from his chest.  As usual, it took a while, but eventually, they were gone and she washed his chest where they had been as well. 

	She was done.  She looked at the clock.  It was nearly midnight.  “I guess that’s it Sissy,” she said.  “We’ve reached the end.”

	He nodded.  “Except for the testing.”

	It was her turn to nod.  And the total frustration and emotion of it suddenly washed over her.  “Why can’t you just lose?” she asked before she realized she was going to say it. 

	Chad was dumbfounded.  “I…”

	“If you would just lose, then we could get on with everything!”

	“But…”

	Mel waved her hand.  “Never mind.  I shouldn’t have said that.”

	“But…”

	Mel shook her head.  “I’m sorry!  Don’t answer that!”  She looked at the clock again.  “It’s over.  We’re done… with this part anyway.”

	He nodded and chanced answering.  “Except for the testing,” he repeated.

	She nodded.  “I guess we’ll soon see,” she replied.

	He nodded.  “Tomorrow.”

	“Or the next day,” Mel added a bit more hopefully.

	“Or the next day,” Chad repeated.

	She looked at him.  “Good night… Chad,” she said.

	Chad swung his legs off of the bed and got to his feet.  His penis felt strange inside of the thick layers of diapers he was wearing.  It felt strange again without the breast forms glued to his chest.  He picked up his clothes that were in a pile on the floor and walked toward the door to her bedroom.  He turned back to her.  “Good night,” he said in his old male voice… “Mel.”

	The two stared at each other for a few moments longer before he turned and walked off toward her apartment door.  He grabbed his purse and his diaper bag and opened the door.  For the last time, wearing only layers of diapers and nothing else, he walked the short distance to his apartment, where he fished his keys out of his purse and went inside.

	Mel sat on her bed staring at the empty doorway he had walked thorough only moments before.  She had listened as he left her apartment.  Was he gone… forever?  She didn’t even count the testing – because he wasn’t going to be – Sissy – then.  Was he gone… forever?

	She forced herself to undress and throw a light nightgown over her body before throwing all the protecting diapers off the bed into a pile on the floor.  She got into bed and turned out the light.  But sleep was a long time coming.  She was too concerned with the future.  Was he gone… forever?

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”

	Why can’t he just lose?

	Chad set his purse and diaper bag down on the floor of his apartment and closed the door.  He looked around.  All the new boxes.  All the things they held.  All of his old male life.  He was tempted to open one or two, but he didn’t.  He wasn’t really in the mood.  He headed to the kitchen instead where he automatically opened up his refrigerator.  His hand was reaching into it to grab one of the baby bottles of her tea when he stopped himself.  He no longer needed to drink any of the bottles before he went to bed.  It was all over now.  All over.  And he felt nothing but a crushing case of loss.

	“Why can’t you just lose?”  The words seemed to echo in his head.  And what was it that Andrea had suggested… that he purposely lose? 

	For a change, he grabbed the top to one of his babydoll nightgowns and threw that on.  He grabbed the pacifier he used every night and stuck it in his mouth – he knew he’d never manage to sleep without it. 

	“Why can’t you just lose?”

	He turned out the light and got down into his bed – his little bed with its little girl sheets on top of nothing more than a blow-up mattress. 

	“Why can’t you just lose?”  And Andrea suggesting that he should lose. 

	He stared at the dark ceiling for a very long time.  He tried closing his eyes, but sleep was hard to grasp.  He stared at the dark ceiling again.

	“Why can’t you just lose?”

	It was over.  The dream was over.  And sleep was a long time coming.

	 


Chapter 63 (Friday – week 9 Part 1 of 3)

	Her dream was disturbing.  And the longer it went on, the more frustrated she seemed to get.  It was one dream, one subject, one event… but that one event managed to somehow play itself out over and over again – for various vague reasons.  The event of course, was Sissy’s testing. 

	In her dream she watched as Sissy quickly regained all his control – almost immediately.  She watched in despair as he stood over her… lorded over her… and preened and crowed about it like a proud rooster.  And she felt little and small and defeated at his feet. 

	Yet for some reason, she refused to accept that outcome, and somehow she managed to push everything back to the start again – back to the point before he still needed to try to regain his control.  And the dream played out differently.  This time she willed harder that she wanted to win, and for a while it seemed like she would.  But as before, once again he regained everything.  And he stood proud… and she felt defeated.

	Again she refused to accept it, and again the dream played out differently… and again he won.  And again… and again… and again. 

	She was becoming more and more despondent.  More and more frustrated.  More and more upset.  And then, on towards morning, somehow, she finally won.  And in her dream, she moved on to a new life, to a new house… only to find that Sissy wasn’t there with her.  He was gone again.  Gone because, despite the bet, she couldn’t hold him.  She had no way to hold him with her… because there were some things he still wouldn’t live without, no matter what. 

	So she got angry again… and the testing replayed itself… and as before, she lost.  And she lost… and she lost…

	His dream was chaotic, as if too many different things… too many different scenarios were all jumbled together at the same time.  He was home, in his apartment... his apartment that was decorated and stuffed with wonderful new things… and people.  But he knew that the one person who wasn’t there, was Mel.  She would never be there again.

	There were many people gathered around his new pool table, all having a great time.  His huge TV set was on and there was music blaring from his fantastic sound system.  So much great stuff now filled his living room… and everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves thoroughly.

	Someone approached him from the side.  “I’ll take one of those,” the man said. 

	Chad turned toward him and curtseyed before he held out the tray full of beer he had been carrying.  The man took one and deposited an empty bottle on the tray in its place.  “Thank you,” Chad replied in his sissy voice before curtseying for the man again. 

	He turned and walked toward the kitchen where he could deposit the empty beer bottle in the trash.  As he walked, he could feel the massive ruffles of his beautiful pink sissy dress caressing the tops of his legs.  Heavenly.  And humiliating. 

	So many people there, partying in his apartment, and he was once again reduced to nothing more than a total simpering sissy – right in front of all of them.  And he knew there was no way out for him.  He was stuck like that, and would be forever.  He was totally useless for anything except everyone else’s enjoyment. 

	And yet, he had won the bet.  Everything in the room seemed to confirm that very fact!  But still, he was once again demoted to being nothing more than a sissy – despite winning the bet.  The problem was, being a sissy was who he really was… and everyone knew it.  So that’s the way they always treated him.

	He carried his tray full of beer – beer that he didn’t like and never drank – out through the crowd of people again, his massive skirts brushing not only his legs, but they also brushed against so many other people in the crowded room – people who were all mostly ignoring him.  His journey through the room took him to his bedroom.  He entered to see who might be inside… who might want one of his beers. 

	Walking into his bedroom though was like walking into a different world.  Where his living room had been decorated with adult furniture and adult toys, his bedroom was instead decorated with baby girl furniture and baby girl toys.  It was a drastic contrast to the living room on the other side of the door.  It was a room for a sissy – a big sissy.  A room where any normal person would feel squeamish – and so did he.  But it was his room.  It was the only kind of furniture he deserved anymore – because he was nothing more than a big sissy. 

	And everything in the room confirmed what he already knew – that he had lost the bet. 

	He had come into the room to see if anyone there wanted one of his beers, but the only person in the room, was him.  As he looked around at his beautiful crib and his little play table and so many other things, he realized that nobody else would be in there… not even Mel.  But of course Mel wouldn’t be there.  She would never be there again.  Even though he has lost the bet.

	He went back out to the crowd of people on the other side of the door, the side where he had won the bet.  The side where he was still a sissy despite winning the bet.  Because no matter how things turned out, he would always be a sissy.  A sissy who deserved to be treated as nothing more than just what he was. 

	As he wandered with his tray of beer among the people, he was more aware than ever of the delicious swishing and caressing from his ridiculous but amazing ruffled underskirts.  If only everyone could feel what he was feeling right now!  He’d bet any of them would absolutely love to feel the wonderful caressing and teasing that his skirts were giving him just then.  So sensual.  So sexy.  And when coupled with the feelings from his super bulky and oh-so-wet diaper, it was almost more than he could bear.  All of it combined to make him feel so sexually alive.  To make him feel so much sexual need.  To make him feel… uh oh! 

	Even in his dream he knew better than to allow any of those feelings to affect his tiny little penis – always encased in its hard plastic shell where it belonged so it would be of no use to him at all.  He was a sissy, he wasn’t allowed the use of it.  He switched his thinking to imagine something long and sexy sliding in and out of his backside instead – much better!

	But even in his dream, he was aware that something felt different inside his diaper.  Something felt… odd.  Something felt… weird.  Something felt… wrong!  Even in his dream he realized that the massive bulk of his diapers – always pressing on him… were now also putting pressure on a little part of him that never felt that feeling before.  He was feeling things in a place where he wasn’t supposed to feel anything!  A place where it was dangerous to feel anything!  A place where such feelings could hurt!  Panicking a little, he was pulled out of his dream, and consequently out of sleep entirely.  His hand snaked down to press against the front of his bulky diapers… to press and to prod – uselessly against so many ultra-wet and bulky diapers.  And only then did he remember that he was no longer wearing the chastity device that had become almost a part of him for such a very long time.  He mentally breathed a sigh of relief because he wouldn’t have to worry about that kind of pain just then.  And a moment later, he revised his thinking – hopefully he wouldn’t ever have to worry about that kind of pain ever again. 

	He opened his eyes now to the light of day.  Full daylight – later than he usually woke up.  No alarm had pulled him out of slumber this time – there was no longer any need.  And the full realization fell on him in one huge swoop:  His period of servitude to Mel was over now.  A new period had just begun.  He now had today and tomorrow to prove what he had known from the very start – that you simply can’t make someone incontinent in only two months.  It can’t be done!  And now he would be the proof.  He now had two days to regain all his control and prove it – and consequently win the bet.

	The time had come.  Finally.

	But as he rolled off of his blow-up mattress onto his knees – not scattering any empty baby bottles as he usually did, a single odd thought came to his mind.  It was something remembered from last night.  Something she had said.  “Why can’t you just lose?”

	He struggled to his feet.  The massive bulk of his diapers keeping his legs spread wide apart.  His diapers were massive, and heavy, and wet, and yes, messy too – as always.  And he didn’t remember one time waking up in the middle of the night to wet… or to mess.  As usual.  That much of his control was going to take a bit longer to get back – or so he supposed.  But he wasn’t worried about that as far as winning the bet because he was more than sure he could regain all his daytime control very quickly.  And that would be all he needed to win. 

	Why can’t you just lose?

	Following a pattern that had been ingrained in him for two months now, he stumbled wide-leggedly out to the kitchen.  There was no note on the counter of course, but he did look for it.  He went straight to his refrigerator and pulled out three baby bottles… before he remembered that he didn’t need to drink them anymore.  He put them all back and closed his refrigerator again.  But as he turned away from it, he realized he was thirsty.  He was used to drinking three bottles first thing every morning!  He always did it!

	Turning back around – because he was thirsty, he opened the refrigerator again and pulled out one of the bottles – because he was thirsty.  There was no sense looking for a glass or anything else to use to drink from, he didn’t have any.  So he put the bottle to his mouth as he had done so often, and he drank – because he was thirsty.

	And following the same pattern he had always followed, he carried his one single bottle out to his one single solitary chair – that faced a wall full of shaming pictures.  He sat and put the bottle back to his mouth as he stared from picture to picture – to the bet contract – to the designs Sandy had done for his apartment – and back to the childishly colored pictures again.  And everything he looked at brought back a treasured memory. 

	His chance to live the dream was over now.  Once he regained all his control, all he would have left would be his memories.  Wonderful, amazing memories.  And he would very much miss all of it. 

	The dream was over.  Why can’t you just lose? 

	There was no smell of freshly brewed coffee to wake her.  No alarm, nothing to urge her out of her sleep… except time… and the need for coffee.  Even before she sat up in bed, she had the urge to call for Sissy to come and serve her.  But she remembered that he wouldn’t be there today.  Calling for him today would be useless.  And unless she won this bet, calling for him ever again would be useless.  And she already missed him.

	She forced herself out of bed and grabbed her robe as she headed out to her kitchen, or more precisely, out to her coffee maker.  She had to prepare the coffee herself, adding just the right amount of coffee grounds, filling the carafe with water, dumping it into the coffee maker, turning the damn thing on… and waiting… waiting… waiting!  It was so much better when Sissy had done it for her – even for such a short time as he had.

	The coffee finished making.  She filled her cup… and took a sip… and thought about Sissy – Chad!  Was he up yet?  Had he regained all his control yet?  Had he won already and she had lost?  She had no way of knowing any of it, and the wondering was already starting to eat at her. 

	Why can’t you just lose? 

	In a fit of frustration, she had yelled that at him just before he left last night.  It was what she wanted – naturally.  And she just knew that it was what he wanted too… he just didn’t know it.  Was she presumptuous to think that?  Not to her way of thinking.  Chad… Sissy… Chad might think otherwise though. 

	She carried her coffee out to the living room and sat in her usual chair with it.  Was it possible that he could win?  Was it possible that she could win?  When she looked at all the evidence she had so far – what little there really was, everything pointed to the fact that he was already totally and seemingly permanently incontinent.  At least it looked that way.  But looks could be deceiving.  And she knew that despite the evidence, he still seemed to be awfully confident that he could win this thing. 

	And if he won, then she would lose.  And she would lose not just the bet, but her dreams.  And… she would also lose… him.

	Why can’t you just lose?

	The massive bulk of his diapers were still in place as Chad shaved his face with his all too feminine pink razor and using women’s moisturizer instead of shaving cream.  It was amazing how good a shave he was capable of getting with it.  Better, he thought, than regular men’s shaving cream.  Maybe he’d continue to use it in the future.  Maybe. 

	With his face freshly shaved, he automatically grabbed a couple of disposable diapers to put on immediately after his shower.  And then he stopped himself.  Did he need them?  It was time now to start trying to regain his control – even though he hadn’t even started trying yet.  So did he need them?  But knowing that it would take a few hours at least to regain that control, he knew it would be safer to protect himself than be sorry.  The diapers could easily be pulled off as soon as he felt the need to go.  Besides, he hadn’t yet explored any of those boxes out there in the living room… the boxes that held all his old male clothes.  He still needed to find his old male underwear.  He’d look for it later – just as soon as he showered and got a couple of fresh diapers on to protect himself.  Then he could open all those boxes and enjoy exploring their contents.

	With that plan mapped out, he turned and entered the shower the same way he always did – not once looking in the direction of his toilet – still wrapped in layer after layer of plastic wrap so that he couldn’t get into it to use it.

	In the shower, he took the time to wash his whole body as well as his hair.  He shaved his leg… or rather he shaved his left leg.  He was just starting on his right leg when he realized that he didn’t need to do that anymore either.  But having just one shaved leg wasn’t very good – so he continued and shaved them both – before searching the rest of his body for any other stray hairs that needed to be attended to as well.

	Once his body was clean and dried, as fast as he could, he grabbed one of the diapers he had ready and got it on – before he leaked all over the place.  The diaper was fresh and dry, and was soon accompanied by a second diaper on top of it.  No use having to worry about changing too soon if by any chance he would have a little trouble with regaining his control – just as soon as he started trying.  Besides, the two diapers felt better than just one… more comfortable, sexier, and much more secure.

	He left the bathroom without once glancing at the toilet there that was still wrapped up in plastic.

	Why can’t you just lose?

	His thoughts turned back to Mel.  Was she up yet?  Was she dressed as well?  He was tempted to phone her… just to say hello, but he decided against that idea.  She was probably sleeping late today.  Probably very late!  They had been at it until midnight last night.  Yeah, he was sure she was enjoying a little much needed sleep.

	Wearing just his diapers, he went out to the living room and kicked one of the biggest boxes out into the middle of the floor where he could open it easier.  He pulled the tape off of it so he could open it. 

	Why can’t you just lose?

	Inside the box, he saw plastic!  He had to lug out the entire thing before he could see for sure that it was all his pants inside that plastic.  Obviously Mel hadn’t bothered to unwrap any of it before she shoved the whole thing into the box.  No problem, he would unwrap them just as soon as he got them into his closet. 

	Was she up yet?  What was she doing? 

	Why can’t you just lose?

	Mel wrapped her wet hair in a towel before stepping out of the shower and throwing her robe back around her.  Was he up yet?  He did like to sleep late.  And last night had been later than usual, so he was probably still sleeping.  She was tempted to call him, but there were too many reasons not to. 

	She stared at her closet for a few minutes before turning away and going to her dresser instead.  She pulled out a bra and panties and an old pair of shorts and a t-shirt – all of which got thrown on her bed before she got dressed. 

	Despite how casually she had dressed, there was no reason for her not to spend a little extra time on her hair – time she rarely bothered to spend.  With a tiny bit of makeup, the result was… pleasing. 

	Was he up yet?  Surely he had to be.  Had he regained all his control yet?  Stop it!  He’s probably still sound asleep!  And the more she thought about it, the more she wanted him to stay sound asleep.  The longer he slept, the less time he would have to regain all that control.

	Why can’t you just lose?

	He found his underwear – what little good it did him.  He left it in the box.  He didn’t have a drawer to put it in anyway.  He found his shirts, he even found his old wallet. Everything was opened and explored thoroughly – as if it was Christmas.  But it seemed like there were fewer boxes to open than he remembered having to lug up those stairs from her car yesterday.  All too soon, everything was found. 

	Was she up yet?  Surely she was.  What was she doing?  Should he bother to call her?  No, there was no reason.  She was probably glad to be rid of him for a while.  Glad for the little bit of solitude she could enjoy. 

	So now that he had found all his stuff, what should he do?  Get dressed he supposed.  He picked up the big package of wrapped up pants and carried them to his closet.  He struggled with the plastic wrap to rip it off so he could hang them all up – right next to his silly sissy dresses.  Men’s clothes in his closet again – yes!  And soon he would be wearing them!  He paid no attention at all to the yearning he felt to wear something feminine and pretty instead.  Today he could dress normally again.  Today he could dress like he should – like a man!

	Instead of hanging his shirts up, he just grabbed one.  He caught sight of his underwear in another box as he did it, but he knew he was going to leave the underwear alone.  He wasn’t ready for it yet.  He hadn’t started trying to regain his control yet. He did grab a pair of his old socks though.  Those he could definitely use right away. 

	Why can’t you just lose?

	He slipped the socks on out in the living room, his shirt as well.  The shirt seemed a lot bigger than he remembered.  Too big.  Of course, he was used to wearing everything now with those breast forms glued to his chest, so of course everything would seem to fit strangely, but for some reason, the shirt just seemed – to big.  He grabbed a different one instead, and that one seemed too big as well.  Had he lost that much weight?  Yeah, he knew he had. 

	Socks and a shirt… and diapers, he wandered back to his closet and selected a pair of pants.  He pulled them on – the first pair of pants, women’s or men’s, that he had worn in ages.  And as he pulled them into place – even over top of the two wet diapers he was wearing, he was surprised at how big they seemed – worse than his shirts.  The waist was particularly loose.  He tried another pair… then another.  All with the same results.  They were all too big.  He finally chose a pair of jeans and left them on, adding a belt that he tightened as far as possible to keep the pants from falling down.  The waist was bunched up horribly in several places.  They looked – ugly.  They felt just as bad.  He was tempted to grab a pair of women’s pants instead or maybe even a skirt, but today he could dress as a man again, and as a man, he could just tough it out.

	At least his old sneakers fit.  It just felt odd to wear them.  They were heavy and flat… and ugly.  Not that he consciously thought that.

	He surveyed himself in the full-length mirror hung on his closet door.  He looked… awful!  It was the best way he could describe it.  Not even counting his hair that he hadn’t bothered to do anything with, none of his clothes fit at all!  He looked – awful!  But today he was a man again.  And as a man, he would just have to make do.  He did make note that he needed to remove his earrings before he went out later.  The small sparkle from his earlobes was a bit out of place with the manly image he wanted to see.

	He briefly wondered what Mel was wearing.  Was she even dressed yet?  Or was she laying around her living room in just her robe?  She could look awfully sexy when she wanted to… or even when she didn’t want to for that matter.

	His stomach growled.  He was hungry.  No baby food breakfast for him today!  In fact, no baby food at all anymore – unless he wanted some.  His thoughts turned immediately toward going out to get some breakfast, but before he could go, he had to do something about his hair!  But what? 

	He grabbed his brush and brushed it this way and that.  But since Cassie had cut it so femininely, it was hard to make it look totally masculine.  He figured a haircut would be needed very soon.  Maybe he should ask Cassie to trim it before he went to the barber shop so it wouldn’t be quite so embarrassing for him.  But for today… and he guessed tomorrow as well, his hair probably had to stay the way it was.  And it would have to look awful – just like everything he was wearing.

	 


Chapter 63 (Friday – week 9 Part 2 of 3)

	Mel wandered aimlessly around her apartment.  There wasn’t anything she could concentrate on, mostly because she couldn’t stop thinking about Chad… Sissy… Chad.  Had he regained his control yet?  Was he even awake yet for that matter?  Once again she was tempted to call him, and once again she realized that she shouldn’t.  Instead of wandering one more time around her apartment, she opened her door and went out to the balcony instead.  No sign of him, and his car was still down below.  So he was either still asleep or he hadn’t bothered to come out yet – not that he had any reason to come outside. 

	What was he doing in there?  Frustrated, she leaned over the railing to watch the few cars going in and out.

	Why couldn’t he just lose?

	Before going down to his car, he found his wallet.  He had to pull everything out of his female wallet in his purse and transfer it all to his old male wallet.  No more carrying a purse!  Hooray!  Some of the things from his purse wound up in the pockets of his too large pants.  There were a few things left that he was tempted to stuff in his pockets as well, but they were things he had never carried before – as a man, so he left them.

	He took stock of himself.  Hair combed – check.  Earrings removed – check.  Male shirt, with no boobs underneath – check.  Male pants and a belt to hold them up – check.  Male shoes and socks – check.  Wallet and keys in their proper pockets – check.  And two diapers underneath, already fairly wet – also check.  He’d start thinking about controlling himself right after breakfast.  But right now, he was just too hungry.  He opened the door and went out.

	Mel turned at the sudden sound of his door opening.  And there – he – was.  Looking… strange!  She smiled.  “Morning,” she said.

	Chad was surprised to see Mel outside.  He could tell that she had been just standing there looking at the parking lot below.  She had dressed very casually he could tell, but her hair seemed to look particularly good today.  She looked – great!  “Morning,” he replied casually.

	She stared at him.  She wanted to laugh, but she dared not.  His clothes didn’t fit!  They were all too big!  He looked – ridiculous – and not in the ridiculous way he used to look – as a sissy.  But she steeled herself and said nothing about it.  Had he regained his control yet?  She wanted to ask so badly, but she dared not.  Let’s just keep this… casual.

	“I was just going out to get something to eat,” he said.

	She smiled again.  “Want some company?”

	“Sure!” he said gladly.  He waited as she went back inside and grabbed her purse.  It didn’t take her long at all before she was back and locking her door behind her. 

	“Want to take my car?” he offered.

	She considered it.  “No.  We can take mine.  Face it, mine’s a lot more comfortable.”

	“No argument there,” he replied as he started down the steps. 

	She followed, but her eyes were on his butt the whole way.  Was he wearing diapers under those pants, or regular men’s underwear?  She couldn’t really tell – not with as big as those pants appeared to be on him.  Geez!  Had he really lost that much weight?  But she had known beforehand that he had.  It was just now, now that he was wearing his old clothes again, that it became so obvious as to how much he had really lost.

	Chad was a little disappointed.  She hadn’t said one word about the fact that he was dressed as a man again.  Not one word!  Okay, he knew his clothes didn’t exactly fit and they didn’t look very good, but she still could have said… something. 

	“Do you want to eat there, or just bring it home?” Mel asked.

	“Let’s eat there,” Chad suggested.  “I don’t have a table at my place.”

	“I’ve got one at mine,” she replied.

	“I know, but I think I’d rather just eat out this time.”

	Was he afraid to come to her place for some reason? Did he secretly hate her that much that he didn’t want to set foot in her apartment again?  Silly thinking she knew, but she couldn’t help thinking it.

	Instead of fast-food, Mel drove them to a nicer diner.  She let him open the door for her to enter first – like a gentleman.  They took seats across from each other in one of the booths. 

	This would be his first breakfast without eating baby food in a long time.  Chad ordered pancakes, two eggs, bacon, sausage, and biscuits.  Mel ordered one fried egg and some bacon and toast… and coffee of course.  Chad added coffee to his order too. 

	Talk was sparse while they waited, as if neither of them knew what to talk about – or as if they were afraid to talk about anything they really wanted to discuss.  After their coffee came, Mel asked if he had unpacked the boxes yet.

	“Some of them,” Chad replied.  “But I’ve opened and gone through everything.”

	“Anything missing?” Mel asked – knowing that there shouldn’t be.

	“Not that I can tell,” Chad replied.

	“Do you have everything put away yet?” she asked.

	He shook his head.  “Not yet.  I unpacked and hung up my pants, but everything else is still in the boxes.  I don’t really have any place else to put most of it.”

	She nodded.  But then that was what some of this bet was about.  If he won, she would buy him an entire apartment full of new furniture – and a few other things as well.  A pool table?  Whatever.

	Not knowing what else to say, they both lapsed into an uncomfortable silence.

	Breakfast was delivered, one plate for Mel, two for Chad.  They both started in hungrily.  Chad went from breakfast item to breakfast item, greedily sampling everything, enjoying not just the chance to eat normal food again, but also the fact that he could chew it as well as eat it in bigger bites since he could use a normal fork – like a grown-up.  And despite the fact that he had two plates piled high with food while Mel had only one, Chad was finished eating first.  Not because all his food was gone, but because his stomach was totally full!  As much as he hated it, Chad had to push both his plates away while they were still somewhat loaded with food, and sit there and sip his coffee while Mel finished her breakfast.

	The waitress came over and refilled their coffee cups.  “Is something wrong with your breakfast?” she asked, her voice full of concern.

	“No,” Chad was forced to admit.  “I’m afraid my eyes were bigger than my stomach.”  He got a rather strange look from the waitress for that, as if she didn’t believe him.  But then, he had ordered an awful lot.  The awkward silence continued as he sipped his coffee while Mel finished her breakfast. 

	Mel knew it was time to leave, she had finished eating and he had been just sitting there waiting on her… even though it hadn’t really taken her that long to eat.  But as she ate, she had watched him drinking his coffee – two cups now.  He was used to drinking a rather fantastic amount of liquid every day to keep him peeing.  How would those two cups of coffee affect him?  Did he need to pee yet?  Did he even know if he had to pee yet?  Or did he have full control – enough that he could make it home again before going to the bathroom.  She noticed that he hadn’t gotten up to use the restroom at the restaurant – yet.

	“Ready?” Chad asked as she finally finished.

	As much as Mel knew it was time to leave, she delayed.  “Would you mind,” she said, “if we just sat here and had one more cup of coffee?  I don’t think I’m ready to go home and face my empty apartment yet.”  It wasn’t the real reason of course.  She was just hoping that all the extra liquid in his system might work against him.  If she couldn’t do it with baby bottles, she would do it any way she could.

	Empty apartment?  Despite how awkward breakfast had been, Chad agreed.  They waited for the waitress to come close enough so they could ask for more coffee.  They waited longer till she actually brought it – she brewed a fresh pot – according to her.  And once they had their coffee, they both sipped it and stared at each other in awkward silence. 

	“Your apartment feels empty?” he finally asked, not knowing what else to say.

	It was a moment before she could answer.  “Yeah.  Believe it or not.  I miss having you around.  I really missed having you there this morning!  I had to make my own coffee!”

	Chad smiled.  “Awww,” he said teasingly.  “But it’s nice to know I’m missed.  Want me to come by later and keep you company?”

	It was a rather strange conversation… as if they were two people who barely knew each other.  “That would be nice,” she replied.  “So you still haven’t put your stuff away yet?”

	“Just my pants,” he replied.  “As I said, I don’t know where to put all the other stuff.”

	“You’ve got drawers in those cardboard dressers,” she reminded him.

	“Yeah, but they’re full already.”

	She didn’t say it, but those drawers were all full of his girly and baby stuff.  Obviously he wasn’t interested in tossing them aside in favor of his old male clothes instead.  “How about your closet?” she asked.  “I’m sure you’ve still got some room in there.  You used to keep your shirts all hung up as well as your pants.”

	“I just haven’t gotten to them yet,” Chad replied.  “I’ll do it when I get home.”

	She nodded and sipped at her coffee.  “Want some help?” she asked.  Her real motive was that she wanted an excuse to stay with him… to watch him.

	He shrugged.  “If you want.”

	Yes!  She felt a bit relieved.  And three cups of coffee and he still hadn’t gone to the men’s room.  She herself was starting to feel the urge to pee.

	Coffee finished, they got up from their seats to each pay their bill.  Chad had a moment of panic as he realized something was missing and quickly turned back to find his purse – before remembering he didn’t have one.  Dumb!  Getting his wallet out of his back pocket to pay for his breakfast seemed to be a bit awkward for Chad – probably because his pants were too big. 

	Neither of them bothered to speak all the way home.  After she parked her car, she purposely delayed a moment so that she would follow him up the stairs.  Again she couldn’t tell if he was wearing diapers under his pants or not, but now she suspected that he was.  It was just hard to tell since his pants, all his clothes really, were so big on him.  Why can’t he just lose?  That way he wouldn’t have to worry about buying any new clothes.

	Instead of going to her apartment first, she waited with him while he opened his door and went inside.  His barren apartment still looked barren despite the additional boxes now cluttering up his living room floor.  She set her purse down and wandered around a few of the open boxes, just peering inside.  All his stuff.  All his stuff that she had boxed up and taken away from him because it was all masculine and she had denied him anything masculine – for a long time.  It was all over now of course, unless he somehow lost this bet. 

	“Let me move some stuff around in my closet,” he said as he headed toward his bedroom.  “I might as well organize it now.”

	She followed him.  His blow-up mattress on the floor wasn’t made up.  It was just a jumble of little girl sheets.  He opened his closet and she stared into it from behind him.  His old male pants seemed very much out of place amid all the feminine finery that now occupied most of the closet.  Especially since they were right next to his beautiful sissy dresses.  A big contrast! 

	She felt the urge to pee again, but she ignored it.  How about him?  Did he have to pee yet?  She had just watched him drink three cups of coffee.  But he wasn’t exactly acting very concerned about it… yet.

	She watched as Chad moved all his silly sissy dresses to the back of the closet, making a lot of room where he could put his shirts.  “Want me to get some of your shirts for you?” she offered.

	“Sure,” Chad replied as he continued to move some of his other clothes – female clothes, around. 

	She went back to his living room and found a box with some of his shirts.  Some of them were wrapped in plastic, some weren’t.  She grabbed an armful of ones that weren’t wrapped and carried them into his bedroom.  The effort of lifting them reminded her that she needed to pee.  She ignored it again – for now. 

	One at a time, Chad took the shirts from her and hung them up.  Then they both went back to the living room for more.  But on the way, Mel stopped in his bathroom to pee.  She never got fully into it before she saw that his toilet was still totally sealed under all the plastic wrap she had put on it – so long ago now.  He hadn’t even unsealed it yet!  Why?  She reversed course and went back out.  She would have to hold it for a little while longer.  Chad, his back to her, was busy with one of the boxes.  It looked like he didn’t even notice that she had gone into his bathroom.

	One more trip with clothes to his closet, then Mel excused herself… she really did have to pee, and doing it in his apartment was definitely out.  The problem was, she didn’t want to leave and be parted from him.  She wanted to stay with him as much as possible to see how he was doing.  But she had no excuse… except…  “Hey Chad,” she said.  “All these clothes have been boxed up for a long time.  Maybe you should wash some of them before you try to wear them again.”

	Chad looked at her.  He hadn’t thought of that but it did sound like a very good idea.  “Would you mind?” he asked.

	“Not at all,” she replied.  “I need to get back to my place.  Just come in when you’re ready.  You can use the washer all you want.”

	“Thanks,” he replied with a smile. 

	She grabbed her purse and hurried out.  She really did need to pee!  And the one big thing on her mind… he didn’t act like he needed to pee at all!  He hadn’t even unsealed his toilet!  Was she winning?  It was too soon to tell.

	Chad loaded his clothes into Mel’s washer.  As he did so, he reflected on the fact that the small easy task was certainly a lot easier to do this time without having to hold a baby bottle in his mouth.  As he finished loading the batch of clothes, he glanced over at Mel.  She was watching him again.  She was on the couch with her laptop in her lap, but every time he had looked at her, she had been watching him instead of doing any work.  He added some detergent, closed the machine, set the controls, and turned it on.  He looked back towards Mel… and didn’t see her.  Where was she?  Not that it really mattered. 

	Having nothing better to do for a few minutes, he leaned back against the washer… and tried to think.  What was he doing?  The morning was mostly gone now and he hadn’t even started to try to regain his control.  Why?  But the reason for not doing it was a very confusing issue to him just then, an issue that had somewhat been on his mind since he woke up that morning, but he subconsciously put off thinking about it or examining it.  Getting dressed had given him a reason not to think about it.  Going out for breakfast had been another chance to put it off.  He had just put it off a few minutes longer by getting his laundry started.  But now he had nothing to do for a while and he no longer had a reason not to think about it.  What was he doing?  Why had he not even tried to regain his control yet?  Not… even... tried!

	But the nebulous strings of the reason were there, if he had the courage to grab them – and seriously look at them.  And he wasn’t sure if he might simply be afraid to look at what he knew could possibly be… the truth.

	Why can’t you just lose?  He had been haunted by that question since she had said it last night.  It was the very thing that Andrea had suggested before too.  But that wasn’t really it.  That wasn’t a reason.  His mind played back one of his most cherished memories, and oddly, one of his most recent.  That night when they had lain in her bed and he had made love to her again. He had been blindfolded of course.  Never once had he ever seen her naked body, nor should he.  He was a sissy.  He didn’t deserve that privilege.  But the thing was, there had been so much affection between them that night – affection that he felt coming from her as much as he tried to express how he felt about her.  And that was really it in a nutshell.  He had feelings for her.  More than that, he worshiped her. 

	They had been, not just thrown together, but locked together for two full months now.  There was not a single day that they had been apart.  And she had pushed his buttons!  Oh, the things she had made him do!  Terrible things!  Amazing things!  Incredible things!  Humiliation beyond belief!  And as bad as all the humiliation had been… as bad as the punishments he had endured as well… he had loved every single moment of it.  Absolutely loved it! 

	For two full months he had lived a dream that very few others could even conceive.  And in that two months, he had done more than that, he had given himself over to her – completely – body and soul.  He had allowed himself to surrender totally to her will.  As amazing and unbelievable as that now sounded, he had done exactly that.  And in return she had given him… pain… and torment… and horrible humiliation… and… and…  Flashes of them making love in bed together played thorough his mind.  And… and… It all started to fall in place for him.  She had given him someone to love – her.  She had given him… his dream… and then some.  Everything and more than his wildest fantasies.  Including… someone he could care about again. 

	Why can’t you just lose?  Was it possible?  Could it be?  Did he dare hope?  Did she… did she feel the same way about him as he did about her?  It was nonsense!  There was no way she could!  He was a sissy!  A stupid worthless sissy!  He wasn’t what she liked in a man!  He certainly wasn’t what she would need in a man!  But… but was it possible that she… loved… him too? 

	And that was the very root of why he couldn’t move forward and regain his control.  Confusion.  Because if she did feel for him like he felt for her, then losing the bet would be the best thing he could ever do.  Losing the bet would let them stay together… possibly… dare he think it… forever!  And yet…  He was a sissy.  He wasn’t what she liked in a man.  He had seen that time and time again.  She had practically rubbed his nose in it. 

	And so… he remained… confused.  And because of that confusion, he didn’t know if he should… or maybe he simply couldn’t – find the will – or the nerve, to put forth the little bit of effort it would take to regain all his control and win the bet.  Did she love him?  Or not?

	“Coffee?”

	Her abrupt appearance and question brought him back to reality.  She was coming out of the kitchen with coffee cups in each hand.  He smiled and took one.  “Thanks.”  He took a big gulp and winced in pain as the very hot liquid burned his tongue.  “Ouch!  It’s hot!”

	“It’s supposed to be hot!” She replied.  Then she smiled.  “I’ve still got plenty of bottles of tea in the refrigerator if you’d rather have one of those.”

	Chad shook his head.  “No thanks. This will do just fine.”

	Mel didn’t really care – as long as he just drank something.  Was she winning?  She had no way of knowing at all.  But not once yet had he even asked about the bathroom.  Her hopes were starting to go up.  But… it was awfully early yet to get too confident.  She just wished she could know for sure what was going on with him – one way or another!

	She looked at the pile of laundry on the floor still waiting to be put into the washer.  It looked like all shirts and a few pairs of pants.  Not a lot of stuff.  “What do you have in the washer now?” she asked, more for something to say than anything else.

	“Just a few shirts and t-shirts.  Underwear.  I figured I’d take care of those first.”

	She nodded as she took another sip of her coffee.  She desperately wanted to ask him about his control, but something was holding her back, and she wasn’t sure what it was.  All the time she had spent with him today had almost seemed… surreal – so different than their relationship in the past.  And it was hard to figure out how to handle it… and not cross the imaginary line that marked the boundary between a normal friendship and a mistress – submissive relationship. 

	“You know,” she said after a few moments of more awkward silence, “you’re welcome to spend all day right here if you want.  I mean, you don’t have any furniture at your place.  Not much of anything else either.”

	Chad thought about that for a moment.  “Thanks,” he replied.  “If you don’t mind, I just may.”

	“Good,” she said out loud, with more emphasis than she intended.  With that problem solved, she went back to her laptop, where she still wasn’t able to do any work.

	 


Chapter 63 (Friday – week 9 Part 3 of 3)

	As soon as the first load of clothes had been removed from the dryer and he had gotten the next batch running, he took everything that had just come out of the dryer back to his apartment – without bothering to iron or even fold any of it.  He figured he could do that later, after he left her apartment for the day.  But his real reason for going back to his apartment as soon as he could, was to change his soaking wet diapers out for fresh ones. 

	Mel watched the door the entire time he was gone.  And she watched… and watched.  How long did it take to carry a little laundry right next door and come back again?  What could be taking him so long?  There wasn’t anything at his place to keep him there… except…  The door finally opened and he came back inside.  Was it her imagination, or was he walking a bit easier than when he had left.  She hadn’t bothered to really watch how he was walking when he went out.  Of course he had been carrying a load of clothes so it would have been hard to tell.  But she was betting that he had gone home to change his diaper!

	When lunchtime came, she offered to buy them lunch, or to fix it right there for him herself.  But he offered to fix lunch for them instead.  Besides, he now knew her kitchen far better than she did.  She gratefully accepted. 

	Lunch was nothing fancy.  In fact, she hardly paid attention to what she ate.  It simply seemed strange to sit across the table from him – as if he was a normal person.  Which he was – and he wasn’t.  But for today, she would have to play the game and at least pretend he was. 

	Awkward silence, followed awkward silence.  She finished her coffee before he did and got up from the table while he was still eating.  She grabbed the coffee carafe and brought it back to the table, pouring fresh cups for both of them.  Then she carried the carafe back to the coffee maker.  She started to walk back to the table, but on a sudden mischievous whim, she went to the refrigerator instead and grabbed one of his baby bottles still in there.  She set it down in front of him with a big grin as she sat back down at the table again.  “Just in case that coffee is too hot,” she explained.

	With a big smile, Chad went along with her little joke and picked the bottle up and drank from it.  But he only drank a little before he set it back on the table and laughed.  “It’s nice to drink from a normal cup for a change,” he told her.  As if to prove it, he picked up his coffee cup and sipped at the hot liquid inside – carefully this time so as not to burn himself like he did earlier.

	Mel didn’t care what he drank from… just so long as he kept drinking… at least occasionally.  Was he regaining his control?  To all outward appearances, it didn’t look like it.  But the one thing she realized that had her worried the most, was that he didn’t look the least bit concerned about it either.  He appeared – completely normal!

	Chad finished eating first.  He waited politely and sipped his coffee until Mel had finished eating as well.  “Excuse me,” he said as he started to get up from the table.  “I need to check the dryer.”

	Before Mel knew what she was doing, she reached out across the table and set her hand on top of his.  “Wait!”

	Halfway out of his seat, Chad stopped to see what she wanted.

	Mel actually felt embarrassed to ask, even though she didn’t know why she should feel that way.  “I… I have to know,” she said, “have you…  I mean, how… is it going?  Have you regained anything yet?”

	Chad sat back down and stared at her for a moment before answering.  Of course she would want to know.  “To be honest,” he replied.  He hesitated a few moments trying to find the best way to answer.  “I haven’t tried yet.”

	Mel sat straight up.  “You haven’t…”  She was totally stunned.  He hadn’t even tried yet?  “Why not?”

	Chad stood up again and shrugged.  “I just haven’t.”  He walked off quickly because it was something he didn’t want to discuss with her.  It had been hard enough trying to figure it out for himself… and he was still wrestling with the problem.

	Mel got up and followed after him.  “Why not?” she asked again.

	“I just haven’t,” he replied with his back to her as he continued walking.

	“But today is the day!  Your first day anyway.  I thought you couldn’t wait!  I thought you were so sure that you could get it all back in just a few hours that you would have started trying from the moment you woke up!  But you’re not going to even try?”

	“I didn’t say that!” Chad insisted as he reached the dryer and turned around.  “I just haven’t started to try… yet!  And I still think I can get it all back in just a few hours.  I just haven’t tried… yet.”

	“Why not?” Mel asked, the tone of her voice softening.

	Chad stared at her again for a moment.  Was it possible?  Was it possible at all that she felt for him what he felt for her?  She seemed awfully sincere right now.  Awfully caring.  But he knew what he was, a sissy!  That thought slammed into place before he had a chance to say anything more.  And as a sissy, he was all wrong for her.  He wasn’t someone she could ever – love!  He turned away from her and opened up the dryer.  “I don’t want to talk about it!” he insisted.

	He didn’t want to talk about it?  Frustrated and confused, Mel watched as he pulled the clothes out of the dryer and made sure they were all dry.  Not knowing what to think, or do, she wandered back to the living room where she again picked up her laptop… and didn’t even look at it. 

	He hadn’t even tried… yet.  Was he purposely trying to lose for some reason?  Why can’t you just lose?  She had asked that last night.  She had thought it a thousand times ever since.  Was he purposely trying to lose?  It was the only answer she could think of. 

	She watched as he purposely folded his clothes this time – unlike the first batch that he had carried straight to his apartment in a rumpled mess.  Why can’t you just lose?  And he hadn’t even tried… yet.  A broad smile broke out on her face.  One way or another, she was winning this bet.  He was either too afraid to try, or he no longer really wanted to win, or… he really had tried and found it impossible.  Either way, no matter how she looked at it, she was winning – and he was going to lose – big time! 

	Her elation wasn’t dampened one bit by the ringing of her phone.  She gladly set her laptop aside and ran to answer it.  “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel.”

	“Derek!” she said, her voice still holding nothing but delight.

	From the laundry area, Chad heard how glad Mel was as she talked with Derek.  Of course she’d be glad.  Why wouldn’t she.  Derek was everything she could possibly want in a guy – and then some.  While he was… a sissy.  Did she feel anything for him?  Why should she?  But… was it possible?  He still wanted to hope that she would.  Despite everything he knew… he still wanted to hold onto that hope.

	“Derek… no!” Mel said firmly, but there was still more than a hint of gladness in her voice.  “I’m not going out with you tonight… and not tomorrow either!  Sissy… I mean Chad’s final day of testing is tomorrow!  I’ve got way too much on my mind right now.”

	Derek was just glad that she had come to her senses again.  And she did sound really glad to hear from him.  That alone put his mind at ease.  “Okay,” he replied.  “I understand.  How is that going anyway?  Does it look like you might win?”

	Mel was tempted to tell him the truth – that Chad hadn’t even tried to hold back yet, but she decided that it might not be a good idea.  “Let’s just say that I’m still very hopeful.  Very… hopeful.”

	“So it’s not over yet,” Derek replied.

	“Not yet.  And according to our judges, no matter what, they’re going to decide it tomorrow for sure.”

	“Then tell you what,” Derek said, “I’ll call you… ‘after’ tomorrow!”

	Mel giggled just a bit.  She was still elated over the fact that she was going to win the bet.

	“Sounds perfect!” she replied.  A moment later, they had said goodbye and she set her phone aside. 

	Chad had heard every word she had said, even though he never once looked up from his task of folding his clothes.  The things that needed ironing he could do later.  Anytime really.  He wasn’t the least bit concerned about it.

	On his mind instead was trying to figure out if Mel cared about him at all.  Or was he just a fun toy for her to use and abuse.  It’s just that… there were times when she seemed as if she really did care… a lot!  But her phone call with Derek just then had slammed home harder than ever what he had thought about a hundred times in the last hour alone.  He was a sissy, and Derek was a man – a real man.  And women didn’t love sissies, they loved… men!  But… sometimes, it really seemed as if she might.

	Mel barely sat back down again when her phone rang – again.  “Oh geez!” she cursed softly as she hurried to answer it.  “Hello?”

	“Hey girlfriend!” Gloria’s voice replied.  “How’s it going?”

	“Gloria!” Mel practically sang.  Maybe she didn’t feel comfortable telling Derek the details, but Gloria was someone she could tell – anything!  Besides, she was one of the judges!  “It couldn’t be going better!” she replied enthusiastically as she headed for the living room with the phone. 

	“So he hasn’t been able to hold back at all yet?” Gloria asked.

	“He hasn’t even tried!” Mel said delightedly.

	“Mel…” Gloria replied sternly, “have you been trying to convince him to throw the bet?”

	Mel laughed.  “That’s just it… I didn’t!  But either way, he doesn’t seem to be the least bit interested in winning anymore.”

	“He may think differently tomorrow,” Gloria replied, “when we test him!  I have a feeling he’ll try very hard indeed to win then.”

	Suddenly concerned, Mel asked, “Why?  What are you going to do?”

	“Never mind!  We’ve got it all planned out.  You’ll find out tomorrow.”

	Chad listened to Mel talking with Gloria – Mel’s friend.  He didn’t have any friends.  None! Not anymore.  Derek used to be his friend, but he didn’t really feel like Derek fell into that category anymore.  No friends… no life.  And if Mel didn’t really care about him… didn’t really love him… then he was alone and uncared about… uncared for.

	And if he purposely lost this bet, how could he have any friends with the kind of life he would be forced to live?  It would be… impossible!  No friends… no life!  No friends…  The decision he had been wrestling with all day was suddenly very clear to him.  He had to win this bet now.  He had to! 

	No matter how attractive the alternative was, he was still human.  Still a person.  And people, no matter who they were, needed certain things.  Friends – people to talk to and rely on.  People you care about and who in return, cared about you.  Which in turn would give him a much more fulfilling life.  A life where he would be responsible for things… or others… or both.  Things that ultimately brought at least some measure of self-respect. 

	Self-respect, friends, and a life!  Why had he forgotten?  Why had he ignored the very things that he had held onto for so long? 

	Quickly jumbling the rest of his laundry together, he picked the entire batch up in his arms.  He almost walked out the door, but politeness… or something… stopped him.  Carrying his load of clothes, he walked into the living room where Mel was still talking animatedly with Gloria.  He didn’t bother to catch her attention or even wait for her to acknowledge him.  “I’m leaving!” he said coldly.  He would have added for the rest of the day, but he turned instead and headed directly for the door.

	“Wait a minute Gloria,” Mel said into her phone.  “You’re leaving?” she asked.  He didn’t reply.  There was something about his manner and attitude that bother her.  “Are you coming back?” she called after him, only to get no reply again.  She was already getting to her feet as he managed to open the door despite all the clothes in his arms.  “Are you coming back?” she asked again… rather desperately this time as she headed for the door as well.  But before she could get there, her own door closed in her face. 

	The phone in her hands forgotten, she hurried to open it.  “Chad!” she called as she ran out.  He was almost to his apartment.  He couldn’t get his keys out of his pocket with all the clothes in his arms.  “Wait!” she called as she hurried to him.

	Chad dropped all his clean clothes, not even trying to worry about if they got dirty or not.  Ignoring Mel completely, he fished his keys out of his pocket.

	“Wait,” Mel said again as she ran up to him.  “What’s wrong?”

	Not knowing if he was angry with her… but knowing he was more angry with himself, Chad ignored her totally.  He opened his door, and put his keys back in his pocket.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel insisted.

	Chad picked up his clothes, and turned to her.  He looked at her for a moment, before turning and carrying his stuff into his apartment… and kicking his door closed before she could enter. 

	Stunned, Mel stared at the closed door in front of her.  And that look he had just given her!  What was going on all of a sudden?  She pounded on his door with her fist.  “Chad!  What’s wrong?  What’s going on?”

	But her pleas fell on deaf ears.  She got no reply at all for her efforts. 

	She was still staring at his door in stunned silence when she heard the tiny sound of Gloria coming from her phone.  “Mel!  Are you there?  Mel?  Mel?”

	In a fog, she raised the phone back to her ear as she finally turned away from his door.  “I’m here,” she said softly.

	“What happened?”

	“I don’t know.  He just walked out.”

	Chad sat in his solitary chair in stony silence.  He had dropped all his laundry in a pile on the floor the minute he had closed the door – and then had listened as Mel had pounded on his door and called him – again and again.  He knew what he had just done… the way he had just behaved, wasn’t right.  But just then, he didn’t care.  It was the only way he could react just then.  And he was currently berating himself for not only not bothering to try to get his control back, he was now feeling guilty over the way he had just treated Mel.

	But right now… tough!

	He had put it off long enough… too long!  He should have started the minute he woke up this morning – or maybe even last night… or a week ago.  But what did it matter, he still knew he could get it all back quickly.  In just a few hours – hopefully. 

	He had wasted way too much of the day.  But starting right now… he would get it all back.  Starting right… now!  Just as soon as he ever realized when it was that he had to pee again. 

	As he sat there, feeling nothing, he realized that what he was currently feeling just then was his real problem.  He was feeling – nothing.  And his body had grown so used to pushing all the time, that he no longer knew what to do to make it hold back instead.  He didn’t even remember how any other way than pushing was supposed to feel.  And in the meantime, he wasn’t feeling – anything.  He didn’t even know if he was peeing or not. 

	Mel sat huddled up in her chair and stared at… nothing.  Her eyes seemed to constantly roam around the room, but she was seeing – nothing.  What was he doing over there?  What had gone wrong?  Why had he suddenly seemed so angry?  What had she done? 

	No answers.  He had totally ignored her when she had pounded on his door and called him.  No reply.  No answers. 

	Hour after hour, she sat in stunned silence.  Not knowing what to do.  Just waiting – for word – from him. 

	He sat there for a long time, trying to feel something, but all he felt, was frustrated.  Finally figuring he needed more liquid in his system to make him pee – just so he could learn to feel it again, he grabbed a baby bottle of her tea out of his refrigerator and carried it back to his chair where he drank it – and tried to feel – something.  But feeling nothing isn’t feeling something. 

	Finally, he got up and walked around, hoping it would help.  Since he was concentrating on his diapered area so intently, he became more aware then ever of the things that now occupied the pockets of his too-large pants.  Heavy things.  Bulky things, uncomfortable things.  He pulled everything out… his keys, his wallet, his cell phone, some change from buying breakfast, a handkerchief, his old pocket comb… and he searched for some place to put them all down.  And the first place he could think to put them – was back in his red purse again.  If there was one good thing he had to say about purses, they could be handy at times. 

	With that done, he looked at all the laundry he had simply dumped on the floor – in a major mess.  He started to sort through it all to figure out what he wanted to do with it, and gave up.  He wandered into his bedroom and turned on his pink clock radio to listen to some music.  It was nice, for a little while.  He soon turned it off again because it became – distracting – and he wasn’t in the mood. 

	A chance trip past his bathroom made him glance inside.  And for the first time in a long while he noticed his toilet, still wrapped up in all her plastic wrap.  Purposely, he went in and started removing it – quickly uncovering the tape she had put across the top with the date she had sealed it – two months earlier.  The tape came off.  The plastic all came off.  And his toilet was useful again – well, almost.  He had to flush it a few times to get the water level back.  He also had to clean it thoroughly because it smelled – despite not being used.

	And through it all, not once did he know if he was peeing or not.  He grabbed another baby bottle so he could keep trying.

	Mel tried to pull herself out of her funk.  She got up and poured herself another cup of coffee – and carried it right back to the same chair she had been sitting in for so long already.  But the coffee did help – sort of.  What had suddenly gone wrong?  Knowing it was probably useless, she picked up her phone and called him.  And listened to it ringing.

	Chad heard his phone ring.  Who would be calling him?  Mel of course.  The only person who ever called him anymore.  He had behaved badly with her earlier.  But he still didn’t care… much.  Still, he supposed she deserved at least some kind of explanation – or apology.  Not that he was too sure of the explanation himself. 

	He had to fish his phone out of his purse again before he could answer it, but by then it had stopped ringing.  Should he call her back?  He wasn’t sure.

	Mel hung up, totally frustrated again.  Why wouldn’t he answer?  Why wouldn’t he talk to her?  The lunk!  The dumb sissy lunk!  What was wrong with him?

	The phone in her hand rang and she almost dropped it in surprise.  “Hello?” she said desperately.

	“Mel?”

	“Chad!  What’s wrong?  What did I do?  I’m sorry, whatever it was.”

	“That’s just it,” Chad replied.  “You didn’t do anything.  I’m sorry about the way I behaved.  It’s not your fault.”

	“So what went wrong?” Mel insisted.

	“Nothing you need to concern yourself with.  I’m just mad… at myself.”

	“Why?”

	“For not even trying to get my control back.  For thinking really stupid things.”

	“Like what?  What was so stupid?”

	“Never mind.  Personal things.  I forgot about some… personal things that I shouldn’t have forgotten about.  And I got mad, that’s all.”

	“Why don’t you come back and we’ll discuss it,” she suggested.

	“No.  I need to stay here tonight.”

	“Well how about dinner?  You can at least come over for dinner.  Or we can go out!  I’ll buy!”

	“No.  I need to be by myself.  I’ll either get something… or I won’t bother with dinner.”

	“Not bother?  Chad… get a grip!  Is it something I can help with?”

	Chad nearly laughed.  “No.  Like I said, I need to be alone tonight.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

	“Tomorrow is your last day… and the testing.  Everything will be all over tomorrow.”

	“I know.”

	“The ladies… they’re coming at one o’clock.”

	“I know.”

	“Are you sure you don’t want to spend the evening here… with me?”

	Chad thought about it for a moment.  In many ways, he really would.  “No, not tonight.  Tonight… I need to be… alone.”

	“But..”

	“Mel… I’ll see you tomorrow.”

	Sadly, she replied.  “Tomorrow then.”  And before he could hang up she added, “Call me early!  Call me anytime!  For anything!”

	“Yeah.  Thanks,” Chad replied sadly.  “Bye Mel.”  He hung up the phone and put it back in his purse. 

	He grabbed another baby bottle and carried it back to his chair – to try to feel when he had to pee again – and to think.

	The evening started to descend.  Shadows filled his apartment, but he didn’t bother to get up and turn on a light.  “Why can’t you just lose?” she had said.  Ha!  What did she have to worry about if she lost?  A little bit of money to buy him some furniture?  And he now suspected that she had more money than she let on, so she could well afford to buy him whatever he wanted. 

	But if he lost, he would lose… his life!  By the time he was done serving her for another year, he would have no self-respect at all, no friends, and consequently – no life!  And very little chance to ever have any of that again.

	Why can’t he just lose?  This was his life they were talking about!  Not a dream!  All dreams must come to an end… because if there was nothing but dreams, there would be no life.  And this dream had now come to its end.  The dream – was over.

	Mel turned on the lamp as the evening shadows fell, but still she didn’t move from her chair.  What had gone wrong to make him suddenly change his mind and want to win so badly?  She simply had no idea.  Earlier, he hadn’t even wanted to try to regain his control.  She thought he had purposely wanted to lose.  But now?

	The thought came once again to her mind, “Why can’t he just lose?”  As she saw it, if he lost, he would still win!  If he lost, he would still have everything he really wanted.  He craved all his sissy stuff and the only way he could have it was if he lost.  No matter who won this bet – he would win! 

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders, and you know how I feel about you.”   Why can’t he just lose?

	But if she lost… she would lose everything.  She would lose – her dreams.  And if she had no dreams, she wouldn’t have much of a life.  Somehow she knew that her dream was the only thing that would give her what she wanted – a much fuller life.  And she didn’t want that dream – to be over.

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 1 of 7)

	Yelling a battle cry, he charged down the hill in all his sissy finery – straight at the invading enemy below.  Waving a sword in his hand and having an extra toilet bowl brush attached to the tool belt encircling his waist, he rushed down the hill like some deranged berserker, knowing that the very image of him would send paralyzing fear throughout the enemy he was about to attack. 

	His beautiful fluffy petticoats bounced and spread out around him – as if creating an impenetrable zone that would protect him from any kind of harm, while not hindering his devastating attack in the least.  His pink high-heeled feet slipped a bit on the treacherous ground of the mountainside, but he was sure-footed enough to never come close to losing his balance – a feat he knew the enemy below was in awe of!

	He reached the bottom of the hill and never stopped.  He charged full steam at the ugly enemy in front of him.  And they fell back at his approach, parting in front of him – in fear! 

	But not all the enemy retreated.  There was one who remained in his path. The biggest… the strongest… the meanest… the most feared of them all.  That one man alone remained steadfast, ready to take him on in battle!

	He charged… and the giant before him raised his shiny metal shield.  With all his strength, he brought his mighty sword down on that shield, sending out a reverberating clang like the ring of a mighty dinner bell.  The shield held, but it was scratched.  The giant raised his own sword to strike back. 

	“Wait!” he yelled.  Quickly he plucked a dust cloth from his tool belt and polished the giant’s shield until it gleamed perfectly once again.  “Okay,” he said in his sissy voice as he put his dust cloth away and raised his sword once again.

	The giant swung… and he parried the blow – and curtseyed.  He stabbed – and then curtseyed.  Parry – curtsey.  Stab – curtsey.  Over and over again.  The battle between them raged!  But as hard as he fought, that giant would not be defeated – and neither would he! 

	Breathing hard with exhaustion, the two combatants took a step back from each other, watching each other, catching their breath and sizing each other up.  The giant with his huge muscles, leather and steel protecting his body, a fearsome steel helmet on his head, and weapons bristling out from every conceivable part of him.  And the sissy, equally impressively clad in a darling pink and white little girl party dress over tons of silky, fluffy ruffled petticoats, with sweet little girl socks on his feet adding decoration above his pink high heeled shoes.  The bow in his lovely curled hair equally as fearsome as the helmet the giant wore.  And of course, his own weapons sticking out from all over his tool belt – toilet brush, dust rag, dish cloth, rubber gloves, and perhaps the most fearsome weapon of all – The Dieters Guide to Good Cooking. 

	Two equally fearsome competitors vying for domination of the battlefield.  And the spectators were – awed!

	Disdainfully, the giant threw his shield aside, and plucked a wickedly spiked mace from his belt to hold in his hand opposite his sword. 

	Undeterred, Sissy pulled his equally fearsome toilet bowl brush.  And the two rushed at each other again!

	Thrust… parry… curtsey… swing… block… curtsey… thrust… parry… curtsey...  On and on they went in vicious battle, neither one gaining any ground on the other.

	Again they stepped back to catch their breath, and again the two opponents sized each other up.  The giant wiped the sweat from his face with his arm, the sissy freshened his face as well with the application of some additional lipstick.

	The problem was, they were too evenly matched!  Unless one made a drastic mistake, neither would ever claim victory.

	Frustrated, the giant threw aside his mace and gripped his sword with both hands so he could swing it with the strength of both arms.  Sissy tossed aside his sword and kept his favorite toilet bowel brush.  Just as the giant stayed now with the one weapon he knew the best, so did Sissy. 

	It would be sheer determination that decided this battle.  Sheer determination!  And despite how evenly matched they were, and despite how fearsome the giant was, Sissy knew he could win.  He knew he could do it!  He would just have to keep fighting and fighting until the giant was slain. 

	And in his dream, the battle raged again…

	“Guilty!”  Bang!  The judge’s gavel echoed with horrible finality, sealing her fate… sealing her doom! 

	“No!” she cried in helpless appeal.  “No!”  She turned in despair to face the table that held all the plaintiffs.  Not one face showed the least bit of remorse.  Ray, looking like some powerful executive in his elegant business suit… Derek, dressed more casually, as if he had come straight from one of his job sites… and Sissy of course, wearing his blue little girl party dress – one of her favorites on him.  All of them lined up against her, and none of them seemed to feel the least bit sorry for her. 

	“Why?” she asked them all as the total despair of her situation crashed down on her.  “Why?” 

	“You could have done something!” Derek accused angrily.

	“Done what?” she asked pleadingly.  “About what?”

	But it was Ray who spoke next.  “You could have paid!” he said angrily.  “You had enough money to ensure whatever you wanted.”

	“Paid for what?” she asked.  “Paid who?”

	And it was Sissy who spoke last.  “You could have been less afraid!  You could have spoken the truth when it needed to be told!”

	“Spoken the truth?  To…”  But she knew what he was talking about.  She could have told him in no uncertain terms how she felt about him.  But she hadn’t.  She had been too afraid… too worried about appearances… and the distractions of better men around her. 

	And now the courts had leveled their decision… and in the process, taken everything away from her.  All her money, her apartment, her property, even her job… her business – all gone.  She was left with nothing.  And there wasn’t a single thing she could do about it.  Not one single thing.  And she felt so helpless… and alone.

	She had not one friend anymore.  Not one.  Nobody!  No family, no friends… and consequently, no life.  And she felt even more helpless. 

	As dreams work, everything and everyone around her changed.  And she found herself out on the cold dark street.  Alone, hungry, homeless, uncared for… unloved.  She tried and tried to think of some way to fix the situation, to get back what she so desperately wanted, but there were no ideas.  There was no longer anything she could do about it.  That time had passed.  And she had failed.  She felt nothing but alone and helpless and she knew there was nothing she could do about the situation.  Helpless.  Helpless.  Helpless.

	In the cold foggy night, she wandered the dim streets in search of help.  She stopped a man she came across.  “Help me,” she pleaded. 

	The man looked at her and shook his head.  “I won’t lift a finger to help you.  You’ll have to help yourself.  Only you can help yourself.”

	“I can’t!” she wailed.  “I don’t know what to do!”

	The man shook his head again.  “You’ll just have to think of something.”  With that, he walked off and she was left alone again.

	Think of something?  She couldn’t think of anything.  She was totally stuck. There was no way she could help herself.  In frustration, she pounded her fists on the cold stone wall of the building and screamed, “There’s nothing I can do!”

	And she woke up… wondering if she had actually screamed that last desperate cry for real!

	There was daylight in the room, but not much.  She glanced at her clock – early!  Very early!  But after that nightmare, whatever it had been about, she knew she couldn’t go back to sleep… at least not for quite a while.  She got out of bed and grabbed her robe, and automatically walked directly to her kitchen – and her coffee maker.  And even before she got to the kitchen, her mind was already thinking about Chad… Sissy… and the way the day had gone yesterday – after he had left.  And her mind automatically went back into worry mode.

	As she stood in front of her coffee maker waiting for it to finish, she continuously played back the way he had walked out on her yesterday… and the way he hadn’t answered his door when she went to find out what was wrong…  as well as the troubling phone conversation she had with him later.  She didn’t want to think about any of it, but she couldn’t help it.

	As she finally poured her first cup of coffee, she tried to force her mind to think about the day ahead.  Today was his final day of testing.  Today would determine – everything!  And because of the way they had brought in everyone to judge the contest for them, she didn’t know what kind of input toward the outcome of the bet that she would be able to manage.  She had swayed juries a few times in her career.  Could she do the same here? 

	As of the time Sissy… Chad had left yesterday, she hadn’t lost yet.  In fact, she had been winning!  But at that time, he hadn’t even tried to hold back.  He had wasted a major part of the entire day!  But she was betting that from the moment he had left her, he had been working hard to regain that control.  He had gone back to his place and holed himself up there – ignoring her… removing all distractions, just so he could work on getting his control back – and winning the bet.

	As of the time he had left yesterday, she was still winning.  But who was winning now?

	She took a sip of her coffee and turned, as she usually did, intent on carrying it into the living room where she usually sat in one of her chairs to enjoy it.  But this time, her eyes caught sight of his highchair instead… still sitting in its usual position next to her table.  In her mind, she saw him sitting there again, eating his breakfast like a toddler… bib in place, his left fist wrapped around a ridiculously tiny baby spoon, trying desperately to get a miniscule amount of the drippy baby cereal into his mouth without spilling any – and of course, so often failing.  He was so funny sitting there.  Such a delight.  Would he ever sit there again? 

	She pulled herself away and continued on into her living room, but she stopped again when her eyes seemed to be drawn to her yardstick that was propped up in the corner – the stick she had used to punish him with – so often for a while, but hardly at all in the last few weeks.  In her mind, she saw him standing there again, diapers littering the floor to protect it, him leaning over the very chair she usually sat in every morning, and she felt herself swinging that stick – and connecting with his backside.  One!  Her mind watched as he stood and curtseyed and thanked her… before bending back over to brace himself against the chair again… and raise his backside up, inviting her to hit him once again.  Swing!  Swoosh!  Slap!  Two!  As odd as it sounded, she found that she missed that as well. 

	She turned, but she didn’t even have to move to see his perch sitting in the other corner.  The hooks further up on the wall with those stupid ugly earrings hanging from it that could be attached to his ears to hold him in place.  He had spent hours on that torture device.  Hours!  At her bequest.  Hours staring into nothing but a totally blank corner.  Hours of having to endure the pain that that simple little bar would place on his feet and legs.  Hours of not being permitted to move a muscle – or she would punish him.  Hours with nothing to do… but think.  Did he think about her during that time?  Would she ever know?  Would she ever be able to sit at her table again – while watching in amazement at him stuck up on that dreaded thing and have nothing to do?  Would she ever feel that kind of power again? 

	Her gaze fell to the floor as she finished her journey to her chair and sat down.  So many little reminders of him all around her.  Even the bathroom held a stash of diapering supplies for him in the cabinet under her sink.  Everywhere she looked, she saw little things that reminded her of him.  But would he ever be there again?  Only time would tell.  And that time was now down to just a few hours.  In a way, she couldn’t wait.  But in a way, those few hours scared her to death!

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 2 of 7)

	He rolled over on his blow-up mattress onto his stomach, his mind automatically preparing for the pressure he expected to feel from the glued-on breast forms.  But when that pressure didn’t happen, it was enough of a change to bring him totally out of his sleep – sleep that he had been gradually leaving for a while now anyway.  With a grunt of realization that the breast forms weren’t there anymore, he allowed himself to fully collapse the weight of his body onto the mattress.  It felt good, but at the same time, it felt strange. 

	He was awake enough now to start noticing his body more and take stock of everything.  His legs were forced wide apart by the bloated thickness of the three layers of diapers he had put on last night.  He couldn’t tell yet if they were as wet as they usually were every morning since he had drank hardly anything at all last night.  But they were definitely very wet… and definitely messy as well.  And once again he didn’t remember doing either after he fell asleep last night.

	He turned his head and the stupid pacifier in his mouth rubbed against his pillow.  It wasn’t usually a problem since he usually had to support his body more when the breast forms were there.  He remembered trying to go to sleep without the pacifier last night, but he had been having trouble sleeping and he got up to grab it, hoping it would help.  It must have. 

	But now he was awake again and his room was full of sunlight.  He didn’t know what time it was, and wasn’t even sure he cared.  Could he go back to sleep?  Why not?  He closed his eyes and snuggled into his pillow.  But sleep wouldn’t come… exactly.  His mind wasn’t exactly dreaming, and it wasn’t exactly awake either.  But instead it started thinking about deliciously erotic things that turned him on.  And he allowed himself to sink fully into those wonderful sexy images.  And inside his very bloated diaper, he felt his tiny underused penis start to grow.  The realization again brought that quick bit of panic over the pain his chastity device would cause him… but once again, he woke up just enough to remember that the device wasn’t there anymore, and he could dream these dreams to his heart’s content!  And… he did!  Purposely! 

	His mind dreamed about wearing diapers – like he was.  It dreamed about being controlled and forced to wear them – like he had been.  It dreamed about being forced to wear dresses and high heels and all sorts of feminine finery  - out in public – again, just as he had been only a few days before.  But this time it was different.  This time he could allow his body to respond fully.  This time there was no chastity device holding him back.  And this time, he was determined to ride the wave and enjoy it to its fullest!

	For the first time in a long while, his tiny little penis was no longer so tiny.  For the first time in a long while, it behaved normally – and it grew!  Normally!  And for the first time in a long while, he concentrated more on getting pleasure from it, than on getting that pleasure from the opposite side of his body – where he wasn’t supposed to “normally” get that pleasure. 

	The images of his fantasies played on, and he found himself trying to hump his blow-up mattress.  But getting the kind of stimulation he needed wasn’t happening.  His overly bloated and messy diapers were a bit too bloated.  They weren’t letting him get the right kind of pressure where he needed it the most.  Coming more and more awake, he put his hands down under him, right under where his penis was inside his mass of diapers.  As he humped and pressed his groin into the mattress, the fingers of both hands pressed up as hard as they could.  But that damn bulk of his diapers was still so much that he couldn’t feel it much more than before.  Frustrated, he pulled his hands back up and tried to figure out what he could do. 

	Getting to his knees, he grabbed his pillow and stuck that under him and he went back to work.  But just like with his fingers, the pillow did nothing for him at all… and his frustration grew.  So close!  And he was being foiled by the super bulk of his diapers!  Fully awake now, even though he didn’t really want to be, he knew that the only way he was going to get himself off, was to get his diapers off first! 

	He rolled off of his mattress and because of the bulky diapers forcing his legs so wide apart, he had to struggle to get to his feet.  He was tempted to take the diapers off right there in the middle of his bedroom, but fortunately he remembered that it was all too likely that he might wind up peeing on the floor.  Besides, his diapers were not only wet, they were messy too.  The bathroom would be the best place to go.  He headed there with his usual morning wide-legged walk. 

	In the bathroom, the first thing he noticed was his freshly cleaned, no longer wrapped in plastic, toilet – just waiting for him to use… still waiting for him to use… even once.  He hadn’t managed that little feat last night at all.  He purposely put that problem out of his mind.  He had more “interesting” issues to contend with first.

	He struggled with his plastic panties to pull then over his massive diapers and off his legs.  By the time he attacked the bulky diapers themselves, he was no longer feeling as desperate for release.  All the desire was certainly there, but the process of changing rooms and having to get everything off had interrupted the fantasies that had been playing out in his mind.  But still… he wasn’t going to let this opportunity go to waste!

	Just to be safe, before removing his messy diapers completely, he stepped into the tub.  It would be much safer there.  His diapers got carefully folded over and set out of the way in the very back of the tub.  He could forget about them for a little bit now.  His cock wasn’t so raging as it had been anymore, but he was confident that he could make it grow again.  But after being bound up in all those hot, bulky, smelly diapers, it was rather… disgusting to touch.  He turned the tub faucet water on and let it run for a minute to warm up, then he turned on the shower and quickly washed off that part of his body and his backside before turning the water off again.  Now he could get back down to it.  He was soaking wet, but it was from the shower and not anything bad. 

	But as he looked down to take matters in hand, he noticed that not only was he not hard anymore, the shower had taken care of that, but once again, he was peeing without knowing he was doing it.  Well, sort of peeing.  It was really just dripping out a little like he usually did now.  But it reminded him of his need now to regain all his control.  And the fact that he was quickly running out of time slammed home worse than ever! 

	For the first time in two months, he was no longer confident about winning the bet.  For the first time in two months, he was faced with the very real possibility that he really could lose the bet.  For the first time in two months, he was forced to seriously look at what might happen if he lost.  And that possibility was looking more and more likely with every passing minute!

	But as much as he needed to regain his control, this was still the first opportunity he had to orgasm normally – like a man!  Okay, he had to masturbate, but it was still like a man!  He grabbed himself the best way he knew how, and went to work.  He had to force all those wonderful fantasies back into his head.  But this time, with every fantasy that came to mind, the very real possibility that he could really be stuck that way for a very long time also hit him just as hard, or harder.  Despite the fact that it would usually add to his fantasies, this time it took much of the joy out of the process.  He had to work all the harder for his release because of it.  But there was no question about his perseverance.  This was the first opportunity he had in nearly two months, and he wasn’t going to waste it! 

	Fortunately, he hadn’t had a real orgasm in nearly two months, and in the end that helped him.  But the end result wasn’t anything fantastic.  Not by a long shot.  And when it was over, he wondered if maybe the wonderful orgasms he had experienced when Mel had reamed his ass might not have been better.  It was hard to tell though.  All that worry now definitely took the edge off of everything.  And now that he had finally had his “normal” release, something else was gone as well – his usual desire for all his sissy stuff. 

	She wouldn’t really force him to serve her for an entire year, would she?  But the more he thought about it, the more he remembered just how hard she had worked on him over the last two months – just how much effort and worry she had put into it… into him.  And he knew without a doubt, that Mel had every intention of forcing him to serve her for the full term.  And she was a lawyer, there was probably something in that notarized contract they had both signed that would carry at least a little legal weight. 

	So if he didn’t get his control back – very soon, then he had no doubt that he would be… screwed!  He smiled… no doubt – literally.

	He turned his shower on again, and this time gave his entire body a thorough scrubbing – but not bothering to shave his legs or anything else.  But he did notice that they didn’t’ really need it anyway since he had just done them yesterday.

	As he turned his shower off, he heard his phone ringing.  Who would be calling him now?  Mel of course.  But he was just coming out of the shower, and she would have to wait.  He wasn’t serving her anymore… unless he lost the bet later today.  But he still had no intention of losing.  In fact, he was more determined now to win than ever!

	Mel hung up her phone.  He hadn’t answered.  Was he still sleeping?  Or ignoring her?  Either way, she didn’t have any way of knowing what was going on with him.  No way of knowing if she was still winning or not.  And she was now guessing that she wasn’t.  She hated being ignored!  Why hadn’t he answered?

	Chad stared at the underwear in his hand.  His old male underwear – freshly washed – yesterday.  He was standing in the tub again because he was still dripping pee.  He had ran out as fast as he could and grabbed them, but instead of putting the underwear on right away, he had carried them quickly back to the tub again, all because he was still dripping pee.  Not a lot.  Not constantly anymore, but he still didn’t know when it was going to come out of him.  His hopes were that with the regular underwear instead of the diapers, he would be forced to be more careful… and consequently he would start to feel things normally again.  Besides, the underwear would let him know every time he wet himself.  All too often those diapers wicked things away before he even had a clue.  But now he was stuck with a decision.  Should he put them on and hope they worked… or should he go with a diaper instead for a little while more until he was more sure he could finally hold back? 

	His mind flashed back to last night.  He had tried.  He had tried hard all night!  But it wasn’t until later in the evening that he had made any progress at all.  It wasn’t until then that he had finally started feeling it again.  He had finally felt the need to pee, but not once had he been able to stop it.  And every time he felt it, he had started peeing almost immediately.  As usual, not a lot.  But even a little but was total failure.  But at least he had been feeling it again… and wasn’t just feeling it the first and most important step?  He had done that, and been proud of that fact when he had finally given up and diapered himself for bed.

	But now it seemed that in the cold light of day, everything that he had gained again last night was gone.  He wasn’t feeling it anymore.  And now he was trying to learn it all over again.  So… should he go with his old men’s underwear… or the diaper?  A little more pee dribbled out of him again.  Last night he had definitely made that progress while wearing a diaper.  With a bit of frustration, he tossed the underwear aside and grabbed a fresh diaper – but just one. 

	Feeling secure and safe, he climbed out of the tub and took care of his messy diaper from last night.  Then he shaved and brushed his hair.  But all the while, his mind was really doing nothing but concentrating on trying to determine if he was going to pee or not.  In the end, his hair wound up looking worse than it had yesterday.  Disgusted with that, as well as disgusted with the fact that he knew his diaper was a little bit wet again, he went out and got dressed – same too big pants as yesterday, different too big shirt.

	He wandered aimlessly around his apartment, much like he had done all last night, not looking at anything in particular, only concentrating on one thing – trying to feel if he had to pee or not.  And his stomach growled.  He realized he was famished.  He hadn’t eaten a single thing since lunch with Mel yesterday.  Mel!  She had called.  Should he call her back?  But he was hungry.  He needed to go get something to eat.  But he knew without a doubt that he would call her.  There was something about her… something he knew even though he did his best not to think about it.  He really cared for her. 

	He fished his phone out of his purse, and called her. 

	The minute Mel’s phone rang she answered it – rather desperately.  “Hello?”

	“Mel?  Did you call earlier?”

	“Chad!”  Relief swept through her.  “I’ve been so worried about you!”

	Of course she would be worried – worried about him winning the bet!  “I’m fine,” he replied. 

	“Why don’t you come over?” she suggested.

	“No, I’m hungry.  I’m going to grab something to eat.”

	“Why don’t you come here?  I’ll fix you something.  Or you can fix something yourself if you like.”

	“No, I think I’m just going to grab something quick and bring it back here.”

	“Well then at least let me come with you!”

	Chad thought about it for a minute.  “Sure, if you want.  But I want to go right now.  I haven’t eaten anything since lunch yesterday.”

	“Since lunch!  Chad!  Why not?  That’s stupid!”

	“So?  I didn’t feel like it!  But if you’re going with me, I’m leaving right now.”

	“I’m on my way!”

	Of course, he didn’t leave quite that fast.  He first had to get everything he needed back out of his purse again and transfer it all to his pants pockets.  But then he was ready.  He opened the door and walked out, just as Mel was coming out of her door as well.  He waited for her at the top of the stairs.

	“Good morning,” Mel said brightly, trying her best to put a smile on her face.  To her, he didn’t look very well.  And it wasn’t only his overly large clothes or his hair that looked… weird, it was a mess, even though she could tell he had brushed it – somewhat.  No, there was something about his face that didn’t look good.  He looked – worried.  But how much of that was from not eating since yesterday afternoon?  She followed him down the stairs, and followed him to his car this time.  She did her best to study him as he drove.  Yes, he definitely looked worried. 

	The trip to the fast food restaurant wasn’t far and Chad went straight to the drive-thru lane where he ordered the first breakfast the store had on their list.  He turned to Mel, “Are you getting anything?”

	“I’ll have the same,” she replied without thinking. 

	Chad passed the order through the system and drove around to the window.  Mel fished some money out of her purse.  “I’ve got this,” she said as she pulled her money out.  Chad took it without a reply. 

	Nothing was said between them until halfway through the drive home, and then Mel couldn’t wait any longer.  “Chad… I have to know how you’re doing!”

	Of course she would.  He was only surprised she had waited this long.  But how should he reply?  “I’m… working on it,” he finally told her.

	“Working on it?”

	He only glanced over at her without saying anything else.

	Mel wondered what “working on it” actually meant.  To her, it sounded like he had made some progress but perhaps wasn’t all the way there yet.  But it seemed that he wasn’t going to be very forthcoming with details.  “Why don’t you spend the morning at my place,” she suggested.

	He thought about it and shook his head.  “No.  I have to…”

	“Chad!  You don’t even have any furniture!”

	“I’ve got my chair if I need it.  It’s enough…” he turned his head toward her, “for now.”

	He could be so exasperating!  “Damn it!” she exclaimed.  “I want to spend the day with you!  Won’t you let me do that?  Please?”  She waited, but he made no reply.  “I’ll stay out of your way if you want.  I won’t even say anything if you want!  Please?  I want to be with you!”

	He looked back at her briefly before pulling into the apartment complex.  She really did seem… concerned.  And there was one other thing too, despite the battle they were currently locked into, he did care for her.  He really wanted to spend as much time as he could with her… even though she would most likely be totally out of his life very shortly.  He gave in.  “Sure,” he replied.

	Mel breathed a sigh of relief.  What was going on in that strange head of his?  But at least she could be with him… and watch him.  And… maybe she could figure out how he was doing.

	They carried everything straight up to her apartment and sat down at her table to eat.  Like yesterday, having him sitting across from her, so normally, while they ate, seemed almost surreal, but she didn’t say anything at all about that.  Instead she said, “The ladies will be here at one.”

	He nodded as he took a large bite of his breakfast sandwich.  “I know,” he said with his mouth full of food.

	“They suggested that we don’t have any lunch before that.”

	Still chewing, he replied, “I know.”

	She ate some of her own breakfast before saying, “I wonder what they’re planning?”

	He shook his head.  “I have no idea.”

	“Me either.  But it sounds… strange.”

	He thought about that.  “Yeah, it does,” he agreed.

	She leaned a bit toward him.  “Chad… please… how is it going?  Have you regained all your control yet?”

	He didn’t want to admit, especially not to her, how badly he was doing.  “I’m working on it,” he said again.

	“Damn it!  That’s not an answer!”

	“Yes it is!  I’m working on it!”

	“So you haven’t gained it all back yet?”

	“Not… all of it,” he finally admitted, thinking about the fact that he now pretty much knew every time he was going to pee, as well as the fact that he knew immediately after feeling it that he was already peeing.

	She wasn’t sure what that meant.  “What does that mean?”

	“It means… that some things have come back, but… but I’m working on it!”

	Mel felt totally frustrated.  And yet, he had told her some.  He had some of it back – which wasn’t good for her side at all.  But clearly he was very troubled about the part he didn’t have back yet – which sounded very hopeful for her.  So overall, she guessed that she was still winning.

	She ate some more of her breakfast even though she hardly tasted it.  “How about last night?” She asked.

	“Last night?”

	“Did you… did you wet yourself… you know… in bed… while you were sleeping?”

	He looked at her for a moment before sheepishly nodding.  “Yeah.  That part may take a while longer for me to control.”

	That had sounded promising to her too.  “And how about… um… the messing.  Did you mess your diaper last night… while you were sleeping as well?”

	Once again he paused before confirming it.  “Yeah, that too.  As usual, I slept through it.  But I still doubt it will take me long to get that control back too.”

	But we’re only concerned with today now.  That’s it.  Today is the day. This afternoon is when they’re all coming here to judge you.  After that, it’s all over and it won’t matter anymore.”

	“You don’t have to remind me, I know,” he replied rather sullenly.  “But what happens in the middle of the night isn’t everything!  The most important part is what those judges are going to see for themselves!  They’re only going to be interested in whatever happens right here in front of them!”

	She nodded, then pressed, “Yeah, you’re exactly right.  But I’m starting to get the feeling that it’s not going so well for you right now, am I right?”

	He stared rather angrily at her again for a moment before lowering his eyes.  “For now,” he replied.  He looked up defiantly again.  “But I’m still working on it!”

	Maybe it was the lawyer in her, but she pounced back.  “Yes, you’re working on it, but will you gain enough of it back before they get here?  Will it be enough?”  A broad smile cracked its way across her face.  “Because from what I’m picking up, it looks like you’ve already lost!”

	“Don’t rub it in!”

	She backed down a bit.  “I’m… not.  I mean, I won’t.”  Then she changed direction somewhat.  “Well, maybe a little,” she told him with a tiny bit of a chuckle.  “After all, I have put an awful lot of work into this.  I think I deserve at least a little bit of a victor’s chance to gloat.”

	He looked at her angrily for a few moments before his face changed and he actually chuckled a little as well.  “Yeah, I guess you do deserve that much.  And I guess… I deserve it too.”  His eyes suddenly shone bright with determination.  “And just think how that’s going to feel when I turn around and do it right back to you – when I win this thing!”

	“When you win?”  Suddenly she wasn’t as sure of this anymore as she was pretending to be.

	He nodded confidently.  “When I win!”

	There were broad smiles on each of their faces as she replied, “Then I guess we’ll soon see!”

	Despite the smile of certainty on his face, Chad didn’t feel confident at all that he was going to win.  Not… at… all!

	After breakfast, instead of sitting and talking, he did his best to be by himself… to concentrate and work.  And Mel did her best to leave him alone.  And all morning long, they both kept watching the clock. 

	But breakfast seemed to help Chad.  It was shortly after breakfast that he was able to hold back his pee for the first time.  Granted, it was only for two seconds before he felt it leaking past his muscle control, but they were two of the most important seconds in his life!  Now he just needed to feel the need to pee again so he could practice holding back even more.  But feeling the need to pee required that he have enough liquid in his system so he would have to go again soon.  He thought briefly about the baby bottles in her refrigerator.  He could grab one and carry it around with him like he usually… or like he used to do.  But after thinking about that, he opted for a cup of coffee instead.  The coffee did seem to help – that problem, but it did nothing for his ability to hold back.  That was going to take nothing but work and determination.  And the time was quickly running out!

	Mel watched him carefully.  Her laptop was in her lap, but she never bothered to even turn the thing on.  He paced here, he wandered there, mostly looking nowhere but at the floor.  No wonder he didn’t care that his apartment had no furniture, he never sat down.  And through it all, he carried that mug of coffee and sipped from it frequently.  She made another pot – twice while he did nothing but wander and stare at her floor. 

	Was he gaining anything back?  He had said that he had some… but some what?  What had that meant?  She saw him looking at the clock almost as many times as she did, but was he timing how long he was holding back?  She would have asked, but she felt fairly certain that he wouldn’t tell her.  And right now, he deserved the chance to do this – his way.  And still, she felt nothing but – hopeful… for herself.

	The clocked ticked its way around to twelve o’clock, and still he didn’t change his routine.  Not even the expression on his face seemed to change, except she could tell he was becoming more and more worried about the time.  Twelve-fifteen came and went, and still he wandered and sipped from his mug of coffee.  And still… she knew nothing more.  But in all that time, not once had she seen him even go into the bathroom.  And all that coffee he was drinking… how many diapers did he have on?

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 3 of 7)

	Two cars pulled into the apartment project and followed each other around toward where Mel and Chad’s apartments were.  When they parked, right next to each other, Gloria got out of one and Andrea got out of the other.  “Hi Andrea,” Gloria called brightly as they met in front of their cars.

	“Hi Gloria,” Andrea returned happily.  “Are you ready for this?”

	Gloria held up the bag she was carrying.  “More than ready!  It’s long past time this bet was over with!”

	“I agree!” Andrea replied whole heartedly as she turned toward the stairs carrying her own bag. 

	Before they reached the top of the steps, both Sandy and Cassie came out on the landing to wait for them.  After exchanging a few pleasantries, Gloria looked around.  “I don’t see Robin yet.”

	“I guess we’re still waiting,” Sandy replied.  “It’s still a few minutes early.”

	“Maybe we should take this opportunity to go have a little chat with Chad,” Andrea suggested.  “He has to get ready, and that could take him a while.”

	“Good idea,” Gloria replied.  She looked to Sandy and Cassie.  “Want to come?”

	“At least one of us needs to wait here for Robin,” Cassie replied.  “I’ll stay here.”

	“I stay behind too,” Sandy agreed.  “You two can go break the bad news.”

	Andrea smiled.  “Bad news?  You never know, he may like it!”  They all laughed, but they all also knew that it might be true.  Maybe.  Before leaving, Gloria and Andrea handed their bags off to Sandy and Cassie.

	Mel checked the clock again.  Twelve twenty-five.  The minutes were starting to drag out interminably!  And still she didn’t have a clue what was going on in Chad’s head.  He was still wandering around with that same stupid coffee mug in his hand, staring at the floor – just as he had done all morning long! 

	“Damn!” Chad exclaimed as he suddenly stopped his wandering.

	“What?” Mel asked as she sat up quickly, thinking something was wrong.

	Sheepishly, Chad looked up at her.  “I have to go change.  I’m… leaking.”

	Mel’s face broke out into a broad smile.  She was definitely winning!  “Go right ahead,” she told him.  “And this is probably a good time since they’ll be here in another half-hour.”

	He nodded and headed for the door.  But the sudden sound of somebody knocking startled him completely. 

	“It’s too early for the ladies to be here yet,” Mel said as she quickly got to her feet. 

	Chad merely shrugged and opened the door – to find both Gloria and Andrea on the other side.

	“There you are!” Gloria said as she laid eyes on Chad.  “We checked your apartment but you weren’t there, so we figured you had to be here.”

	“Hi Gloria.  Hi Andrea,” Chad replied as he stepped back to let them in.  “Um… I was just leaving for a few moments.  But I’ll be right back.  You’re a bit early anyway.”  The truth was, he wasn’t glad to see them at all!

	“You’re early,” Mel said brightly as she came around the furniture to greet them.

	“Um… You’ll excuse me,” Chad said quietly as he started to walk through the door.

	“Wait!” Andrea stopped him.  “Stick around for a minute.  We’re only here to talk to you for a minute first.”

	“But I have to…  Um…”

	Andrea shook her head.  “You need to hear this first.  We’ve got some early instructions for you.”

	“Early instructions?” Mel asked.

	Ignoring her, Gloria spoke next.  “Chad… we know you’re not going to want to hear this, but we have some very good reasons for it.  And like it or not, you’re going to have to do it.”

	Chad was instantly worried.  “Do… what?”

	It was Andrea who replied.  “Dress like a girl… or a woman in your case.”

	“What?” both Chad and Mel exclaimed together.

	Gloria held up her hand.  “We have some very good reasons!” she insisted.  “Your job now is to go home and change.  And for your sake, I recommend that you try to look as much like a woman as you can.  But even if you don’t it won’t matter, except that you’ll probably just be a lot more humiliated by everything.”

	“But he may like that part,” Andrea added with a slight giggle.

	Gloria looked to her and shrugged.  “True.  He may.”

	“Chad,” Andrea said.  “We need you to wear a skirt… or a dress.  I think a skirt may work the best though.  And it needs to be one that’s not too long and that will be easy enough for us to lift up and check any time we want.”

	“A skirt?” Chad asked incredulously.

	“I know you have plenty!” Gloria told him.  “So don’t go acting like it’s any big deal.  You just spent the last two months wearing them and you went everywhere that way, so this should be a piece of cake for you!”

	“Besides,” Andrea added, “It looks like the clothes you’re wearing now don’t exactly fit very well anymore.”

	But Chad had picked up on something else.  “We’re… going somewhere?”

	It was Andrea who replied, with a rather sly look on her face.  “Perhaps.”

	“Uh… okay… I guess.” Chad replied.  He was quickly becoming more worried about his leaking diaper.  “Now if you’ll excuse me.  I guess I have to change.”

	“Oh!” Gloria exclaimed.  “If you feel the need, you can wear one diaper under your skirt.  Got that?  And bring a spare with you as well.”

	“Wear a diaper?” Chad asked, wondering if he had heard her right.

	“If you still feel like there may be some need for it,” Andrea replied.  She was a little surprised that he would question their offer to let him wear a diaper.  Maybe he really had gained all his control back already.

	“Got it,” Chad replied.  “One diaper – maybe.  And look like a woman.  Can I go now?”

	“Absolutely!” Gloria replied.  “And we’ve got to go as well.”

	“You can’t stay here?” Mel asked.

	Andrea shook her head.  “We’ll be back in a little while… at one o’clock.”

	“I’ll come with you then,” Mel said as she started to get her purse.

	“No!  You stay here,” Gloria told her.  “Like we said.  One o’clock.  We have some things to… discuss first.”  She turned to Chad.  “And you better hurry!  Don’t be late!”

	Chad nodded and hurried off toward his apartment.  As he got there, he saw Robin climbing up the stairs with a small bag in her hand.  “Hi Chad,” she called brightly. 

	“Hey Robin,” he returned quickly.  Then he opened his door and hurried inside.  He had only half an hour to get ready.  And what they had asked of him was the last thing he ever expected.  What did those conniving women have in mind?  More humiliation!  He was just betting on it!

	Well, he would show them!  He hoped.

	“Do you mind if I at least help Chad?” Mel asked as Gloria and Andrea got back outside.

	“I don’t have any problem with that at all,” Gloria replied.  “Maybe you can hurry him along.  We’re cutting this awfully close as it is.”

	Mel grabbed her purse and followed the two women out the door – straight to Chad’s apartment.  She didn’t bother knocking, she just used her key to let herself in.  “It’s just me!” she yelled as she went in through his door.

	“I’m in the bathroom!” Chad called.

	Mel was just in time to see him removing his totally soaked and now leaking diaper.  She couldn’t help it.  She giggled a bit.  “You really don’t have any control anymore!” she said teasingly. 

	Chad wanted to tell her to shut up, but instead he replied.  “I’ve got some!”

	Mel wanted to tell him that it looked like however much he had wasn’t going to be enough, but she held her tongue.  A few minutes later, she was in his closet with him, helping him decide what to wear. 

	“Anyone need a drink?” Sandy asked as the ladies all gathered around her kitchen table.  Everyone proclaimed that they were fine without one.

	“Do you have the backpack?” Gloria asked Cassie.  Cassie reached down behind the table and pulled one up from the floor.  “I think this should work pretty well.”

	“Excellent!” Gloria replied.  “Now… let’s see what we all brought.  With that, each woman dumped out the contents of the bags they had brought with them.  Sandy and Cassie, just brought theirs over from the kitchen counter.  The table was quickly covered with thin satiny panties.  Each of the women had agreed to purchase two pairs for the proceedings. 

	Andrea looked around at what each of them had bought, and she wound up staring at the panties in front of Sandy.  “Sandy!  You’re kidding, right?” she asked.  Almost all the panties on the table were very plain – purposely.  But the ones that Sandy had bought were nothing but frills.  Lots of frills.

	“What?” Sandy asked incredulously.  “I think they’re perfect – for him!”  Then she giggled.  Andrea simply rolled her eyes.

	“Okay ladies, let’s get these tags and things off them and get them into the backpack.”

	Together, Mel and Chad decided on a simple pullover top and a loose skirt that he had worn often.  For shoes he decided to wear the black pumps he wore with his maid’s uniform.  His aim was to go simple and comfortable – as few distractions as possible.  His bra and breast forms went under it.  He and Mel discussed the possible need for his waist cincher as well but they decided against it – mostly because Chad didn’t want the extra pressure of something pushing against his bladder. 

	Because of the lack of time, Mel did his hair for him – which was a major job and took most of their time.  She also helped just a bit with his makeup, but mostly, he handled that for himself.  He chose his blue earring studs to wear and his wooden bracelet and necklace.  He had to once again remove everything from his pants pockets and put it all back into his purse which he slung over his shoulder before heading to the door.

	Mel stopped him before he opened the door to leave.  “Let me look at you,” she said.  She stood back and took him in.  How many times had she inspected him when he arrived every morning?  Would she ever do that again?  He looked – good.  Good enough anyway.  She smiled.  “Welcome back Sissy.”

	He smiled as well.  “Thanks… I think.”

	“And listen,” she added, “good luck today.  And I really mean that.  Yes, I do want to win, but I’m also wishing you luck as well.”

	He looked at her for a moment before replying, “Thanks.”

	“Now let’s get back there before you’re late!”

	The women were late.  For the first time all day, Chad was in Mel’s apartment and he wasn’t pacing.  Instead, they were sitting next to each other on the couch.  And the longer they sat, the more their nervousness grew – for each of them.  And somehow, as they sat there, they wound up holding hands, perhaps for mutual support. 

	At exactly five minutes after one o’clock, someone knocked on Mel’s door.  Chad was on his feet in a flash and hurried to open it.  He stood back as he held the door open wide while Andrea, Gloria, Cassie, Sandy, and Robin all entered.  He closed the door behind them and went back to his seat on the couch next to Mel.  The two of them stared up at all the women standing in front of them.  And the nervousness that both he and Mel felt – doubled!

	Gloria took the lead with a smile as she looked at Chad.  “You look good Chad… or Sissy… whatever you prefer today.  Much better than you looked a little while ago.”

	Chad blushed.  “Thanks,” he managed to mumble.

	“Now I guess you’re wondering how this is going to work,” Gloria continued.  She turned toward Cassie a bit.  “Cassie here has a backpack.  And inside that backpack are ten pairs of panties that we all contributed to the cause.  And all of those panties are plain and thin.”

	“Well, most of them anyway,” Andrea added.  Sandy giggled. 

	Gloria continued, “In a little while, you’re going to have to put on the first pair.  Any wet spots on those panties will be very easy to see.  If that spot gets big enough, you’ll have to immediately change the panties for a fresh pair.  Ten pairs is an awful lot.  If you go through that many then… well, let’s just say that it won’t look very good toward our decision later.  We’re going to bring a spare diaper along for later as well – just in case! Hopefully, you won’t need it.”

	“Hopefully, he will need it!” countered Mel.

	Gloria nodded.  “Sorry, it was a bad way to phrase it.”  She continued.  “Now in order to give you a lot more incentive, we’re all going to the mall today.  You’ll get your first pair of panties as soon as we arrive.  And we’re going straight to the food court first so you can not only get lunch, but you’re going to have to get a regular medium sized drink as well – and you’re going to have to drink all of it – like a normal person.  In fact, every hour that we’re there, you’re going to have to drink another medium sized drink to make sure you have plenty of liquid in your system for you to exert some control over.  We’re hoping that the crowded mall will give you plenty of incentive to show us just how much control you can have – instead of running around in public with pee continuously dripping down your legs. 

	“I think you can now guess why we asked you to wear a skirt and to dress like a woman again.  We did that so that we can all check your panties anytime we want, and your skirt can be lifted for easy inspection.  All of us will be checking your panties any time we want – anywhere we want – no matter where we are or what we’re doing.  If we see a wet spot, you’ll have to change panties right then and there!  We may allow some very tiny wet spots to remain and you will be allowed to continue to wear those same panties, but that wet spot will be noted – and watched!”

	Chad wasn’t exactly liking anything he was hearing.  And the way things were going with him so far, this was sounding like it was going to turn out to be another marathon humiliation session for him at the mall!

	Gloria continued.  “And I’m sure you’re wondering about the bathrooms.  That’s another reason we asked you to dress as a woman today.  You will absolutely be allowed to use the restrooms anytime you feel the need.  And since we’re all women, we need to be able to see you peeing like a normal person – in a toilet.  So having you dress like a woman and using the ladies rooms will make that a whole lot easier.  Understand?”

	Chad nodded – nervously.  Then a thought struck him.  “But… if we’re going to the mall.  Some of those bathrooms are miles away from where we might be.”

	It was Sandy who replied.  “Don’t worry,” she said as she held up a pad of paper.  “I have a list of every bathroom in the entire mall, including the ones that nobody knows about.  And I’ve even contacted a number of the stores that have them and gotten permission in advance in case you have to use one.  One of my jobs today is to let you know at all times where the nearest bathroom is.  And if you can’t make it to one of those, then you’re not doing very well!”  She got a disapproving look from Gloria for her last comment.

	Gloria spoke again.  “When we’re done today, we’re all going to come back here and the five of us will meet at Sandy and Cassie’s apartment again to discuss what we observed.  Then we’ll let you know.  And don’t forget… you both agreed to abide by our decision – no matter what we decide!  Win or lose, we decide that, not you!”

	Both Mel and Chad nodded their agreements.  Mel’s nervousness was declining rapidly in favor of excitement.  Chad however felt nothing but doom!

	Mel got to her feet, wanting to get in her first argument in her favor.  “Oh…  Before you start, I want you all to know that he has no control of anything at all at night while he’s sleeping – nothing!  Not his peeing or anything else.”

	Gloria looked at her disapprovingly.  “We’ll take that into consideration, but we’re going to want to see how he does now for ourselves.”  She turned to Chad.  “Do you have that spare diaper?”

	“There’s plenty in the bathroom,” Mel told her.

	“A box of wipes might be a good idea as well,” Cassie added.

	As they were preparing to leave the apartment, Mel saw how worried Chad looked… and she could almost taste the victory.  And as she had done so often when questioning someone over a case, she knew that with victory in sight, it wasn’t the time to back off at all.  So she pressed for more advantage.  With a smile on her face, she walked over to Chad and put her arm around him, squeezing him in a one arm hug.  “Don’t worry Sissy,” she said, “just think, every time you wet your panties at the mall, everyone will see it and laugh.  And you know how excited you get from all that humiliation.  I can see you wanting to get as much fun as you can today.”

	“Stop that!” Gloria cautioned sternly.

	“What?” Mel asked innocently.

	“Stop trying to sway him.”

	“She was?” Robin asked, not understanding what was going on.

	“She was!” Gloria replied.  “She’s trying to play to his sexual desires instead of letting us find out how he’s doing for real!”  She turned to Mel again.  “One more comment like that and we’ll leave you here!  We don’t really need you for this.  You’re only coming along as a courtesy, nothing more.  You have no say in this at all!”

	Mel was shocked!  “I’m just trying…”

	“Don’t!” Gloria told her in no uncertain terms.  

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 4 of 7)

	They took two cars to the mall.  Chad rode with Cassie and Sandy in Cassie’s car, Mel rode with Gloria, Andrea, and Robin in Gloria’s car.  Gloria didn’t give Mel a choice in that.  Mel figured it was only because Gloria was afraid that she might try to persuade Chad to throw the bet again.  And Mel knew that given the opportunity, she would probably do just that. 

	The two cars arrived together and parked right next to each other. 

	“Okay, Kiddo,” Cassie said to Chad as she turned the engine off.  “It’s time.”

	They all got out of the car just as the women in the other car were doing the same.  Cassie opened her backpack, and standing between the two parked cars, Chad pulled his diaper off and Cassie handed him a pair of thin satiny yellow panties that she pulled out of the top of her backpack.  She took the diaper he had just taken off and stuffed it into a large Ziploc bag she had taken from her backpack as well.  The diaper got thrown into the backseat of her car so she wouldn’t have to carry the thing.

	With six women all standing around him, Chad took the yellow panties and pulled them up his legs, praying all the time that he would somehow regain all the control he had lost over the last two months.  He had no illusions about that though.  The best he had managed to hold back at Mel’s apartment earlier had been maybe twenty seconds.  And he had been amazed that he had managed that! 

	The panties felt… totally strange.  It wasn’t the first time in his life that he had worn panties – not by a long shot.  But it was the first time in two full months that he had worn anything other than a diaper, and even one thin disposable diaper is thicker than any other underwear.  And the thin panties were thinner than most.  And in them, he felt totally unprotected and not secure at all.

	After pulling them up into place, he started to adjust his skirt again.

	“Wait!” Sandy said quickly.  “Let me see first!”  She bent down and grabbed the hem of his skirt and pulled it way up so not only she, but everyone else could see his panties as well.  “So far, so good,” she declared.  “But how long will they stay that way?” she added with a smirk.

	Chad stepped back and tugged his skirt back down, but he said nothing at all to Sandy’s little jibe.  He was worried about the same thing.

	As a group, they all headed for the entrance to the mall.  Chad wanted to move faster, but it seemed that large groups of people always moved slower than one or two – especially women.  He wanted to move faster, only because the bathrooms were all inside the mall – if he should need one… which he knew he would.  The only question was, would he be able to actually reach one in time?

	They all crowded through the doors and into the mall.  Twenty seconds later, Chad felt that first little urge – which wasn’t really little at all.  With what little control that he had, little was really huge!  He desperately clamped down and turned in a panic toward Sandy.  “I need a bathroom – bad!”

	The suddenness of Chad’s need took Sandy by surprise and flustered her a bit, but she recovered quickly.  She pointed across the floor toward a hair-cutting store just ahead.  “Come on,” she said as she started towards it.  “There’s one in there.”

	Chad’s need drove him into a run toward the store and Sandy had to run to keep up with him.  But Chad stopped before he even got near the store.  When he turned back toward her, she saw nothing but defeat on his face.  “Didn’t make it?” she asked as she caught up with him.

	Chad’s only answer was a disappointed shake of his head. 

	Cassie hurried over to him and set her backpack down and pulled another pair of panties out of it, a blue pair this time.  As all the ladies gathered around to protect him from view, Chad pulled off his soaked panties and dropped them into another Ziploc bag that Cassie held out for him. 

	“Want a wipe?” Cassie asked, before he put the panties on.

	“Please,” Chad said softly.  Protected by only all the women gathered around him.  He raised his skirt and cleaned himself off before putting on his second pair of panties.

	As they all headed once again in the direction of the food court, Mel said happily to no one in particular, “One down.”

	Sandy leaned over and whispered to Robin, “I told you we only needed about ten minutes!”

	As a group they headed up the escalator and into the food court not far away.  As they looked over all their choices, Robin moved over next to Chad.  “Chad,” she said, “let me get your lunch for you.  That way, if you have to… go… then you won’t be stuck in line.”

	Chad looked at her gratefully.  “Thanks,” he said. 

	He started to fish some money out of his purse, but she stopped him.  “My treat,” she offered. 

	“Thanks,” Chad replied with a bit of a smile.  “I appreciate it.”

	“I’ll stay here with him,” Andrea offered, “so if he has to make a sudden dash for the ladies room, one of us will be here to go with him.”

	“I’ll stay too,” Sandy added.  She passed on her order to Cassie who in turn handed Sandy the backpack to hold while she was getting their food. 

	Sandy, Andrea, and Chad found some empty tables and pulled two of them together to make one large one.  Chad sat down, but he was mentally calculating the fastest route to the large open space below the “Rest Rooms” sign.  Despite the fact that it was past the busiest lunch hour time, there were still a lot of people there and a lot of tables in the way.  Why couldn’t they have chosen a couple of tables right next to the rest rooms?  He looked over that way, but all those tables appeared to be taken.  He guessed that was the reason, not to mention that none of them had thought of it.

	He was still waiting for his lunch and still watching the people between him and the rest room when the sudden urge hit him again.  “Urrgghh!” he grunted as he bolted out of his seat and made a bee-line toward the bathrooms ahead. 

	“Oh shit!” cried Andrea as she hurried after him.  Sandy followed, but much slower.

	Chad had figured his best route, but someone moved their chair back forcing him to go around that table in the other direction, then a couple of kids playing got in his way, all of it slowing him down in his desperate quest.  But he hadn’t even gotten halfway through the sea of tables when he suddenly slowed to a defeated walk.  He kept going, but it wasn’t any longer for the purpose he hoped it would be.  He stopped before going through the entrance leading back to the rest rooms. 

	Andrea caught up with him.  “Geez!  Already?” she gasped a she tried to catch her breath.  “I wasn’t expecting you to have to go that soon.  You haven’t even had anything to drink yet!”  Only then did she realize that he had not only slowed, he had come to a complete stop.  He was still facing the restrooms, but he hadn’t bothered to go any further.  “Lost again?” she asked as kindly as she could.  The look he gave her was all the answer she needed.

	“I take it that’s two down?” Sandy asked as she finally caught up with them.

	Chad nodded.  “I guess I’m going to need another pair,” he said discouragingly.

	“Let’s go on into the ladies room,” Andrea suggested, “it will be a bit more private there.”

	A few minutes later, all three of them were crowded into one of the stalls in the ladies room where Chad removed his now wet panties and wiped himself clean again.  Sandy handed him another pair – yellow again, but these were totally covered in outrageous ruffles.  “Aren’t they darling?” she asked as she handed them over.

	Chad looked at them questioningly.  He didn’t want to admit that just looking at them was turning him on.  Once they were pulled into place, he realized that they were thicker than any he had worn so far.  Not that it could possible help him in any way.  Together, all of them went back out to their tables where the others were just starting to return.

	“Did he have to go already?” Cassie asked.

	“He took off like a shot!” Andrea said.  “It’s a good thing we were here with him.”

	“So how did he do?” Gloria asked.

	Andrea shook her head. 

	“Not so good,” Sandy replied.

	Chad sat rather dejectedly at the table and Robin soon took the seat right next to him.  She passed the lunch he had requested over to him along with a medium sized coke.  “Don’t forget, you have to drink all of that,” she reminded him.

	“I know,” Chad replied sullenly as he picked up a French fry instead.  He was now regretting all the coffee he had drank earlier.  Drinking anything else now wasn’t going to help his cause at all.

	The talk around the table was light and fun – for the women anyway.  None of them however even mentioned Chad and what they were really there for.  But as the conversation came to a small lull, Robin turned toward Chad.  “You really should have been at work this week!  You wouldn’t have believed what Ray did!”

	“Ray?” Chad replied.  “I heard he somehow got things mixed up and he thinks I had lost the bet a long time ago.”

	“Not just that,” Robin replied, but…  She went on to tell him, and everyone else, all about Ray… and Derek… and what went on in the company.  But what she didn’t tell Chad, was that she wasn’t just trying to fill him in on what went on.  One of her main jobs today was to distract his mind… to keep him from concentrating all the time on whether he had to pee or not – just like any normal situation would be.  People didn’t go around constantly worrying about whether they had to pee all the time… they had other things to think about instead.  This was all part of the testing they had decided on for him. 

	“…  So anyway,” Robin continued.  “After I passed Gloria’s little message on to Ray, I went straight down and told everyone!  You wouldn’t believe what a ruckus the girls made over it!”

	“Oh, I believe it!” Chad said.  “I totally believe it!  I know what those women are like.”

	“And I think I can safely say,” Gloria added, “that Ray isn’t going to give you much trouble anymore.  At least… he better not… or he’ll answer to me!”

	There was laughter among the women… but not from Chad.  Instead he suddenly let out a rather loud, “Oh shit!”  He quickly slid his chair back and glanced down at his skirt.  “Damn!” he swore.  Angrily, he looked over at Cassie.  “I think I’m going to need another pair of those panties you’ve got.”  He was very angry at himself.  He had missed that one totally!

	“That’s three now,” Sandy said to no one in particular.

	Mel was smiling.  “I guess we can chalk another one up for Team Melissa!”

	Chad didn’t notice it, but there were more than a few knowing looks that were passed among the judges.  He stood up quickly before the back of his skirt could get any wetter.  Now he was going to have to deal with that problem too!

	“Come on,” Cassie said, “I could use a trip to the ladies room myself.”

	Wearing a fresh pair of pink panties, Chad walked with the women out of the food court area and into the mall.  All the women were chatting among themselves about several different topics.  He did notice though that not one of them ever seemed to mention how they thought he was doing – as if he didn’t know.  It seemed to be the one topic they were purposely staying away from.  And oddly, it was Robin who seemed to be paying the most attention to him… was she trying to show him that she was still his friend?  If so, he was grateful.

	“Maybe we can find you another skirt or two,” Robin said as the group of them passed by a trendy clothing store.

	Knowing that his skirt was a bit wet in the back, Chad agreed.  “Maybe that might be a good idea.” 

	“Any favorite places you like to look for clothes?” Robin asked after a minute or two.

	“Mel has this one store she took me to a few times.  But it’s not in the mall.”

	“I meant… here in the mall!  Someplace where we can find you a skirt… today!”

	“I know.  Sorry.  I just haven’t been buying most of my clothes here.”

	Mel had heard them talking.  “Macy’s is just up ahead.  They have lots of nice clothes there.”

	Chad shrugged.  “Sounds…”  He suddenly felt that awful feeling again.  “Uh oh!”  He turned towards Sandy.  “I need a…”  But that’s as far as he got.  “Shit!” he cursed after a moment as he felt himself lose the battle all too quickly.  Way too much to drink!  Way too much!

	“Four,” Sandy said, slightly mockingly.

	Chad turned on her.  “I thought you were supposed to be keeping me posted on where all the bathrooms are!  I didn’t know which way to run!”

	Sandy was more than a bit surprised by the sudden anger directed at her.  “It looked to me like it didn’t matter much!” she replied.

	Chad didn’t know if he was more angry with her, or with himself.  He quickly decided, himself.  It hadn’t really been her fault at all.  He had simply… failed… again.

	Pink was also the color of his next pair of panties… given to him inside one of the stores while they were all crowded behind several clothing racks.  Chad was grateful for the small bit of privacy they all seemed to be trying to give him.  It made his situation a lot more bearable.  But he was getting disgusted with himself to the point where giving up was starting to look better and better. 

	Robin noticed the slight change in his attitude as they went back out into the mall.  “Hey,” she said, “don’t let it get you down.  This thing isn’t over yet.”

	He shook his head.  “It might as well be.  I haven’t managed to make it to the bathroom even once yet.”

	“But you tried to make it earlier.  You managed to at least try to get there.  Don’t give up, this contest isn’t over yet.  You may do better later.” 

	“It’s not looking like it,” Chad replied sullenly.

	“Don’t give up!” Robin quietly urged again.  “When we met last week and again this morning, a lot of our discussion was about how we were going to decide if you really are incontinent or not… we had to figure out how to define incontinent.  So don’t give up!  You never know how this might come out later.  Just try!”

	Chad looked at her and nodded.  “I’ll keep at it.  But it’s looking more and more like I was wrong about everything… and maybe Mel was right.”

	And slowly he continued to walk along with the women… trying his best to concentrate on figuring out when he had to pee or not.  He was a little irritated every time Robin kept trying to talk to him about different things – because he couldn’t concentrate on his bladder as well, but he  didn’t say anything because he was grateful that she was still being so nice to him.

	One minor thing changed from that point, not only was Robin walking next to him all the time, but so was Sandy.  And over and over again Sandy pointed out every store that had a bathroom and she told him where he would have to go in that store to get there.  Chad appreciated that part a lot!

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 5 of 7)

	Macy’s did have a nice selection of skirts.  In fact, they had a nice selection of all types of clothes… women’s clothes at least – or so Chad thought.  It was something he most likely wouldn’t have realized or even thought about two months ago.  Now, as strange as it seemed to him, he appreciated more the selection of clothes that was available to him.  He seriously doubted though that he would have felt as comfortable looking at the skirts if he wasn’t dressed as a woman – and if he wasn’t in the close company of so many “real” women.

	The one thing that did scare him while he was looking over their skirts, was that the nearest bathroom Sandy had told him about was a mile away.  He knew as soon as she told him that he would never make it there in time.  But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t try.

	As he looked over the selection of skirts, trying to find one that he thought would work well for the testing he was in the middle of – as well as go with the top he had on, he was suddenly struck by an idea.  If the bathrooms were so far away, and since he had no doubt that he would have to go… eventually, then why not head that direction now.  Maybe he could actually get there by the time he had to pee!  He stopped looking at the skirts and turned toward Sandy who was a short distance away looking at the clothes on another rack.  “Uh…. Where did you say those restrooms were… in the back of the store?”

	“My God,” Sandy exclaimed.  “Do you have to go already?  Okay…”

	Chad just shrugged. “I’ve had a lot to drink today,” he replied – as he was already heading quickly in that direction.  He was walking, but he was walking fast.  No telling when that suddenly little urge was going to hit him. 

	“I’ll go too,” Gloria said as she followed Sandy and Chad toward the back of the store.

	For a large store, it took a surprisingly short time to reach the public rest rooms there, and by the time Chad walked into the ladies room, along with Sandy and Gloria, he still didn’t have to pee.  But that didn’t necessarily mean he wouldn’t have to pee once he got to the toilets.  Not certain about it though, he went through the otherwise empty ladies room and entered one of the stalls.

	“We’re going to have to watch!” Sandy said quickly, so he wouldn’t shut the stall door.

	Chad still didn’t need to pee, but he didn’t really have that much of a problem with leaving the stall door open.  His bigger problem was that he still hadn’t felt the least little urge that he would have to do it yet.  He had figured that either the urge would hit him as he was walking toward the restroom, or that just walking into the bathroom itself would trigger it… or if not, then standing in front of the toilet would trigger it for sure.  But surprisingly, he felt nothing.  Nothing at all.  A tiny little thought that his body no longer associated bathrooms and toilets with peeing anymore flittered through his mind.  But thoughts like that didn’t help him any.

	“What are you waiting for?” Sandy asked.

	He had been standing in front of the thing, waiting to feel the urge, but nothing was happening.

	“Are you worried about if you should stand up or sit down?” Gloria asked.  “Because we don’t care.  Whatever suits you.”

	Chad hadn’t even thought about that.  Since he was male and his body was used to standing to do this, he pulled up his skirt, and pulled down the front of his panties, and grabbed himself – just like he used to do.  And he stood there… and stood there.

	“We’re waiting!” Sandy said impatiently.

	“Let me guess,” Gloria said.  “You didn’t really have to pee, did you?”

	Chad turned his head back towards them as he pulled his panties back up into place.  “I guess not,” he replied.

	“That’s not going to be allowed!” Gloria said with more than a hint of sternness in her voice.

	Chad pulled his skirt down again, and slowly backed out of the stall.  Well, he thought it had been a very good idea. 

	They got no more than a dozen steps back outside the rest room again when Chad did suddenly feel that nasty little need to pee.  Not saying anything, he quickly turned and ran straight back into the ladies room again and straight into the same stall.  He was fighting desperately to hold back as he pulled up his skirt.  He reached inside his panties and grabbed his penis in a crushing grip to prevent it from leaking before he wanted it to.  Only then did his other hand tug his panties down.  Aiming it as best he could, he released the pressure of his grip and the pee rushed out.  Not a lot, as usual now, but it was enough.  He just made it!  For the first time in two months, he peed into a toilet – like he used to – like any normal person.  As he did, he heard Gloria and Sandy rushing back in behind him.  And even though it was a little embarrassing for him to be watched by them, he felt proud of himself as well.  And as short as it had lasted, he knew that they were there in time to actually witness his success.

	Proudly, he finished up, pulled up his panties without bothering to wipe himself off, and pulled down his skirt.  He turned, still feeling proud.  But the looks on both Sandy’s and Gloria’s faces displayed anything but happy for him.  In fact, they both looked down-right perturbed! 

	“That was cheating!” Gloria told him.

	“But I made it!” Chad insisted.

	“I didn’t like the way it happened either!” Sandy said to Gloria. 

	Chad still felt proud of himself.  He had done it!  Boldly, he walked over to the row of sinks and washed his hands while both women looked on with disgruntled looks on their faces.  He didn’t care in the least.  When he was done, just as proudly, he said, “Let’s go back and tell the others.”  He led the way back out and all the way back to where he had been looking at skirts.

	What he didn’t see was Gloria and Sandy whispering back and forth as they followed some distance behind him.

	“What happened?” Robin asked as he returned.

	Still feeling proud, Chad looked over toward Mel who was desperately watching and obviously wanted to know the answer as well.  “That’s one for my side!” he declared happily.

	Mel was shocked… and suddenly scared.  He was getting it back – and it now seemed that he was getting it all back very fast.  It was time to start coming up with something to help her side.

	As Chad happily select two skirts – that he suddenly decided he really liked, Gloria went around to each of the judges and whispered something to all of them.  There were a number of raised eyebrows in the group. 

	“What is it?” Mel asked.

	“You don’t need to know,” Gloria told her.

	“We need to hurry up,” Andrea told everyone, it’s almost time for his second drink.

	Chad was allowed to pay for the two skirts he had found, but then the women all seemed to hurry him straight out into the mall again, without letting him take the time to change into one of his new skirts.  Cassie stopped in an out of the way place once they were clear of the store.  She set her backpack down and started digging through it.  “Since there’s no place close by to get you a drink, I brought a few cans of Coke with me instead.  She fished one out of the bag and handed it to him.  “Drink up,” she told him.

	“And don’t take too long with it,” Andrea added.

	“We need you to finish that thing as fast as you can.” Gloria remarked as well.

	Mel was delighted at the way they were forcing another drink into his system, but Chad wasn’t happy about it at all.  He would have taken much longer to drink it, except that the women all hounded him to keep drinking until the can was done.  He figured it was a good thing he was so used to drinking constantly and with the ladies encouragement, his drink was soon gone.

	“Now can I find someplace to change my skirt?” Chad asked.

	“Sure,” Andrea replied.  “Where did you want to go?”

	It was like a light bulb went off over Chad’s head.  “A bathroom somewhere?” he said hopefully.

	“Not a chance!” Sandy replied.  “At least, not for that purpose.”

	“Maybe we can find a changing room somewhere,” Andrea suggested.

	“I don’t see why he doesn’t just leave on the skirt he’s wearing now.  It’s not that wet in the back and he’s already worn it for quite a while now.”

	“If he wants to change, then that’s should be up to him,” Gloria suggested. “What do you want to do?” she asked Chad.

	But Chad was just standing there as if he hadn’t been paying any attention.  “Go somewhere to change,” he finally replied, totally disheartened.  “And I need another pair of panties.”  The darn urge had hit him so fast after that drink that he hadn’t had time to realize he had to go until it was already spurting out of him.

	Sandy giggled.  “That will be your fifth pair of panties,” she told him.

	Chad made no reply, but Mel gleefully remarked, “Another one for my side!”

	Chad’s only thought was – Damn!  And things had been looking so much better a short while ago!

	Chad got himself a fresh pair of panties, but he decided to leave on the skirt he was already wearing.  No use messing up a new one if he happened to leak all over it again.  Besides, the one he had on didn’t feel wet anymore and according to Gloria, it hadn’t really shown the wet spot much anyway. 

	Totally dispirited, he followed the group of women out of the bookstore where he had changed and out into the mall again.  But his thoughts remained on how poorly he was doing.  For two full months he had been convinced that he could get it all back almost immediately.  But that didn’t seem to be the case.  He would have never believed he would have the trouble he was having.  Part of the problem, he realized, was something he had noticed many times in the past few weeks – sometimes he could realize when he was peeing, and sometimes he never knew it.  And that’s kind of the way it was going today.  Sometimes, if he concentrated hard enough, he could figure out when he was going to have to pee, but other times, like what just happened, he didn’t have a clue!  It just happened.  And he had no idea what he could do about it.

	He realized that Robin was talking to him again, although he hadn’t been listening and didn’t have much of a clue what she had been saying.  He continued to ignore her while he sulked over his little problem.  Of course, what he was experiencing right now was exactly what he had often fantasized about, being totally incontinent.  Having someone strip all his adult control away from him and reduce him to the level of a helpless baby.  The thought stirred his under-utilized sexual needs once again – just as the fantasy had always stimulated him.  Maybe when this was all over – in just a little while – he would stop trying to control himself for a few weeks – just to see what it would really be like… just to enjoy it.  The idea sounded very tempting.  And he was sure that once he decided he’d had enough, he could always regain his control again within a day or two.  He no longer figured a few hours would be enough.  He now knew first hand that it wouldn’t be.

	“Chad!  Are you listening?” Robin asked. 

	“Huh?  Oh, sorry,” he replied. 

	“Where were you?” Robin asked.

	“Sorry,” Chad replied again.  “I’ve just been trying to concentrate on when I have to go.  I’m not doing very well though.”

	“Maybe you shouldn’t try so hard,” Robin suggested.

	Chad looked at her with a rather annoyed look on his face.  “It’s all the times I don’t try so hard that I mess up the worst!”

	Sandy giggled as she heard him say that.  She checked her list of bathrooms.  “The closet bathroom now is going to be in the back of the CD store across the way.  All the way to the back, then down a short hall and on your left.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied, grateful for the information.  He was actually grateful for all bathroom location information that Sandy was quietly passing on to him.  He just didn’t usually say anything about it. 

	Gloria and Mel stopped to look at a dress in one of the display windows, which meant that naturally everyone had to crowd around and discuss it.  While Mel and Gloria discussed the merits of the dress, Robin and Andrea commented on the shoes the store had paired with it.  Sandy was more interested in the accessories.  Cassie and Chad were the only ones who said nothing at all about it. 

	“So get it!” Mel told Gloria.  “It’s gorgeous and you know you would look fabulous in it!”

	“Not today,” Gloria replied.

	“Oh come on…  Why not?”

	“Because today I’m here for a different reason.”

	“That doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy yourself.  And you know Ray would love it!”

	Gloria thought about it a moment more.  “Not… today.” She said. 

	“If it’s money you’re worried about, I’ll buy the thing for you!”

	Gloria looked at her.  “Don’t make it sound like you’re trying to bribe me.”

	Mel looked surprised.  “Me?  I wasn’t!”  The truth was, the idea had flittered across her mind.  But that wasn’t her main intent.  Gloria was simply her friend.”

	Gloria shook her head again.  “Not today.  Maybe some other time.”

	While the women were discussing the mannequin in the window, Chad was concentrating on whether he had to pee or not.  And he wasn’t totally sure, but he suddenly thought that he might have felt something… although it was so slight it almost wasn’t there.  Knowing how poorly he was doing, he turned in the direction of the CD store with the bathroom.  “Going!” he declared as he took off at a fast walk.

	“Here we go again!” Cassie said as she took off after him.

	“My turn,” Robin told the others and hurried off after Cassie.

	Chad was concentrating hard, but the fast walking he was doing seemed to be making his almost unnoticed need get worse.  Before he reached the store, his fast walk became even faster and more desperate.  By the time he got into the store itself, he was clamping down on those muscles for all he was worth.  A moment later, he broke out into almost a run.  He found the backroom hallway easy enough, and the single restroom off of it wasn’t hard to find either – and fortunately, it wasn’t occupied.  But he was now struggling more than ever as he opened the door and forced his way inside.  Even if Cassie and Robin hadn’t been running after him, he wouldn’t have bothered to lock the door – there wasn’t time.  He was desperate! 

	He pulled up his skirt and was grabbing for his panties – as his system no longer had the strength to hold it anymore.  Pee was gushing out through his panties by the time he was able to pull the front of them down far enough to grab his spurting member.  As he did so, the pee seemed to splash all over the place.  He finally pulled his penis out to aim it into the toilet, but what little was still coming out of him by then either hit the floor, or the wall, or the toilet seat.  A few drops only managed to drip into the toilet itself. 

	Totally disappointed and angry with himself, he was still startled when the door to the restroom crashed open and Cassie rushed in followed by Robin.  He was still standing there with his penis in his hand, the evidence of what happened was all around him.  He stood there and ignored them, only thinking about the futility of it all.  He had tried.  He had really tried.  He had tried so hard!  And yet, he hadn’t made it. 

	“Again?” Cassie asked.

	He made no reply. 

	“Eeww!  What a mess!” Robin noted as she looked around. 

	Chad looked back at her but didn’t reply to that either.  It was looking very much like his life was going to belong to Mel for the next year. 

	Cassie automatically handed him the box of wipes followed by another of the panties that Sandy had contributed – pink covered in white lace.  Chad was too dejected to appreciate them.  Robin only stood and watched, but Chad and Cassie both did what they could to wipe up his mess. 

	“That’s six,” Sandy counted when she saw Chad’s face as they all finally returned.

	“What happened?” Mel asked, although she could also see on his face the answer to that one. 

	But neither Robin nor Cassie spoke to her.  Instead they whispered what happened into the ear of each of the judges. 

	Mel wasn’t being allowed to hear but she had already guessed that he hadn’t made it.  “I guess that’s another one for my side,” she said to Chad.

	Chad merely turned away, totally disappointed with himself.  He couldn’t answer.

	Cassie knew she probably shouldn’t have told her, but she did anyway, even though she left out all the details.  “He almost made it,” she said to Mel.  “He was so close!  He almost made it.”

	Mel was left with mixed emotions.  He almost made it?  Which means that he didn’t make it, but at the same time… he was still getting it back – and despite a few setbacks, he was actually regaining his control… fast!  She checked her watch, there was still a little more than half an hour to go.  But for the frequency that Chad was used to peeing now, that could still be an awfully long time.  But could he get more of his control back in the next half hour?  She was fearful of exactly that!

	As they slowly walked the mall, Gloria was talking to her about possibly redecorating part of her office, but Mel was only half-listening.  She was more focused instead on worrying about Chad and the fact that he could still possibly win this thing.  She had to do something!  And she had to do it fast!  But what?

	As she listened to Gloria, now talking to Sandy about what she was considering doing with her office, Mel realized something else, as much as she was now afraid that she might lose, Chad was feeling the same thing – or probably worse!  She just needed to find the right lever to tip Chad away from winning.  But again, what could possibly do it?

	They came to the end of the mall where one of the big department stores was located.  She finally realized where she was.  She looked around… and she wasn’t at all surprised that she found what she was looking for.  Or rather, ‘who’ she was looking for – the elderly gentleman who she had always thought of as Sissy’s biggest fan.  The one who had claimed to Sissy that he was a sissy too.  Since she saw that he had noticed her as well, she figured it would only be polite to say hello to him.  The others were now gathered around a display of fine china near the entrance to the store.  “Excuse me,” she said softly to everyone as she extricated herself from the group. 

	She walked directly over to the bench where he was sitting… as usual. 

	“You have a lot of company today,” the man said to her. 

	Mel looked back briefly.  “Yeah.  It’s kind of… a special occasion.”

	“You’re celebrating?” he asked.  “Because, if you’ll pardon me, you don’t exactly look all that happy.  And I see your friend… Sissy, in the group too, and he looks less happy than you do.”

	“Yeah well, it’s not a party kind of thing.”

	“So what’s going on?”

	Mel shook her head.  “It’s a long story, and you’d never believe it.”

	The man brightened.  “But I like stories.  And you never know, I may get an idea from you for one of my books.”

	Mel remembered that the man was a writer who had said he wrote under the unlikely name of Karen Singer.  She shook her head again and let out a false laugh.  “I seriously doubt anyone would be interested in reading about this!”

	“You never know,” the man said.  “You never know.”

	Mel decided that there was really no point in talking to him any longer today.  She had done the polite thing and said hello to him since they were both there.  “Take care of yourself,” she said to him.  “Maybe we’ll see you again some time.”

	“I’m right here,” he replied.  “Almost every day.”

	Mel smiled and turned away.  It still didn’t seem likely that the man could be a sissy too.  At least, not like Chad was.

	As she returned to the group, she noticed that Chad was standing by himself, behind all the women.  She walked up next to him.  “Do you miss being here in your frilly pink dress?” she asked softly so the others wouldn’t hear her.

	Chad looked over at her with horror in his eyes.  “Not really,” he replied.

	Mel smiled mischievously at him.  “I’ll bet you do though.”  She could see that somewhere in the back of his mind, now that she had mentioned it, he was indeed remembering how he had felt during those little trips.  And she was sure that the memory had sparked something else within him as well.  “You know of course, if you win, you’ll never get to do that again.”  She left him then to think about it.  She was playing to his fantasies, one of the most powerful forces that drove him.  She would do whatever it took to win this bet!

	The group of women started to move on then and Chad followed with Robin at his side.  But his thoughts were now instead remembering the wonderful excitement of all the monstrous humiliation he had experienced every time Mel had dragged him through the mall – numerous times, whether he was wearing his pink sissy dress or not.  And he knew he would miss it – probably always.  But he also knew that he wasn’t going to throw this bet because of that!

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 6 of 7)

	As the group turned the corner and started heading in the other direction on the opposite side of the walkway, Sandy was at Chad’s side again and pointed out that the next restroom possibility for him would be in either of two stores just ahead.  One in the back of the sporting-goods store, and the other in the back corner of home-goods shop.  She also mentioned that they were probably going to be stopping at the home-goods store since she wanted to show Gloria some ideas she had.

	The home-goods store was packed with things literally everywhere.  The aisles between everything were narrow and it was hard to simply walk anywhere without bumping into something.  While they mostly tried to stay together as a group, doing so was simply impossible.  Because of that, Chad did his best to “gravitate” closer and closer to where Cassie had told him the bathroom would be.  He managed to get close enough that he could actually see the doorway back there.  He figured that from where he was, hopefully, that doorway wouldn’t be too far away and he could make it.  But… could he? 

	The tiny feeling was again so slight he would have dismissed it if it were any other time.  But not this time!  Remembering how close he had come last time, he was already walking quickly in that direction when he called behind him, “Got to go again!”  He ignored the others as he moved as fast as he dared, zigzagging his way through the store toward the small dark doorway ahead. 

	“What was that?” Andrea asked as she turned back to see what Chad had just said.  But she quickly spotted him hurrying away between all the displays.  “He’s at it again!” she yelled to get everyone’s attention.

	“I’m on it!” Sandy replied as she hurried off after him.”

	“I’m with you!” Gloria added as she hurried in that direction as well.

	Chad’s delicate system simply had no strength anymore in those underused muscles.  Or at least not much strength.  So by the time he reached the door leading into the back of storage room, he was already fighting for all he was worth to hold it back.  He desperately searched for the bathroom.  Where was it?  He saw a door… that had to be it!  He hurried toward it, knowing that his tortured muscles were going to give way at any moment.  He opened the door…  Yes!  The bathroom!  He had found it!  He hurried in and pulled up his skirt… again, just as he felt himself losing what little control he had.  Some pee escaped, but he was able to stop it again, at least long enough to get his hand inside his panties and clamp down so nothing else could come out. 

	Sandy reached the bathroom first.  He hadn’t even closed the door behind him so she had no trouble at all getting inside.  She saw him standing right in front of the toilet with his hand inside his panties, desperately trying to pull them down with his other hand.  She heard Gloria hurry in behind her.

	With his right hand tightly clamping his penis closed, he grabbed the front of his now wet panties with his other hand and fought to pull the front of them down and out of the way.  He could feel the backpressure inside of him fighting to push everything out.  He did his best to aim his member at the toilet in front of him and he released the pressure.  The pee rushed out, hitting the toilet seat and the back of the toilet before he could aim it better and get it to go where it belonged.  Just as every other time he had peed, not much came out, but by his estimation, most of it went into the toilet where it belonged.  He felt some sense of accomplishment, but it wasn’t a lot.  As the stream of pee ended, he tried to decide if he had actually made it or not.  Mostly he had… but not entirely. 

	“Gross!” Sandy said as she looked at the pee all over the toilet seat.  “Remind me to never use this bathroom if I’m in here.”

	“It’s not really any worse than some women’s rooms I’ve been in,” Gloria noted.

	“True enough!” Sandy agreed. 

	“Chad,” Gloria asked, “how wet are those panties you’ve got on?”

	Chad was still standing there in front of the toilet like he still needed to pee… except, he was done.  He let go of his member and pulled his now wet panties up into place – the wetness didn’t exactly feel very good, but they weren’t as bad as any of the other panties he had soaked before.  With his skirt still held out of the way, he turned to face the two judges. 

	Gloria and Sandy both stared at the wet patch on the front of his panties, but neither of them said anything about it.  “I’ll go get the backpack,” Sandy offered.

	Chad was filled with mixed emotions.  He had made it, and he hadn’t.  He felt a sense of accomplishment, and at the same time, total disappointment with himself.

	Gloria tried to read the expression on his face while they waited.  She knew he wasn’t feeling the best just then.  “You did pretty well that time,” she noted, trying to cheer him up.  “Yeah, your panties are wet again, but not that bad.  And we did see you pee in the toilet.”  She didn’t mention that they had also seen him pee all over the toilet seat as well.

	Chad tried to smile.  Was she telling him that he had made it?  “So I actually made it that time?” he asked.

	Gloria thought about that.  “I’m not sure.  I think we’ll have to discuss it.”

	“But it was close!” Chad noted, a hint of desperation in his voice.

	Gloria nodded.  “Oh yes, I think we can defiantly say at least that much.”

	But what Chad was thinking now was… was it close enough?

	Wearing a fresh pair of pale blue panties, Chad and Sandy left the bathroom.  When they reached the others, Gloria was whispering in Andrea’s ear what she had seen. 

	“How did it go?” Mel asked desperately.  She had seen Sandy come out for the backpack, but the way things looked, she couldn’t tell what happened.  She saw Chad give a rather non-committal shrug of his shoulders in reply, and she was able to guess what it was that nobody would tell her. 

	Robin checked her watch.  “It’s getting close to four o’clock and I’ve got a family to get back to.  Why don’t we head for the cars?”

	Since they had a bit of a walk ahead of them, they all agreed and the group moved out again, surprisingly, a little faster than they had managed to move so far.  Chad was glad they were going home.  He had totally embarrassed himself – over and over again in front of them.  Things had not gone nearly as well as he had hoped.

	To get back to the car, they had to either take the escalator down, or the stairs.  But the stairs were much closer so the longer route wasn’t even mentioned.  They went down all the wide steps and continued on toward the car.  But before they got near the entrance where they had come in, Chad suddenly stopped in horror.  “No!” he shouted.  “No, no, no, no, no!  Not now!  Not…”  But it was too late.  Having absolutely no control over his messing at all, his system had simply decided it was time, and released everything – straight into his thin blue panties. 

	Everyone stared at him to see what the problem was, but it was Mel who picked up on it first.  “Are you a little stinky now?” she asked, almost gleefully.

	“Damn it!” Chad exclaimed angrily.  “How can I help it with all those stupid suppositories you’ve been sticking up inside of me for so long?  You even put one up there on Thursday night – just as we were finishing with everything!  I’ve probably still got enough of that chemical up in me that it will take a month to clear out!”

	“No you don’t,” Mel replied calmly.

	“He never knew,” Cassie noted.  “He never figured it out.”

	“Figure what out?” Chad asked, still angry and now very uncomfortable because of the mess in his backside.  At least the thin panties had managed to hold it all – so far… he hoped.  But he knew they wouldn’t contain it for long.

	“You haven’t had anything put up inside of you for several weeks now,” Mel replied.  “And before that, we were gradually tapering you off for a long time.  So there’s nothing up there anymore.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it.  “But I felt you doing it!  You’re lying!” he accused.

	Mel shook her head, but it was Cassie who answered.  “No, she’s telling the truth.  I’ve been faking putting them up you for a long time now.”

	“And I’ve been faking it as well,” Mel added.  “You weren’t supposed to know… and obviously, you didn’t.”

	Chad was flabbergasted.  He simply couldn’t believe it.  “So… you mean… I’ve had none at all for… weeks?”

	“None,” Cassie confirmed.

	“Well, not quite,” Mel admitted.  “I did shove three of them up in you last Saturday just before your little dance at the Riverwalk, but that was it.  We hadn’t used any before that for a while and absolutely none since.”

	Chad remembered how badly he had messed himself that day at the Riverwalk – right in front of a huge audience.  But the fact that they had totally fooled him remained hard to believe.

	“Come on,” Cassie said, let’s go find someplace to change you.  You’re starting to stink the whole place up.”

	“I’ll go with you,” Robin said as she glanced at her watch – she did have a family to get back to.  She looked up.  “Ladies, it’s just one minute now before four o’clock.  I’m thinking that this little exercise is over!”

	It took them five minutes to get to a restroom where they could help Chad change.  Actually, Robin and Cassie didn’t help him much at all, they stood back and handed him whatever he needed to clean himself up.  When he was ready, Cassie held out a pair of pink panties for him.  Chad started to reach for them… and stopped.  “Any chance I can have that other diaper now?  Just in case?”

	With a smile, Cassie put the panties back in her bag and pulled out the one extra diaper they had brought instead.  Once it was in place, Chad felt much more secure.  He felt defeated, but much more secure – and normal.  And of course, the minute it was firmly taped on… he wet it.  Without warning.

	Mel and Chad were again separated on the drive home.  But what angered Mel was that neither Gloria, Andrea, nor Robin would talk to her about how they thought Chad had done.  Nothing!  “We’re not going to discuss it in front of you!” Gloria finally told her.  “So stop asking!”

	The rest of the trip was pretty much in silence.  But Mel couldn’t help but wonder what the judges were all thinking.  Did Chad manage to do enough to convince them that he had regained his control?  Or at least enough so that he would win the bet?  In the silence of the car, she worried more and more about that.

	In the other car, Chad noticed that Cassie and Sandy weren’t saying much of anything either.  He was actually glad.  He felt bad enough as it was.  But he had to wonder, did he have a chance?  Did he have any chance at all?  Did he do enough to prove he had regained his control?  Or at least enough to prove that Mel hadn’t been able to make him incontinent?  That was the big question on his mind.  Did he do well enough?

	As soon as both cars had parked, Gloria sent Mel and Chad to Mel’s apartment to wait for them.  “We have to discuss this,” Gloria told them.  “We’ll be over as soon as we come to a decision.”

	Before Mel even unlocked her door, she and Chad watched as all the judges disappeared into Sandy and Cassie’s apartment.  Finally going inside Mel’s apartment was like coming home – for both of them, and yet, her apartment felt subtly different – for both of them.

	“I’ll make coffee,” Mel said, more for something to do than anything else.  She was edgy with nerves.

	“I’ll help,” Chad offered for the same reason.

	The women all gathered around the table in Sandy and Cassie’s kitchen.  “Before we start,” Gloria said, “let’s just see a show of hands of all those who think that Mel won this bet.”  She looked around the table and nodded.  “And how many think Chad won?”  Again she looked around.  “Somehow, I didn’t think this was going to be easy.”

	The coffee was brewing, but neither Mel nor Chad paid any attention to it.  Once it had started dripping down into the pot, they both headed out to her living room.  Mel took a seat on her couch.  Chad stood and looked at her.  He didn’t know if he was afraid, or nervous, or both.  Both!  Definitely!

	Mel looked up at him, the worry in her stomach made it difficult to sit still, but she forced herself.  “That didn’t quite go the way I thought it would,” she said.

	Chad shook his head.  “It didn’t go anything like I thought it would either!”  He looked at her for a few moments.  “How long do you think it will be before they’ll be back?”

	“I wouldn’t think more than a few minutes.”

	He nodded… then shook his head.  “I just don’t know how I did.  I mean, I did sort of make it… a few times.  But then, most of the time I was nowhere close.  I just don’t know if what I managed to do was close enough.”

	“I know what you mean.  I feel exactly the same way.  I can’t tell if what you did was enough either – and it’s driving me crazy!”

	There didn’t seem to be much else to say, so Chad nervously began pacing around the living room… much as he had done earlier in the day.

	“Will you please sit down!” Mel complained.  “You’re making it twice as bad!”

	With a silent grunt of frustration, Chad headed for the chair.

	“Here, sit next to me,” Mel offered as she patted the sofa next to her.

	Chad changed direction and sat where she suggested.  “What’s taking them so long?”

	“Who knows!” Mel replied.  “Maybe there purposely trying to build up the suspense.”

	“They’re getting on my nerves!”

	“That’s for sure!”

	The two sat next to each other and stared blankly at the opposite wall, each one lost in their own personal thoughts. 

	“So tell me,” Mel finally asked, “yesterday, when you said you hadn’t started to try to hold back yet… why was that?  Why didn’t you try from the moment you woke up?”

	Chad felt himself blush a little.  Embarrassed, he replied, “You don’t really want to know.”

	“No!  I’m serious!  Why?”

	“You’re going to think it’s silly!”

	“So?  In some ways, isn’t your whole life silly?”

	“Well… some of it,” Chad confirmed.

	“Some of it,” Mel agreed.  “So why?”

	“It’s just that… and I know it’s silly but… I just… I wanted… I was trying to decide if….”

	“What?”

	“If… you felt anything at all for me like I feel about you.”

	Mel was shocked.  “Like I feel…”

	“I know!  It’s stupid!  Especially since you go out with Derek all the time, but… I don’t know… I guess a guy has dreams sometimes.  Especially me,” he added softly.

	Unbidden the words, “I would kiss you till your body shudders, and you know how I feel about you,” flashed through her mind.  “Dreams?” she asked, somewhat surprised by what he had said.

	“Well… yeah!  Dreams!  I can’t help it, but somewhere in all this mess… I developed… feelings for you.  You became someone I wanted to care about!”

	“You want to… care about me?”  Mel was still somewhat shaken by that.  She shook her head.  “Damn you!  Let me tell you about dreams!  And I know it’s stupid and there’s no real reason for it, but… but somewhere along the way I started tying you directly to my dreams for the future.  I wasn’t going to have us live here in the apartment project anymore.  I was going to go out and buy us a proper house.  A nice house.  A big house.  Someplace we could be proud to come home to.  I just needed…”  She stopped, as if afraid to admit it.

	“You needed what?” he asked softly.

	She took the easy way out.  “Someone to take care of it for me.”

	“You needed a maid!”

	“Well… yes… and no damn it!”

	“No?  That’s what you just said.”

	“No!  It’s more than that!  A lot more!”

	“Like what?”

	Her voice was almost a whisper.  “I needed… someone to share it with.”

	“Like Derek?  Why not Derek?  He’s a great guy!”

	“Yeah he is.  But…”

	“But what?  You just needed a maid?”

	“No!  I needed…”  She stopped to collect her thoughts.  It was hard to admit.  “All my dreams.  In every single one of my dreams, you were the one who shared my house with me.  Yes, you were my maid, and my personal sissy, and… whatever else I wanted, but you were also the one single person I wanted to be there with me… always.”

	“So yesterday, when I was still trying to figure out if I should go ahead and throw the bet or not, I picked the wrong direction?”

	“You were actually considering throwing it to stay with me?”

	“That’s what I said.”

	She started to lean over and kiss him, but something held her back.  The two sat together for a moment more before she asked.  “What made you decide to not throw the bet?”

	“Huh!  A couple of things.  First there was Derek.  He’s the kind of guy you like to hang around with.  He’s the kind of guy you need… not someone like me.  And then there was something else I realized.  You have… friends.  Lots of friends.  And if I lost, then not only would I permanently lose all the friends I have now – if I even still have any, but I would never be able to make any friends again.  Everyone would know about me.  No friends, and consequently… no kind of a life.  Yes, It would be great fun for a while, but it certainly wouldn’t be any way to live my life.  At least not for long.  So I would have no kind of life… and if I spent a whole year living in total sissy mode, then I certainly wouldn’t have much self-respect anymore.  I mean… how could I?  So I finally decided… well, you know.  I had to win.”

	He had just hit her with the very same things she had tried to fathom for so very long.  And even now, she didn’t have much more of a clue how she could have solved those issues for him.  “It’s a shame,” she finally said out loud.  “Maybe we could have figured something out.  Your dreams… and mine.”

	“Yeah, he agreed.  It’s a shame.”

	“And it’s too late now.   The ladies will be here any minute!”

	“I don’t know what’s taking them so long,” Chad replied.

	Mel didn’t know why she did it, maybe for mutual support, but her hand reached out and found his hand.  And she clasped it loosely – just as he held her hand.  And once again staring blankly at the opposite wall, she whispered to herself.  “It’s too late now.”

	Chad glanced at the clock.  “I can’t believe how long this is taking!”

	Mel checked the time too.  More than half an hour!  “I have no idea what could be keeping them.  It should be simple enough.”

	“Should be,” Chad agreed.  “I’m starting to not care how this turns out… just so we can finally have a decision.”

	“I know,” Mel replied.  “I know.”

	And once again, the waiting continued.

	The women all looked around the table at each other.  There wasn’t a single smile on anyone’s face.  They were that serious. 

	“I guess we better get over there now and bring them the news,” Robin said.

	Andrea nodded.  “Somebody’s not going to be happy!”

	 


Chapter 64 (Saturday – week 9 Part 7 of 7)

	The knock on the door finally came and Chad bolted out of his seat to answer it – faster than Mel did.  His nervousness increased drastically as he held the door wide open and watched as all the women judges filed in. 

	Mel was standing as they entered her apartment.  She searched the faces of each of them for some kind of a clue, but she could determine nothing – other than the fact that none of them seemed to be smiling.  They all simply looked… solemn.

	“Have a seat Mel,” Gloria said.  “You too Chad.”

	Much like earlier in the day, Chad and Mel sat together on the couch while all the women lined up in front of them. 

	“I just want you both to know,” Gloria began, “that our decision was unanimous.  And before we deliberated and weighed all the evidence as carefully as we could, we had all already reached the same unanimous conclusion.  So all this time has been spent making sure of our decision.”

	Chad felt Mel grab his hand again… and squeeze it.  He squeezed back slightly.  This was it!  This was what the last two months had come down to!  He held his breath.

	“Before I tell you our decision,” Gloria said, “I want to remind you that you both agreed to abide by our decision.  You asked us to decide, and we have.  Agreed?”

	“Yes!” Mel said, sounding agitated because it was taking so long. 

	“Yes,” Chad echoed in a voice that could barely speak.

	Gloria nodded.  “Just remember that!”  She looked at both of them.  “It is our unanimous decision… that the winner of this bet… is… neither of you!  We all came to the conclusion that it was a perfect tie!”

	It was a moment before either Mel or Chad could react.  “What?” Mel asked incredulously.  “That’s not a decision!”

	“Yes it is!” Gloria insisted.

	“That was our decision!” Andrea added.

	“It was!” Robin added as well.  “We all decided that!”

	“We did!” Sandy confirmed.

	“But it can’t be!” Mel argued.

	“That’s what we decided!” Andrea insisted.

	“No!” Mel argued as she got to her feet.  “Somebody has to win and somebody has to lose!”

	“You both won!” Cassie told her.

	“And you both lost,” Sandy added.

	“That’s not a decision!” Mel yelled angrily. 

	“Yes it is!” Gloria yelled right back at her.  “That’s our decision – and it’s final!”

	“So I lost?” Mel replied, only slightly calmer.

	“No you didn’t,” Andrea told her.  “Chad didn’t prove that he had all his control back.”

	“Then I won!” Mel replied.

	“No!  Chad actually showed us some degree of control.”

	“So I did lose!” Mel insisted.

	“No you didn’t!” Gloria replied.  “He didn’t show us that he had regained enough control!”

	“So I won!”

	“No!  He did have some control!” Gloria insisted.

	“Stop it Mel!” Andrea jumped in.  “We all came to exactly the same conclusion before we even started talking about it.  And then we took everything we all had seen and discussed it and discussed it till we were blue in the face!”

	“And we all decided that it was a tie!” Robin concluded.

	“All of us!” Cassie added for emphasis.

	“Accept it!” Gloria said.  “That is our decision, and we expect you to honor it!”

	Mel plunked herself back down on the sofa.  She didn’t know what to think.  She was angry, she knew that much for sure!”

	Chad had listened to all of Mel’s arguments, agreeing with every last one.  But the one argument he had trouble agreeing with… was the judge’s decision.  A tie?  It couldn’t be.  All that work… for what?  “So what does it mean?” he finally asked.

	“It means you both won… and you both lost,” Andrea replied.  “It means that the terms and consequences of your bet are now null and void.”

	Chad shook his head.  It was hard to understand.  He realized that he felt disbelief.  And strangely, he also felt very disappointed.  He hadn’t won… and he hadn’t lost?  It was very hard to fathom – especially after two months.  Two very long, very difficult months!  All for… nothing?  But that seemed to be what it came down to.  All for – nothing!

	“I’ve got to go!” Robin said.  “This took way longer than I expected.  She turned to Chad.  “I’ll see you at work.  And just for the record, I’m glad this thing is over… and I think it turned out for the best!” 

	“I agree with you there!” Gloria added. 

	“See you Monday, Chad,” Robin said as she headed for the door.

	“Monday,” Chad mumbled.  He was still trying to come to grips with everything. 

	“I better go too,” Andrea decided.  “See you Monday,” she said to Mel. 

	Mel wasn’t smiling.  It was all she could do to reply, “See you Monday.”  She didn’t thank her for helping… her brain was so fuddled that the thought never even occurred to her.

	“I think we all better go now,” Gloria said.  “This bet is over!  And it’s time we all realize that.”

	Mel actually managed to wave a little.  “Next week,” she said rather weakly. 

	Gloria smiled.  “See you next week.  Lunch on Monday?”

	Mel nodded.  “Lunch.”

	“We better go too,” Cassie said.  “And if you need anything – either of you, you know where we live.”

	Chad nodded, as did Mel.  “Thanks,” Mel finally said.  “We’ll see you… around.”

	A minute later, everyone had left except Chad.  He was still sitting on the sofa next to her, trying to accept what the judges had declared.  A tie!  It was simply – hard to believe.

	The apartment suddenly seemed very quiet as the two continued to sit next to each other.  Mel finally looked over at him.  “You could have won!” she said.  “You could have won easily!  But you put off trying until it was too late.”

	Chad shook his head.  “I don’t think it would have made any difference at all.  I managed to do what I did by luck, and that’s about it.”

	It was several moments before Chad forced himself to his feet.  “I guess I better go too.  You’ve got better things to do than to watch me mope around with my tail between my legs.”

	“Not really,” Mel replied.  “Stay if you want.  I don’t care.”

	Chad shook his head.  “No.  I think I better go.”

	Mel nodded.  “We’ll sort our stuff out tomorrow… after we’ve both had time to… accept things.”

	Chad nodded.  “See you tomorrow,” he said.  He headed for the door where he grabbed the bag that held his new skirts and his purse – his purse that he would never have to worry about carrying anymore – and with a small smile back at her, he walked out.

	Mel tried to smile back, but it was difficult.  And all too soon, he walked out and the door closed behind him.  It was over.  It was hard to believe… but it was over. 

	She knew she should get up from the couch and do something, but the will simply wasn’t in her.  She realized she no longer felt angry at the judges.  As hard as it was to fathom, she was now beginning to accept their decision.  A stupid decision, but yes, it was a decision.  How many times had juries come back with a hung-jury decision?  Even the courts had made allowances for that.  And now, all her mind seemed to want to process, was the fact that the bet was over.  Everything was over. 

	Her apartment felt lonely.  He wasn’t going to be there anymore. He would never be there again for her to laugh at… or to order around and make him do the most weird and outrageous things… or to – force him to satisfy her sexually, even though he himself was totally denied.  He wouldn’t be there any more for any of that.  Ever again. 

	Oh, there was no doubt they would run into each other occasionally, maybe even get together for a laugh.  She was sure that they would remember the things they had both gone through in the last two months and maybe even laugh over it once in a while.  She would remember all of it fondly.  But would he?  Maybe – maybe not.  None of it had been easy for him.  But then, it had all been part of his wacked-out fantasies as well. 

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”

	So strange.  He had actually grown to… care about her. 

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders.” 

	Even though she had totally denied him any sexual enjoyment – at least no normal sexual enjoyment, he had still made love to her – possibly better and more completely than any man she had ever known.  Ray included!  Because she had always felt like Sissy… or rather Chad… had made love to her honestly.  And he hadn’t run off as soon as it was all over.  He had stayed right there holding her… which to her was one of the most important parts of it all.  A girl doesn’t like to feel abandoned so soon after that much intimacy!  And he hadn’t abandoned her – ever.  In anything.  For any reason. 

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders, and you know how I feel about you.”

	She had wondered if he really did love her.  And she had made the decision that, no he didn’t – only because he hadn’t used the word “love.”  And… because he didn’t say he wanted to spend forever with her – no matter how the bet came out. 

	“And you know how I feel about you.” 

	But she realized now, that only someone who really did love her would be capable of saying something like that.

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”

	But he was all wrong for her for so many reasons. Besides, he wanted his self-respect – which he deserved.  He wanted his friends – which he also deserved.  And he wanted a life – a life that included more than just abject humiliation – which he totally deserved. 

	“I would kiss you till your body shudders… and you know how I feel about you.”

	Get over it Mel!  He’s all wrong for you!  He would be laughable!  Move on!  The bet is over!

	And she realized one other thing.  Her dream of getting a new house and moving on with her life was over.  She hadn’t won… and consequently… her dream… was over.  

	Chad closed his door, set the bag and his purse down on the floor, and walked over to his one and only piece of furniture – his lonely chair facing the wall of pictures that had now become totally meaningless. 

	He had lost… but he had won?  No, there was no winning for him.  Not at all.  If he had lost, then he would still have Mel for another year.  He would still have all the delightful fun humiliation she seemed to enjoy dishing out to him for another year.  Yes, he would have more problems than he knew what to do with because of it, but losing would have still been like winning. 

	And if he had won… well, he would have had an apartment full of fantastic stuff… not to mention a pool table… that would have been the envy of everyone he knew – or might know in the future.  Winning would have been – well… winning of course. 

	But a tie?  No winner?  No loser?  As far as he was concerned, he had simply lost!  Okay, maybe he could still save some face… but toward who?  Robin?  She knew everything!  And since Ray had everything all mixed up at work now, even going back there would be easier.  He could explain it all to everyone… somehow. 

	But still, all he had… was loss.  He didn’t win… so he had lost!

	And the one biggest thing that he had lost, wasn’t his sissy dresses, it wasn’t his sissy diapers, it wasn’t even all the humiliating things she had made him do.  The one biggest thing he had lost – was her.

	“Why can’t you just lose?”

	He should have lost – purposely!  But he hadn’t.  He had let his stupid male pride get in the way.  And so now he had – nothing!  Nothing!  Nothing!  Especially not – Mel. 

	“Why can’t you just lose?”

	And now… it was too late.

	He sat there as the sun went down and darkness invaded his apartment.  He had no reason to get up and bother to turn on a light.  Even dinner didn’t seem important.  He did get up once though, to change his diaper when it started leaking.  And when he was done, he came right back to sit again in his one solitary chair… and brood. 

	He had lived a dream.  For two full months he had lived… a dream.  And now… that dream was over.

	It was getting late and he had just decided to head to bed when his phone rang.  He jumped out of his chair to answer it.  The phone rang and rang as he fumbled with trying to fish the darn thing out of his purse.  He already knew it would be Mel who was calling – nobody else ever called him.  “Hello?”

	“I have an idea.”

	The Bet

	Chapter 65 ( Epilogue – Ten Months Later)

	Robin checked the directions for the fifth time as she drove out into the country.  She wasn’t all that far out of the city, but she had made some turns onto roads that she wasn’t familiar with.  She thought again about Chad.  She hadn’t seen him since that day when they had declared the bet a tie.  He hadn’t even shown up for work the next week. 

	After a two days of wondering what had happened to him, Tom Robinson had come down and told her that Chad would be working part time from home from now on.  Then he moved her to another desk where she wouldn’t be isolated from anyone anymore.  It had seemed strange at first having a number of other women around her to talk with, but she did enjoy the extra company of her friends. 

	Over the next few months, she had received a few emails from Chad concerning work... and only work.  She had asked several times about what was happening with him in those exchanges, but not once had he ever answered any of her personal questions.  It was as if he was purposely avoiding answering them.  She had even tried to call him once to talk to him, but he hadn’t answered his phone.  As strange as it seemed, the only contact she had with him anymore was through those few work related emails.

	So she had been very surprised to receive the invitation to their wedding several months ago.  And right after it arrived, Chad had sent several emails begging her to attend.  But the more she thought about it, the more reasons she found for not going – mostly because she was afraid of what kind of wedding she might be attending.  While nothing in the invitation mentioned it, she didn’t want to attend a wedding where both the bride and groom might be wearing a wedding dress.

	So she continued to deal with Chad through emails only, and only about business.  And those emails were relatively few.  Her imagination could only assume the worst about what he and Mel were doing, especially when she saw the slight shift in his return email address after their wedding – changing his last name to match Mel’s. 

	And then she had received this latest invitation… along with several emails begging her to attend their new house-warming party.  She had strongly considered not going, but her curiosity finally got the better of her.  She had to know for sure what had become of him.  So now here she was, driving down a street she had never heard of before, a street lined with nothing but really nice homes… homes that to her, were mansions.

	She started checking the house numbers on the widely spaced mailboxes.  She slowed down as she got closer.  That was it!  She quickly glanced up before she turned into the winding driveway and she caught sight of what appeared to be another mansion – impressive and beautiful!  And it was obviously new.  While the colorful landscaping was fully installed, she could see that many of the shrubs were still very young. 

	She parked her car in a small parking area next to several other cars.  As she walked back toward the front door she steeled herself for what she might find.  Would he answer wearing his maid’s uniform as she fully expected.  Would he still be diapered underneath?  She was really afraid to find out.  But she had to know!

	She almost chickened out before ringing the doorbell but she forced herself to stay.  The doorbell sounded with rich tones from somewhere inside, and a moment later, the door opened… and Chad stood there… and she was totally surprised. 

	“Robin!” he exclaimed.  “You don’t know how glad we are that you came!”

	He was holding the door for her to come in, but she was still too surprised to move.  She had to look closely at him first.  He wasn’t dressed like a maid.  He wasn’t dressed like a baby.  He wasn’t even dressed like a sissy… or a woman.  He was dressed… and looked… like a guy.  Mostly.  “Mostly” because she quickly noticed the obviously expensive diamond studs he wore in his ears and her woman’s eyes couldn’t help but catch the sparkle from the ring on his left hand.  When she took a moment to glance closer, she saw that it was a woman’s wedding set he wore on that finger.  But the pony tail his hair was pulled back in somehow looked totally… masculine.  “Hi Chad,” she finally replied. 

	“Come on in,” Chad said welcomingly. 

	Robin stepped over the doorsill and immediately started looking around.  Rich!  Opulent!  Gorgeous!  As she followed Chad past several rooms, she noticed a mixture of old and modern.  The affect only added to the opulent feeling she had already gotten.  Just how much money did Mel make as a lawyer?  It had to be a lot!  It was certainly a big step up from the apartment she used to live in.

	All too quickly, Chad led her into the living room. 

	“Robin!” Mel’s excited voice called as she got up from her chair to greet her latest guest. 

	Robin took in Mel as well.  She too looked good, although the only real change other than her updated hairstyle that she saw was the wedding ring she now sported on her left hand.  The two women hugged and Mel feigned a kiss near Robin’s cheek.  Only when Mel stepped back did she have a chance to see who else had shown up for the party – Gloria, Sandy, Cassie, and Andrea – all the judges who had decided the bet.  Robin got a brief hug from each of them before she finally took a seat. 

	“Wow, what a house!” Robin exclaimed as she continued to look around from her seated position.

	“Isn’t it super?” Cassie replied.  “Sandy was the decorator for the entire thing.”

	“Well, actually Mel had a lot of stuff from her old house that I just had to find a place for,” Sandy said.  “But some of the rooms here are defiantly my creation.”

	“Oh that’s right!” Mel exclaimed, “you haven’t seen the house yet.”  She got to her feet.  “Come on, let me give you the ten-cent tour.”

	Robin didn’t need a second invitation.  As she was led from room to room, she wasn’t sure who was giving the tour, Mel or Sandy, but she was duly impressed by every room they went through. 

	The kitchen was huge!  To her, it looked like they could feed an army from it.  All the appliances were professional grade, the type that a major restaurant would probably have.  The kitchen also smelled good – dinner she guessed.  While they were there, Chad took a moment to lower one of the oven doors to check what was inside.  Satisfied, he closed it again a few seconds later.

	A few minutes after that, she found herself in the largest game room she had ever seen… not that she had seen all that many.  The room was dominated by a pool table, but she saw a very nice looking poker table off to one end of the room as well.  The room was lined with cabinets and had its own little kitchenette as well as what appeared to be a very well stocked bar. 

	But by then Robin’s curiosity finally got the better of her.  “Okay,” she said to Mel, “I have to ask.  During the bet, you dominated Chad unmercifully.  When I drove up here today I was really expecting him to be dressed as your maid… or even a baby.  But he’s not.  He looks totally like a great looking guy… even with the earrings and the wedding band he’s wearing.  I don’t see any sign of what I expected to see at all.  Other than his earrings and that ring, there’s nothing the least bit sissyish that I see at all.  What changed?

	“Nothing,” Mel replied.  “It’s simply his turn right now.”

	“His turn?”

	“Mm hm.  It took us a few months to figure it out, but so far, the system we’ve settled on seems to be working quite nicely for both of us.”

	“We have a pair of dice,” Chad explained. 

	“A very large pair,” Mel added.

	Chad nodded.  “Yeah, they’re fairly big,” he agreed.  “Anyway, we each throw one and the total on the dice is the number of months that our individual turns last.”  Robin saw him pause to smile at Mel before he continued speaking.  “When it’s Mel’s turn, she gets to dominate me in any way she likes for the number of months represented by the dice.”

	“And my turn is coming up tomorrow,” Mel sang teasingly.  Chad nodded at her with a smile on his face as well.

	“And what happens when it’s your turn?” Robin asked Chad.  “Do you dominate her?  Because let me tell you, I just don’t see it.”

	Chad laughed.  “No, not at all.  During those months I get to be me, Chad, fully a guy in any way I want.”

	“I still come home though and frequently find him in one of his maid’s dresses or a skirt,” Mel whispered loudly.

	Chad shrugged.  “What can I say?  I like it!”

	“But when it’s my turn,” Mel added, “he doesn’t get the choice to do anything but what I demand!”  She leveled a cruel but teasing look at Chad.  “Anything!”

	Chad smiled back at her for a few moments before he continued.  “Actually,” he said, “this little get together is more than just a house-warming celebration.  It really marks the one year anniversary of the day our bet started. 

	Robin realized now that it had been one full year.  “It looks to me like things have changed a lot for you since then.”

	“Yeah, they have,” Chad agreed.  “Quite a bit I guess.”

	Their tour continued and Robin soon found herself in the biggest bedroom suite she had ever seen – complete with its own living room and small kitchenette.  “Wow!  Nice,” she said.  “If I had a room like this I’d never want to leave it.”

	Chad laughed.  “This is Mel’s room… and sometimes, mine.”

	“Sometimes?” Robin asked.

	But it was Sandy who practically pulled Robin out of that room and further down the hall.  “You’ve got to see this,” she said excitedly.  She opened a door that was closed, and Robin suddenly found herself in the most amazing little-girl nursery she could imagine. 

	“And… this is my room,” Chad told her.

	“Actually, the floor plan matches the suite next door.  It’s just decorated a bit… differently,” Sandy explained.

	Robin looked around.  All the furniture was girly, and babyish, and it all looked plenty big enough to hold an adult – from the amazing baby crib to the small play table and chairs, to the…  “Is that a playpen?” she asked as she took in the large barred area in the corner.

	“It sure is,” Sandy replied.  “And look at his closet,” she said as she headed toward a door at the far side.  “It’s as big as the closet in the other room.”

	Sandy opened the door, and Robin looked inside – and got dizzy.  That was a closet?  From what little she could see from the doorway it looked humongous!  On one side of the main aisle, she saw long racks of silly colorful dresses as well as what looked like maid’s uniforms. The other side was lined by floor to ceiling wooden cabinets.  And that was just the one aisle she could see!  A wall of shelves at the back that held shoes seemed to stretch in both directions.

	“It’s mostly empty so far,” Chad explained.  “We made it overly large so that there would be plenty of space to hold whatever we get in the future.”

	“Not… full?” Robin asked.  She turned away from the closet, not wanting to see any more of the too large space. 

	Sandy giggled.  “If you think this is something, you should see the new room we built for him at Mel’s office building.”

	“New room?” Robin asked.

	“Yeah, they had this wonderful office that wasn’t being used right across the hall from Mel’s, but instead of redecorating that, we added onto the back of the building and put another kind of office / playroom in there for him. 

	“It really is adorable!” Andrea added.

	“That’s where he works from now,” Mel said.  “If he’s not here working around the house, then he comes in with me and works out of that office.  That way I can have him help with some of my work as well as let him play with just the web stuff he normally does.”

	Chad checked his watch.  “Um… if you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I need to check on dinner again.”

	A short while later, Mel finished her tour and Robin found herself again in the front living room.  “It’s an amazing house!” Robin told Mel.  “And it’s gorgeous!”

	“Thank you,” Mel replied, obviously pleased by Robin’s comments.

	But now that they were back, Robin had a few more questions.  “I noticed from his emails that he now has your last name,” she said.  That kind of surprised me a bit.

	Mel shrugged.  “Why not?  I’m the major breadwinner.  I’m the dominant one in the house.  It only seemed right.”  She leaned in a bit closer to Robin.  “Most of the wedding arrangements were made during my turn,” she said, “even though the wedding itself occurred during Chad’s.  While we were doing all the paperwork and making the arrangements,” she paused for a moment before continuing, “I took the opportunity to ‘brand’ myself into Chad a little bit more, so to speak.” There was a note of amusement in her voice.  “Not only did we change his last name to mine, but his middle name is now Melissa!”

	Robin was slightly shocked.  “You changed his middle name to your name?”

	“Just to make sure he won’t forget me.” Mel replied with a giggle.

	“Really?” Robin asked, then found herself giggling too.

	“Really!”  Mel confirmed.

	“Was that when you picked out his wedding ring too?” Robin asked.  “I noticed it’s a woman’s ring.”

	“With a smile, Mel held out her left hand so Robin could examine her ring. 

	“God!  What a diamond!” Robin exclaimed.  “It’s gorgeous!”

	“Isn’t it?” Mel replied.  “Chad’s rings exactly match mine.”

	“They match?” Robin exclaimed.  She didn’t want to even think about what two rings like that had to cost… let alone one.

	“He’s actually quite proud of his rings… even when he’s trying to be a man,” Mel added.  She caught sight of the clock.  “Please excuse me, I need to see if Chad needs any help with dinner.  When it’s his turn, I do my best to try to help with some things.”

	As soon as Mel was gone, Robin leaned over toward Gloria.  “I have to tell you,” she said, “you could have knocked me over with a feather when I heard about their wedding.  I didn’t see that coming at all!”

	“Me either,” Cassie replied.

	“Or me!” Andrea added.

	“Oh I saw it coming!” Gloria replied.  “I saw it almost from the beginning.  You don’t know how many times I wanted to knock their heads together to bang some sense into those two, and then tell them to just forget all about that stupid bet and just get married!”

	“You did?” Robin asked, finding it hard to believe.

	“Oh yeah!  Look at it.  Mel is just like you and me.  She needs someone to pay attention to her, someone to cuddle her, she needs a little romance once in a while… she needs to be loved. 

	“But at the same time, she’s got this pushy streak in her… this need to direct things… to be in charge.  And she’s got something of a mean streak as well… her dominant side.  She can’t ever be really happy unless she has someone she can push around a bit… someone whose buttons she can push.  And make no mistake about it, she does like to push those buttons!

	“And on the other side, Chad of course has this totally submissive streak in him.  He needs someone to push him around a bit… he needs someone to constantly push his buttons.  That’s what makes him happy.

	“Each of them by themselves can’t feel fulfilled… they’re not whole.  But together, they’re perfect for each other.  They need each other.  They were really lucky to find each other.”

	Only once Gloria had put it like that, did Robin really see it.  And it now made perfect sense. 

	“Still,” Robin replied, “after that weird outcome of their bet, I was surprised that they managed to get together at all… and so quickly!  Especially since neither one of them won.  They both should have wound up going their own separate way!  And I would have expected Mel to be going out with someone more like Derek than with Chad… let alone marry him!”

	Gloria shrugged.  “Sometimes… we can’t help who we love.  It just took Mel and Chad a while to realize that.  And like I said, they were lucky.  But the way the bet turned out, was the best way it could possibly have ended.  If it had ended any other way, they most likely wouldn’t have gotten married and neither one of them would be as happy as they are today. 

	“An agreement such as theirs can’t exist on the basis of a bet.  Somewhere along the way resentment would rear its ugly head.  It has to be based on a mutual agreement, and understanding, and trust.  Without that, they would both wind up miserable and eventually tear each other apart.”

	Robin easily saw the wisdom in that so she could only agree.  “And how about you?” she asked.  “I know I’ve heard from some of the women at work that they’ve been out with Derek, but weren’t you seeing Ray?  I don’t hear much about him at work.”

	Gloria smiled.  “He still comes around once in a while, but you know Ray, when it comes to women, he’s definitely got a wandering eye.  He likes his variety and I don’t think there’s going to be any changing that.  At least not yet.” 

	They were interrupted by Mel coming back into the room.  “Dinner’s ready,” she announced.

	In a distant part of the house, the old grandfather clock began chiming midnight as Chad and Mel walked into the game room together.  Chad went straight over to one of the glass cabinets and took out an ornate wooden box.  He brought it over to the pool table where he opened the lid – revealing a pair of very large red dice with white dots.  He held the box out to Mel and she took one.  He grabbed the other one before setting the box aside. 

	“Ready?” Mel asked.  There was a definite gleam of anticipation in her eye.

	“Ready!” Chad confirmed. 

	“One!” Mel said.

	“Two!” Chad replied.

	Together they shouted “Three!” and together they rolled the dice down the length of the table.  The dice tumbled and spun and came to rest.  Even before Chad and Mel could reach the far side, they could see the large number of dots displayed on top.

	Mel was laughing delightedly.  “Finally!” she said.  “I couldn’t believe how many times we rolled such low numbers before.”  A quick glance was all it took to confirm the number of months she would now be totally in charge of him.  “Eleven!” she declared.  “It’s not twelve, but it’s close enough.  I’ve been planning this from almost the beginning – just waiting for enough time to do it.  And now I’ve got plenty!”  She lowered her most evil gaze directly at him.  “You’re never going to recover from this one!”

	With a smile of anticipation, Chad curtseyed.  “Yes Mistress.”

	The End
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